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What sends chills down our spine when we 
read a good horror story? Contrary to 
some modern trends, it is not merely how 
much blood is spilled or how grotesquely 
an alien creature or monster is portrayed. 
Rather, the thrill of terror comes in explor- 
ing the depths of the human soul and in 
discovering the capacity for evil that lies 
hidden there: the monsters that lurk within 
us are the most frightening ones of all. 
‘These six gothic masterpieces of supernat- 
ural horror and suspense provide a wealth 
of such terrors. 

The first true gothic novel appeared in 
1764: Horace Walpole’s The Castle of 
Otranto. Inspired by a dream in which 
Walpole saw a huge, armored hand in an 
ancient castle, the story contains all the ele- 
ments that have become the earmarks of 
the gothic novel: a medieval castle, a lost 
heir who must prove himself in order to 
claim his fortune, a villain, a love interest, 
and various supernatural phenomena. The 
Castle of Otranto influenced countless lit- 
erary works throughout the nineteenth 
century. 

In Geneva during the summer of 1816, 
Lord Byron, John Polidori, Percy Bysshe 
Shelley, and Mary Wollstonecraft Godwin 
(later Mary Shelley) amused one another 
by making up ghost stories. Mary Shelley's 
tale was the seed from which her timeless 
novel Frankenstein grew. Subtitled The 
Modern Prometheus, it is the spellbinding 
story of Victor Frankenstein, a dactor who 
plays God by creating a living being from 
the bodies of the dead; the tragic monster is 
ultimately seen as Frankenstein's alter ego. 

(Continued on back flap) 
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THE CASTLE OF OTRANTO 
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PREFACE TO THE First EDITION 


The following work was found in the library of an ancient Catholic family 
in the north of England. It was printed at Naples, in the black letter, in the 
year 1529, How much sooner it was written does not appear. The princip- 
al incidents are such as were believed in the darkest ages of christianity; 
but the language and conduct have nothing that savours of barbarism. 
‘The style is the purest Italian, If the story was written near the time when 
itis supposed to have happened, it must have been between 1095, the era 
Of the first crusade, and 1243, the date of the last, or not long afterwards. 
There is no other circumstance in the work, that can lead us to guess at the 
erie in which the scene said The names of the acros are evident 

titious, and probably disguised on purpose: yet the Spanish names of 
the domestics seem to indicate that this work was not composed until the 
establishment of the Arragonian kings in Naples had made Spanish 
appellations familiar in that country. The beauty of the diction, and the 
zeal of the author (moderated, however, by singular judgment), concur to 
make me think, that the date of the composition was little antecedent to 
that of the impression. Letters were then in their most flourishing state in 
Italy, and contributed to dispel the empire of superstition, at that time so 
forcibly attacked by the reformers. It is not unlikely, that an artful priest 
might endeavour to turn their own arms on the innovators; and might 
avail himself of his abilities as an author to confirm the populace in their 
ancient errors and superstitions, If this was his view, he has certainly 
‘acted with signal address. Such a work as the following would enslave a 
hundred vulgar minds, beyond half the books of controversy that have 
been written from the days of Luter to the present hour. 

This solution of the author's motives is, however, offered as a mere 
conjecture. Whatever his views were, or whatever effects the execution of 
them might have, his work can only be laid before the public at present as 
a matter of entertainment, Even as such, some apology for itis necessary. 
Miracles, visions, necromancy, dreams, and other preternatural events, 
are exploded now even from romances. That was not the case when our 
author wrote; much less when the story itself is supposed to have hap- 
pened. Belief in every kind of prodigy was so estalished in those dark 
Ages, that an author would not be faithful to the manners of the times, 
who should omit all mention of them. He is not bound to believe them 
himself, but he must represent his actors as believing them. 

Tf this air of the miraculous is excused, the reader will find nothing else 
unworthy of his perusal. Allow the possibility of the facts, and all the 
actors comport themselves as persons would doin their situation. There is 
no bombast, no similes, flowers, digressions, or unnecessary descriptions, 
Every thing tends directly to the catastrophe, Never is the reader's atten- 
tion relaxed, The rules of the drama are almost observed throughout the 
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conduct of the piece. The characters are well drawn, and still better 
maintained. Terror, the author's principal engine, prevents the story 
from ever languishing; and it is so often contrasted by pity, that the mind 
is kept up in a constant vicissitude of interesting passions. 

Some persons may, perhaps, think the characters of the domestics too 
little serious for the general cast of the story; but, besides their opposition 
to the principal personages, the art of the author is very observable in his 
conduct of the subalterns. They discover many passages essential to the 
story, which could not be well brought to light but by their naiveté and 
simplicity: in particular, the womanish terror and foibles of Bianca, in the 
last chapter, conduce essentially towards advancing the catastrophe. 

Tt is natural for a translator to be prejudiced in favour of his adopted 
‘work, More impartial readers may not be so much struck with the beauties 
of this piece as I was. Yet I am not blind to my author's defects. I could 
‘wish he had grounded his plan on a more useful moral than this: that “the 
sins of fathers are visited on their children to the third and fourth 
generation.” I doubt whether, in his time, any more than at present, 
ambition curbed its appetite of dominion from the dread of so remote a 
punishment. And yet this moral is weakened by that less direct insinua- 
tion, that even such anathema may be diverted, by devotion to St. Nicho- 
las, Here, the interest of the monk plainly gets the better of the judgment 
of the author. However, with all its Faults, I have no doubt but the English 
reader will be pleased with a sight of this performance. The piety that 
reigns throughout, the lessons of virtue that are inculcated, and the rigid 
purity of the sentiments, exempt this work from the censure to which 
Tomances are but too liable. Should it meet with the success I hope for, 1 
may be encouraged to re-print the original Italian, though it will tend to 
depreciate my own labour. Our language falls far short of the charms of 
the Italian, both for variety and harmony. The latter is peculiarly excel- 
lent for simple narrative. Itis difficult, in English, to relate without falling 
too low, or rising too high; a fault obviously occasioned by the little care 
taken to speak pure language in common conversation. Every Italian or 
Frenchman, of any rank, piques himself on speaking his own tongue 
correctly and with choice. 1 cannot flatter myself with having done justice 
to my author in this respect: his style is as elegant, as his conduct of the 
passions is masterly. It is a pity that he did not apply his talents to what 
they were evidently proper for, the theatre, 

I will detain the reader no longer, but to make one short remark. 
‘Though the machinery is invention, and the names of the actors imagin= 
ary, I cannot but believe, that the ground work of the story is founded on 
truth. The scene is undoubtedly laid in some real castle, Theauthor seems 
frequently, without design, to describe particular parts. "The chamber,” 
says he, “on the right hand; the door on the left hand; the distance from 
the chapel to Conrad's apartment.” These, and other passages, are strong 
presumptions that the author had some certain building in his eye. 
Curious persons, who have leisure to employ in such researches, may 
possibly discover in the Italian writers the foundation on which our 
author has built. If a catastrophe, at all resembling that which he de- 
scribes, is believed to have given rise to this work, it will contribute to 
interest the reader, and will make The Castle of Otranto a still more moving 
story. 


PREFACE TO THE SECOND EDITION 


‘The favourable manner in which this lité piece has been received by the 
public, calls upon the author to explain the grounds on which he com- 
posed it, But, before he opens those motives, itis fit that he should ask 
pardon of his readers for having offered his work to them under the 
borrowed personage of a translator, As diffidence of his own abilites, and 
the novelty of the attempt, were the sole inducements to assume that 
disguise, he flatters himself he shall appear excusable. He resigned his 
performance to the impartial judgment of the public; determined to let it 
perish in obscurity, if disapproved; nor meaning to avow such a trifle, 
Unless better judges should pronounce that he might own it without a 
blush. 

Tı wasan attempt to blend the two kinds of romance, the ancientand the 
modern. In the former, all was imagination and improbability: in the 
latter, nature is always intended to be, and sometimes has been, copied 
with success. Invention has not been wanting; but the great resources of 
fancy have been dammed up, by a strict adherence to common life, But if, 
in the latter species, Nature has cramped imagination, she did but take 
her revenge, having been totally excluded from old romances. The ac- 
tions, sentiments, and conversations, of the heroes and heroines of 
ancient days, were as unnatural as the machines employed to put them in 
motion. 

‘The author of the following pages thought it possible to reconcile the 
two kinds. Desirous of leaving the powers of fancy at liberty to expatiate 
through the boundless realms of invention, and thence of creating more 
interesting situations, he wished to conduct the mortal agents in his 
drama according to the rules of probability; in short, to make them think, 
‘speak, and act, as it might be supposed mere men and women would doin 
‘extraordinary positions. He had observed, that, in all inspired writings, 
the personages under the dispensation of miracles, and witnesses to the 
most stupendous phenomena, never lose sight of their human character: 
whereas, in the productions of romantic story, an improbable event never 
fails to be attended by an absurd dialogue. The actors seem to lose their 
senses, the moment the laws of nature have lost their tone, As the public 
have applauded the attempt, the author must not say he was entirely 
unequal to the task he had undertaken: yet, if the new route he has struck 
Out shall have paved a road for men of brighter talents, he shall own, with 
pleasure and modesty, that he was sensible the plan was capable of 
Feceiving greater embellishments than his imagination, or conduct of the 
passions, could bestow on it, 

With regard to the deportment of the domestics, on which 1 have 
touched in the former preface, I will beg leave to add a few words—The 
‘simplicity of their behaviour, almost tending to excite smiles, which, at 
first, seems not consonant to the serious cast of the work, appeared to me 
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not only not improper, but was marked designedly in that manner. My 
rule was nature. However grave, important, or even melancholy, the 
sensations of princes and heroes may be, they do not stamp the same 
affections on their domestics: at least the latter do not, or should not be 
made to, express their passions in the same dignified tone. In my humble 
opinion, the contrast between the sublime of the one and the naiveté of 
the other, sets the pathetic of the former in a stronger light. The very 
impatience which a reader feels, while delayed, by the coarse pleasantries 
of vulgar actors, from arriving at the knowledge of the important catas- 
trophe he expects, perhaps heightens, certainly proves that he has been 
artfully interested in, the depending event. But I had higher authority 
than my own opinion for this conduct. The great master of nature, 
Swaxeseane, was the model I copied. Let me ask, if his tragedies of 
Hamlet and Julius Caesar would not Jose a considerable share of their spirit 
and wonderful beauties, if the humour of the gravediggers, the fooleries 
of Polonius, and the clumsy jests of the Roman citizens, were omitted, or 
vested in heroics? Is not the eloquence of Antony, the nobler and 
affectedly-unaffected oration of Brutus, artificially exalted by the rude 
bursts of nature from the mouths of their auditors? These touches re- 
mind one of the Grecian sculptor, who, to convey the idea of a Colossus, 
within the dimensions of a seal, inserted a little boy measuring his thumb, 
“No,” says Voltaire, in his edition of Corneille, “this mixture of buf- 
foonery and solemnity is intolerable.’—Voltaire is a genius*—but not of 
Shakespeare's magnitude. Without recurring to disputable authority, 1 
appeal from Voltaire to himself. I shall not avail myself of his former 
encomiums on our mighty poet; though the French critic has twice 
translated the same speech in Hamlet, some years ago in admiration, 
latterly in derision; and Lam sorry to find that his judgment grows weaker 
when it ought to be farther matured. But I shall make use of his own 
words, delivered on the general topic of the theatre, when he was neither 
thinking to recommend or decry Shakespeare's practice; consequently, at 
moment when Voltaire was impartial. In the preface to his Enfant 
Prodigue, that exquisite piece, of which 1 declare my admiration, and 
which, should I live twenty years longer, I trust I shall never attempt to 
ridicule, he has these words, speaking of comedy (but equally applicable 
to tragedy, if tragedy is, as surely it ought to be, a picture of human life: 
nor can I conceive why occasional pleasantry ought more to be banished 


*The folowing remarks foreign to the present question, yet excusable in an Englishman, 
who wiling to think that the severe ecm oso mastery a wesw Vale oo 
immortal countryman, may have been the effusions of wi and preepiaion, rather than the 
result of judgment and attention. May not the critics skill in the fore and pomers of our 
language, have been as incorrect and incompetent as his knowledge of our kator)? af the 
Janer, his own pen has dropped glaring evidence. In his Preface to Thomas Cornelles Fari 
of sex, Monsieur de Volare allows that the truth of history has been grouly perverted in 
thar picce, Inearusee pleads, that when Cornel wrote, the nobles Franee were math 
unread in English story; but ow, says the commentator that they study fe such mistepres 
sentation would not be suffered- yet forgetting that the period of ignorance is lapsed, and 
htt inter nee 1 inte Knowing, he undertakes rom the overline of 

is own reading, to give the nobility of bis own county a detail of Queen Elvatetis 
favourter—of whom, says he, Rober Dudley was the fi, and thc Eat Ot Leicester the 
second, Could one have believed that it could be necesryt inform Monsieur de Vala 
himself, that Robert Dudley and the Earl of Leicesterwere the same person? 
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from the tragic scene, than pathetic seriousness from the comic), "On y voit 
un mélange de sérieux et de plaisanterie, de comique et de touchant; souvent 
même une seule aventure produit tous ces contrastes. Rien n'est si commun 
qu'une maison dans laquelle un père gronde, une fille occupée de sa passion 
Pleure; le fils së moque des deux, et quelques parents prennent différemment partà 
la scène, Sc. Nous winférons pas de là que toute comédië doive avoir des scènes de 
bouffonnerie et des scènes attendrissantes: il y a beaucoup de très bonnes pièces où il 
ne règne que de la gaietë; d'autres toutes sérieuses; d'autres mélangées: d'autres où 
attendrissement va jusques awx larmes: il ne Faut donner l'exclusion à aucun 

genre; etsi on me demandoit, quel genre est le meilleur, je répondrois, celui qui est 

mieux traité.” Surely i£ a comedy may be toute sérieuse, tragedy may now 
and then, soberly, be indulged in a smile. Who shall proscribe it? Shall the 
critic, who, in self-defence, declares, that no kind ought to be excluded 
from comedy, give laws to Shakespeare? 

Tam aware that the preface from whence I have quoted these passages 
does not stand in Monsieur de Voltaire's name, but in that of his editor; 
‘yet who doubts that the editor and author were the same person? or 
‘where is the editor, who has so happily possessed himself of his author's 
style, and brilliant ease of argument? These passages were indubitably the 
genuine sentiments of that great writer. In his epistle to Maffei, prefixed 
to his Mérope, he delivers almost the same opinion, though, I doubt, with a 
Tittle irony. I will repeat his words, and then give my reason for quoting 
them, After translating a passage in Maflei’s Merope, Monsieur de Vol- 
taire adds, “Tous ces traits sont naif: tout y est convenable à ceux que vows 
introduisez sur la scòne, et aux moeurs que vous leur donnez. Ces familiarités 
naturelles eussent dté, à ce que je crois, bien reçues dans Athènes; mais Paris et notre 
parterre veulent une autre espèce de simplicité.” I doubt, I say, whether there is 
nora grain of sneer in this and other passages of that epistle; yet the force 
of truth is not damaged by being tinged with ridicule. Maffei was to 
represent a Grecian story: surely the Athenians were as competent judges 
of Grecian manners, and of the propriety of introducing them, as the 
parterre of Paris. “On the contrary,” says Voltaire (and I cannot but 
Admire his reasoning), "there were but ten thousand citizens at Athens, 
and Paris has near eight hundred thousand inhabitants, among whom 
fone may reckon thirty thousand judges of dramatic works.’—Indeed!— 
but allowing so numerous a tribunal, I believe this is the only instance in 
which it was ever pretended that thirty thousand persons, living near two 
thousand years after the era in question, were, upon the mere face of the 
poll, declared better judges than the Grecians themselves, of what ought 
to be the manners of a tragedy written on a Grecian story 

T will not enter into a discussion of the espèce de simplicité, which the 
parterre of Paris demands, nor of the shackles with which the thirty 
thousand judges have cramped their poetry, the chief merit of which, as T 
gather from repeated passages in the New Commentary on Corneille, 
Consists in vaulting in spite of those fetters; a merit which, if true, would 
reduce poetry from the lofty effort of imagination, to a puerile and most 
contemptible labour—diffcles nugae with witness! 1 cannot, however, 
help mentioning a couplet, which, to my English ears, always sounded as 
the fattest and most trifling instance of circumstantial propriety, but 
‘which Voltaire, who has dealt so severely with nine partsin ten of Cornei 
Je’s works, has singled out to defend in Racine; 
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De son appartement cette porte est prochaine, 
Blais ae cmd dam is a Ta ans 


15 ENGLISH. 
To Caesar's closet through this door you come, 
And other leads to the Queen's drawing-room. 


‘Unhappy Shakespeare! hadst thou made Rosencrantz inform his com- 
peer, Guildenstern, of the ichnography of the palace of Copenhagen, 
Instead of presenting us with a moral dialogue between the Prince of 
Denmark and the grave-digger, the illuminated pit of Paris would have 
been instructed a second time to adore thy talents. 

‘The result of all I have said, is, to shelter my own daring under the 
canon of the brightest genius this country, at least, has produced. I might 
have pleaded that, having created a new species of romance, I was at 
liberty to lay down what rules I thought fit for the conduct of it: but T 
should be more proud of having imitated, however faintly, weakly, and at 
a distance, so masterly a pattern, than to enjoy the entire merit of inven- 
tion, unless I could have marked my work with genius, as well as with 
originality. Such asit is, the public have honoured it sufficiently, whatever 
rank their suffrages allot to it. 


CHAPTER ONE 


Manfred, Prince of Otranto, had one son and one daughter; the latter, a 
‘most beautiful virgin, aged eighteen, was called Matilda, Conrad, the son, 
ves three years younger, a homely youth, sickly, and of no promising 
disposition; yet he was the darling of his father, who never showed any 
symptoms of affection to Matilda. Manfred had contracted a marriage for 
his son with the Marquis of Vicenza’s daughter, Isabella; and she had 
already been delivered by her guardians into the hands of Manfred, that 
he might celebrate the wedding as soon as Conrad's infirm state of health 
would permit. Manfred’s impatience for this ceremonial was remarked by 
his family and neighbours, The former, indeed, apprehending the sever- 
ity of their prince's disposition, did not dare to utter their surmises on this 

tion. Hippolita, his wife, an amiable lady, did sometimes venture 
to represent the danger of marrying their only son so early, considering 
his great youth, and greater infirmities; but she never received any other 
answer than reflections on her own sterility, who had given him but one 
heir, His tenants and subjects were less cautious in their discourses: they 
attributed this hasty wedding to the prince's dread of seeing accom- 
plished an ancient prophecy, which was said to have pronounced, that the 
Castle and Lordship of Otranto should pss fram the present, family whenever the 
real owner should be grown too large to inhabit it. It was difficult to make any 
Sense of this prophecy; and still less easy to conceive what it had to do with 
the marriage in question. Yet these mysteries, or contradictions, did not 
make the populace adhere the less to their opinion. 

Young Conrad's birth-day was fixed for his espousals. The company 
was assembled in the chapel of the castle, and everything ready for 
beginning the divine office, when Conrad himself was missing. Manfred, 
impatient of the least delay, and who had not observed his son retire, 
dispatched one of his attendants to summon the young prince. The 
Servant, who had not stayed long enough to have crossed the court to 
‘Conrad's apartment, came running back breathless, in a frantic manner, 
his eyes staring, and foaming at the mouth, He said nothing, but pointed 
to the court. The company were struck with terror and amazement, The 

'rincess Hippolita, without knowing what was the matter, but anxious for 
fer son, swooned away. Manfred, less apprehensive than enraged at the 
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rocrastination of the nuptials, and at the folly of his domestic, asked 
Imperiously, what was the matter? The fellow made no answer, but 
continued pointing towards the court-yard; and, at last, after repeated 
‘questions put to him, cried out, “Oh! the helmet! the helmet!” In the 
mean time, some of the company had run into the court, from whence was 
heard a confused noise of shrieks, horror, and surprise. Manfred, who 
began to be alarmed at not seeing his son, went himself, to get information 
of what occasioned this strange confusion, Matilda remained, endeavour- 
ing to assist her mother; and Isabella stayed for the same purpose, and to 
avoid showing any impatience for the bridegroom, for whom, in truth, 
she had conceived litle affection, 

‘The first thing, that struck Manfred’s eyes, was a group of his servants, 
endeavouring (0 raise something, that appeared to him a mountain of 
sable plumes, He gazed, without believing his sight. “What are ye doing? 
cried Manfred, wrathfully; “where is my son?” A volley of voices replied, 
“Oh! my lord! the prince! the prince! the helmet! the helmet!” Shocked 
with these lamentable sounds and dreading he knew not what, he adv- 
anced hastily; but, what a sight for a father's eyes! he beheld his child 
dashed to pieces, and almost buried under an enormous helmet, a hun- 
dred times more large than any casque ever made for human being, and 
shaded with a proportionable quantity of black feathers, 

‘The horror of the spectacle, the ignorance of all around how this 
misfortune had happened, and, above all, the tremendous phenomenon 
before him, took away the prince's speech. Yet his silence lasted longer 
than even grief could occasion. He fixed his eyes on what he wished in 
Yain to believe a vision; and seemed less attentive to his loss, than buried in 
meditation on the stupendous object that had occasioned it. He touched, 
he examined, the fatal casque; nor could even the bleeding mangled 
Femans of the young prince, divert the eyes of Manfred from the portent 
before him. All, who had known his partial fondness for young Conrad, 
were as much surprised at their prince's insensibility, as thunderstruck 
themselves at the miracle of the helmet. They conveyed the disfigured 
corpse into the hall, without receiving the least direction from Manfred. 
Aslittle was he attentive to the ladies who remained in the chapel: on the 
contrary, without mentioning the unhappy princesses, his wife and 
daughter, the first sounds that dropped from Manfred’s lips were, “take 
care of the Lady Isabella.” 

‘The domestics, without observing the singularity of this direction, were 
guided by their affection to their mistress, to consider it as peculiarly 
addressed to her situation, and flew to her assistance. They conveyed her 
to her chamber, more dead than alive, and indifferent to all the strange 
circumstances she heard, except the death of her son, Matilda, who doted 
on her mother, smothered her own grief and amazement, and thought of 
nothing but assisting and comforting her afflicted parent. Isabella, who 
had been treated by Hippolita like a daughter, and who returned that 
tenderness with equal duty and affection, was scarce less assiduous about 
the princess; at the same time, endeavouring to partake and lessen the 
Weight of sorrow which she saw Matilda strove to suppress, for whom she 
had conceived the warmest sympathy of friendship. Yet her own situation 
could not help finding its place in her thoughts. She felt no concern for 
the death of young Conrad, except commiseration; and she was not sorry 
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to be delivered from a marriage, which had promised her little felicity, 
(ether foda hes denined bridegroom or from the acvere temper of 
Manfred; who, though he had distinguished her by great indulgence, had 
impressed her mind with terror, from his causeless rigour to such amiable 
princesses as Hippolita and Matilda. 

While the ladies were conveying the wretchéd mother to her bed, 
Manfred remained in the court, gazing on the ominous casque, and 
regardless of the crowd, which the strangeness of the event had now 
assembled around him. The few words he articulated, tended solely to 
inquiries, whether any man knew from whence it could have come? 
Nobody could give him the least information. However, as it seemed to be 
the sole object of his curiosity, it soon became so to the rest of the 
spectators, Whose conjectures were as absurd and improbable, as the 
catastrophe itself was unprecedented, In the midst of their senseless 
gueses, a young peasant, whom rumour had drawn thither from a 
neighbouring village, observed, that the miraculous helmet was exactly 
like that on the figure in black marble of Alfonso the Good, one of their 
former princes, in the church of St. Nicholas. “Villain! what sayest thou?" 
cried Manfred, starting from his trance in a tempest of rage, and seizing 
the young man by the collar; “how darest thou utter such treason? thy life 
shall pay for it.” The spectators, who as little comprehended the cause of 
the prince's fury as all the rest they had seen, were at a loss to unravel this 
new circumstance, The young peasant himself was still more astonished, 
not conceiving how he had offended the prince: yet, recollecting himself, 
‘with a mixture of grace and humility, he disengaged himself from Man- 
fred’s grip, and then, with an obeisance, which discovered more jealousy 
of innocence, than dismay, he asked, with respect of what he was guilty? 
Manfred, more enraged at the vigour, however decently exerted, with 
which the young man had shaken off his hold, than appeased by his 
submission, ordered his attendants to seize him; and, if he had not been 
‘withheld by his friends, whom he had invited to the nuptials, would have 
Poignarded the peasant in their arms, 

‘During this altercation, some of the vulgar spectators had run to the 

sat church, which stood near the castle, and came back open-mouthed, 
jeclaring, that the helmet was missing from Alfonso's statue, Manfred, at 
this news, grew perfectly frantic; and, as if he sought a subject on which to 
vent the tempest within him, he rushed again on the young peasant, 
trying, “Villain! monster! sorcerer! 'tis thou hast done this! tis thou hast 
Slain my son!” The mob, who wanted some object within the scope of their 
Capacities, on whom they might discharge their bewildered reasonings, 
caught the words from the mouth of their lord, and reechoed, "Aye, aye; 
{is hel ‘tis he! He has stolen the helmet from good Alfonso’s tomb, and 
dashed out the brains of our young prince with it!” never reflecting, how 
enormous the disproportion was between the marble helmet that had 
been in the church, and that of steel before their eyes; nor, how impossi- 
ble it was for a youth, seemingly not twenty, to wield a piece of armour of 
so prodigious a weight. š 

-Fhe folly of these ejaculations brought Manfred to himself: yet, 
whether provoked at the peasant having observed the resemblance be- 
tween the two helmets, and thereby led to the farther discovery of the 
aoe ar tatin the church; or wishing to bury any fresh rumour under 
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so impertinent a supposition; he gravely pronounced that the young man 
was certainly a necromancer, and that, Ul) the church could take cogni 
Zance of the affair, he would have the magician, whom they had thu 
detected, kept prisoner under the helmet itself, which he ordered hi 
tiendants to raise, and place the young man under it; declaring, he 
should be kept there without food, with which his own infernal art might 
furnish him. 

Tt was in vain for the youth to represent against this preposterous 
sentence: in vain did Manfred's friends endeavour to divert him from this 
Savage and ill-grounded resolution, The generality were charmed with 
their lord's decision, which, to their apprehensions, carried great appear- 
ance of justice; as the magician was tobe punished by the very instrument 
‘with which he had offended: nor were they struck with the least compune- 
tion atthe probability of the youth being starved; for they firmly believed, 
that, by his diabolical skil, he could easily supply himself with nutriment. 

Manfred thus saw his commands even cheerfully obeyed; and, appoint- 
ing a guard, with strict orders to prevent any food being conveyed to the 
prioner, he dismissed his friends and attendants, and retired (0 his own 
Chamber, after locking the gates of the castle, in which he suffered none 
but his domestics to remain. 

Tn the mean time, the care and zeal ofthe young ladies had brought the 
princess Hippolita to herself, who, amidst the transports of her own 
Sorrow, frequently demanded news of her lord; would have dismissed her 
attendants to watch over him, and at last enjoined Matilda to leave her, 
and visit and comfort her father, Matilda, who wanted no affectionate 
duty to Manfred, though she trembled athis austerity, obeyed the orders 
of Hippolita, whom she tenderly recommended to Isabella; and, enquit~ 
ing of the domestics for her father, was informed, that he was retired to 
his chamber, and had commanded that nobody should have admittance 
to him, Concluding that he was immersed in sorrow for the death of her 
brother, and fearing to renew his tears by the sight of his sole remaining 
child, she hesitated whether she should break in upon his affliction; yeu 
Solicitude for him, backed by the commands of het mother, encouraged 
her to venture disobeying the orders he had given; a fault she had never 
Been guilty of before, The gentle unity of her nature made her pause 
for some minutes at his door. She heard him traverse his chamber, 
backwards and forwards, with disordered steps; a mood which increased 
her apprehensions, She was, however, just going to beg admittance, when 
Manfred suddenly opened the door; and, as it was now twilight, concur- 
ring with the disorder of his mind, he did not distinguish the person, but 
asked angrily, who it was? Matilda replied, trembling, “My dearest father, 
itis your daughter.” Manfred, stepping back hay, cried, Begone! | 

jo not want a daughter"; and, flinging back abruptly, clapped the door 
Saginelthe lercitert Ta ami i litle 

She was too well acquainted with her father’s impetuosity, to venture a 
second intrusion. When she had alittle recovered the shock of so bitter a 
reception, she wiped away her tears, to prevent the additional stab that 
the knowledge of it would give to Hippolita, who questioned her, in the 
most anxious terms, on the health of Manfred, and how he bore his loss. 
Matilda assured her he was well, and supported his misfortune with 
manly fortitude. "But, will he not let me see him?” said Hippolita, mourn- 
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fully; “will he not permit me to blend my tears with his, and shed a 
‘mother's sorrows in the bosom of her lord? or do you deceive me, 
Matilda? 1 know how Manfred doted on his son: is not the stroke too 
heavy for him? has he not sunk under it? You do not answer me; alas! I 
dread the worst! Raise me, my maidens; I will, I will, see my lord. Bear me 
to him instantly: he is dearer to me even than my children!” Matilda made 
signs to Isabella to prevent Hippolita’s rising; and both those lovely young 
women were using their gentle violence to stop and calm the princess, 
‘whena servant, on the part of Manfred, arrived, and told Isabella, that his 
lord demanded to speak with her. 

“With me!” cried Isabella. "Go," said Hippolita, relieved by a message 


from her lord. "Manfred cannot support the sight of his own family. He 
thinks you less disordered than we are, and dreads the shock of my grief. 
Console him, dear Isabella; and tell him, I will smother my own anguish 
rather than add to his.” 

‘As it was now evening, the servant, who conducted Isabella, bore a 
torch before her. When they came to Manfred, who was walking impa- 


tly about the gallery, he started, and said hastily, “Take away that 
light, and begone!” Then, shutting the door impetuously, he flung him- 
self upon a bench against the wall, and bade Isabella sit by him. She 
obeyed, trembling. “I sent for you, lady—" said he, and then stopped, 
under great appearance of confusion. "My lord!" "Yes, I sent for youona 
matter of great moment,” resumed he; “dry your tears, young lady. You 
have lost your bridegroom—yes, cruel fate! and I have lost the hopes of 
my race! but Conrad was not worthy of your beauty.” “How! my lord!” 
said Isabella; “sure you do not suspect me of not feeling the concern I 
ought! my duty and affection would have always’— "Think no more of 
him," interrupted Manfred; “he was sickly, puny child; and heaven has 
perhaps taken him away, that I might not trust the honours of my house 
on so frail a foundation. The line of Manfred calls for numerous sup- 
ports. My foolish fondness for that boy blinded the eyes of my prudence; 
Butit is better asit is. I hope, in a few years, to have reason to rejoice at the 
death of Conrad.” 

Words cannot paint the astonishment of Isabella. At first, she 
apprehended that grief had disordered Manfred’s understanding. Her 
next thought suggested, that this strange discourse was designed to ens- 
nare her: she feared that Manfred had perceived her indifference for his 
son; and, in consequence of that idea, she replied, “Good my lord, do not 
doubt my tenderness! my heart would have accompanied my hand. 
Conrad would have engrossed all my care; and wherever fate shall dis- 
pose of me, I shall always cherish his memory, and regard your highness, 
ind the virtuous Hippolita, as my parents.” “Curse on Hippolita!” cried 
Manfred. "Forget her from this moment, as 1 do. In short, lady, you have 
missed a husband undeserving of your charms: they shall now be better 
disposed of. Instead of a sickly boy, you shall have a husband in the prime 
of hisage, who will know how to value your beauties, and who may expect 
a numerous offspring.” "Alas! my lord,” said Isabella, “my mind is t00 
Sadly engrossed, by the recent catastrophe in your family, to think of 
another marriage. [fever my father returns, and it shall be his pleasure, I 
Shall obey, as I did when I consented to give my hand to your son: but until 
his return, permit me to remain under your hospitable roof, and employ 
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the melancholy hours in assuaging yours, Hippolita’s, and the fair Matil- 
da's affliction.” 

“I desired you once before,” said Manfred, angrily, “not to name that 
woman: from this hour she must be a stranger 10 you, as she must be te 
me; in short, Isabella, since I cannot give you my son, I offer you myself. 
“Heavens!” cried Isabella, waking from her delusion, “what do I hear! 
you, my lord! you! my father-in-law! the father of Conrad! the husband of 
the virtuous and tender Hippolital"—"I tell you,” said Manfred, im- 
periously, "Hippolita is no longer my wife; I divorce her from this hour, 
‘Too long has she cursed me by her unfruitfulness. My fate depends on 
having sons; and this night, 1 trust, will give a new date to my hopes.” At 
these words he seized the cold hand of Isabella, who was half dead with 
fright and horror, She shrieked, and started from him. Manfred rose to 
pursue her; when the moon, which was now up, and gleamed in at the 
‘opposite casement, presented to his sight the plumes of the fatal helmet, 
which rose to the height of the windows, waving backwards and forwards 
in a tempestuous manner, and accompanied with a hollow and rustling 
sound, Isabella, who gathered courage from her situation, and who 
dreaded nothing so much as Manfred’s pursuit of his declaration, cried, 
“Look! my lord! see! Heaven itself declares against your impious inten- 
tions!"—"Heayen nor hell shall impede my designs!" said Manfred, 
advancing again to seize the princess. At that instant, the portrait of his 
grandfather, which hung over the bench where they had been sitting, 
uttered a deep sigh, and heaved its breast. Isabella, whose back was 
turned to the picture, saw not the motion, nor whence the sound came; 
but started, and said, “Hark, my lord! what sound was that?” and, at the 
same time, made towards the door. Manfred, distracted between the 
flight of Isabella, who had now reached the stairs, and yet unable to keep 
his eyes from the picture, which began to move, had, however, advanced 
some steps after her, still looking backwards on the portrait, when he saw 
tquitits panel, and descend on the floor, witha grave and melancholy air. 
‘Do I dream?” cried Manfred, returning; or are the devils themselves in 
league against me? Speak, infernal spectre! or, if thou art my grandsire, 
why dost thou too conspire against thy wretched descendant, who too 
dearly pays for’—ere he could finish the sentence, the vision sighed 
again, and made a sign to Manfred to follow him, “Lead on!” cried 
Manfred; “1 will follow thee to the gulf of perdition!” The spectre mar- 
ched sedately, but dejected, to the end of the gallery, and turned into a 
chamber on the right hand. Manfred accompanied him ata little distance, 
full of anxiety and horror, but resolved. As he would have entered the 
chamber, the door was clapped to with violence by an invisible hand. The 
prince, collecting courage from this delay, would have forcibly burst open 
the door with his foot, but found that it resisted his utmost efforts. “Since 
hell will not satisfy my curiosity,” said Manfred, "I will use the human 
‘means in my power for preserving my race; Isabella shall not escape me.” 

‘That lady, whose resolution had given way to terror the moment she 
had quitted Manfred, continued her flight to the bottom of the principal 
stair-case, There she stopped, not knowing whither to direct her steps, 
nor how to escape from the impetuosity of the prince, The gates of the 
castle, she knew, were locked, and guards placed in the court. Should she, 
as her heart prompted her, go and prepare Hippolita for the cruel destiny 
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that awaited her? She did not doubt but Manfred would seek her there, 
and that his violence would incite him to double the injury he meditated, 
without leaving room for them to avoid the impetuosity of his passions. 
Delay might give him time ta. reflect on the horrid measures he had 
conceived, or produce some circumstance in her favour, if she could, for 
that night at least, avoid his odious purpose. Yet, where conceal herself! 
how avoid the pursuit he would infallibly make throughout the castle! As 
these thoughts passed rapidly through her mind, she recollected a subter- 
raneous passage, which led from the vaults of the castle to the church of 
St. Nicholas, Could she reach the altar before she was overtaken, she knew 
even Manfred’s violence would not dare to profane the sacredness of the 
place; and she determined, if no other means of deliverance offered, to 
shut herself up for ever among the holy virgins, whose convent was 
contiguous to the cathedral. In this resolution, she seized a lamp, that 
burned at the foot of the staircase, and hurried towards the secret pas- 
sage. 

‘The lower part of the castle was hollowed into several intricate cloisters; 
and it was not easy for one, under so much anxiety, to find the door that 
opened into the cavern. An awful silence reigned throughout those 
subterrancous regions, except, now and then, some blasts of wind that 
shook the doors she had passed, and which, grating on the rusty hinges, 
were re-echoed through that long labyrinth of darkness, Every murmur 
struck her with new terror; yet more she dreaded to hear the wrathful 
voice of Manfred, urging his domestics to pursue her, She trad assoftly as 
impatience would give her leave, yet frequently stopped, and listened to 
hear if she was followed. In one of those moments she thought she heard a 
sigh. She shuddered, and recoiled a few paces. In a moment she thought 
she heard the step of some person. Her blood curdled; she concluded it 
was Manfred. Every suggestion, that horror could inspire, rushed into 
her mind, She condemned her rash flight, which had thus exposed her to 
his rage, in a place where her cries were not likely to draw anybody to her 
assistance. Yet the sound seemed not to come from behind; if Manfred 
knew where she was, he must have followed her: she was still in one of the 
loisters, and the steps she had heard were too distinct to proceed from 
the way she had come. Cheered with this reflection, and hoping to find a 
friend in whoever was not the prince, she was going to advance, when a 
door, that stood a-jar, at some distance to the left, was opened gently; but, 
eer her lamp, which she held up, could discover who opened it, the 
person retreated precipitately, on seeing the light. 

Isabella, whom every incident was sufficient to dismay, hesitated 
whether she should proceed. Her dread of Manfred soon outweighed 
every other terror. The very circumstance of the person avoiding her, 

wve her a sort of courage, It could only be, she thought, some domestic 
Belonging to the castle, Her gentleness had never raised her an enemy, 
and conscious innocence made her hope, that, unless sent by the prince's 
order to seek her, his servants would rather assist than prevent her flight, 
Fortifying herself with these reflections, and believing, by what she could 
observe, that she was near the mouth of the subterraneous cavern, she 
approached the door that had been opened; but a sudden gust of wind, 
that met her at the door, extinguished her lamp, and left her in total 
darkness, 


a 


16 HORACE WALPOLE 


‘Words cannot paint the horror of the princess's situation. Alone, in so 
dismal a place, her mind impressed with all the terrible events of the day, 
hopeless of escaping, expecting every moment the arrival of Manfred, 
and far from tranquil on knowing she was within reach of somebody, she 
knew not whom, who for some cause seemed concealed therabouts; all 
these thoughts crowded on her distracted mind, and she was ready tosink 
under her apprehensions, She addressed herself to every saint in heaven, 
and inwardly implored their assistance. For a considerable time she 
remained in an agony of despair. At last, as softly as was possible, she felt 
for the door; and, having found it, entered trembling into the vault, from 
whence she had heard the sigh and steps. It gave her a kind of momentary 
jay to perceive an imperfect ray of clouded moonshine gleam from the 
roof of the vault, which seemed to be fallen in, and from whence hung a 
fragment of earth or building, she could not distinguish which, that 
appeared to have been crushed inwards. She advanced eagerly towards 
this chasm, when she discerned a human form, standing close against the 
wall, She shrieked, believing it the ghost of her betrothed Conrad. The 
figure, advancing, said in a submissive voice, "Be not alarmed, lady: 1 will 
not injure you.” Isabella, alittle encouraged by the words, and tone of 
Voice, of the stranger, and recollecting that this must be the person who 
had opened the door, recovered her spirits enough to reply, “Sir, whoev- 
er you are, take pity on a wretched princess, standing on the brink of 
destruction! Assist me to escape from this fatal castle, or in a few moments 
1 may be made miserable for ever!" “Alas!” said the stranger, “what can 1 
do toassist you? I will die in your defence; but Lam unacquainted with the 
castle, and want—" "Oh!" said Isabella, hastily interrupting him, “help me 
but to find a trap-door, that must be hereabout, and itis the greatest 
service you can do me, for 1 have not a minute to lose.” Saying these 
‘words, she felt about on the pavement, and directed the strangerto search 
likewise, for a smooth piece of brass, inclosed in one of the stones. “That,” 
said she, “is the lock, which opens with a spring, of which I know the 
secret. If we can find that, I may escape; if not, alas! courteous stranger, 1 
fear I shall have involved you in my misfortunes: Manfred will suspect 
you for the accomplice of my flight, and you will fall a victim to his 
resentment.” “I value not my life,” said the stranger, “and 
comfort to lose it in trying to deliver you from ‘Generous, 
youth!” said Isabella, “how shall I ever requite"—as she uttered these 
‘words, a ray of moonshine, streaming through a cranny of the ruin above, 
shone directly on the lock they sought. “Oh! transport!” said Isabella, 
“here is the trap-door!” and, taking out a key, she touched the spring, 
Which, starting aside, discovered an iron ring. “Lift up the door,” said the 
princess, The stranger obeyed; and beneath appeared some stone steps, 
descending into a vault totally dark. “We must go down here,” said 
Isabella: “follow me; dark and dismal as it is, we cannot miss our way: it 
leads directly to the church of St. Nicholas, But perhaps," added the 
princess, modestly, “you have no reason to leave the castle, nor have 1 
further occasion for your service; in a few minutes I shall be safe from 
Manfved’s rage—only let me know, to whom 1 am so much obliged?” "I 
will never quit you,” said the stranger, eagerly, “until 1 have placed you in 
safety—nor think me, princess, more generous than Lam; though you are 
my principal care"—the stranger was interrupted by a sudden noise of 


à THE CASTLE OF OTRANTO "n 


voices, that seemed approaching, and they soon distinguished these 
"Talk not to me of necromancers! I tell you she must be in the 
1 will find her in spite of enchantment.” “Oh! heavens!" cried 
Isabella, “it is the voice of Manfred! make haste, or we are ruined! and 
shut the trap-door after you.” Saying this, she descended the steps pre- 
cipitately, and, as the stranger hastened to follow her, he let the door slip 
out of his hands; itfell, and the spring closed over it. He tried in vain to 
‘open it, not having observed Isabella's method of touching the spring; 
nor had he many moments to make an ésay—The noise of the fallin 
door had been heard by Manfred, who, directed by the sound, hastene 
thither, attended by his servants with torches. “It must be Isabella,” cried 
Manfred, before he entered the vault; “she is escaping by the subter- 
Taneous passage, but she cannot have got far.” What was the astonishment 
ofthe prince, when, instead of Isabella, the light of the torches discovered 
to him the young peasant, whom he thought confined under the fatal 
helmet! “Traitor!” said Manfred, “how camest thou here? I thought thee 
in durance above in the court.” “I am no traitor,” replied the young man, 
boldly, “nor am I answerable for your thoughts.’—"Presumptuous vil- 
lain!” cried Manfred, "dost thou provoke my wrath? tell me; how hast 
thou escaped from above? thou hast corrupted thy guards, and their lives 
shall answer it."—"My poverty,” said the peasant calmly, “will disculpate 
them: though the ministers of a tyrant's wrath, to thee they are faithful, 
and but too willing to execute the orders which you unjustly imposed 
upon them.” “Art thou so hardy as to dare my vengeance?” said the 
prince; “but tortures shall force the truth from thee. Tell me! I will know 
thy accomplices,” "There was my accomplice!” said the youth, smiling, 
and pointing to the roof, Manfred ordered the torches to be held up, and 
perceived that one of the cheeks of the enchanted casque had forced its 
‘Way through the pavement of the court, as his servants had let it fall over 
the peasant, and had broken through into the vault, leaving a gap, 
through which the peasant had pressed himself some minutes before he 
was found by Isabella, “Was that the way by which thou didst descend?” 
said Manfred. “It was,” said the youth — "But what noise was that," said 
Manfred, "which I heard as I entered the cloister?"—"A door clapped,” 
said the peasant; “I heard it as well as you." “What door?” said Manfred, 
hastily. “Tam not acquainted with your castle,” said the peasant; “this is 
the first time I ever entered it; and this vault the only part of it within 
which I ever was.” “But I tell thee,” said Manfred (wishing to find out if 
the youth had discovered the trap-door), “it was this way I heard the 
noise: my servants heard it too.” “My lord,” interrupted one of them, 
Officiously, "to be sure it was the trapdoor, and he was going to make his 
escape,” “Peace! blockhead!” said the prince, angrily; “if he was going to 
escape, how should he come on this side? I will know from his own mouth 
‘what noise it was I heard. Tell me truly! thy life depends on thy veracity.” 
“My veracity is dearer to me than my life,” said the peasant, “nor would I 
purchase the one by forfeiting the other.” "Indeed! young philosopher!” 
Said Manfred, contemptuously; “tell me, then, what was the noise I 
heard?” "Ask me what 1 can answer,” said he, “and put me to death 
instantly if I tell you a lie.” Manfred, growing impatient at the steady 
valour and indifference of the youth, cried, "Well then, thou man of 
truth! answer; was it the fall of the trap-door that I heard?” "It was,” said 
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the youth. “It was!" said the prince, "and how didst thou come to know 
there was a trap-door here?” “I saw the plate of brass by a gleam of 
moonshine," replied he. “But what told thee it was a lock?" said Manfredi 
“how didst thou discover the secret of opening it" “Providence, that 
delivered me from the helmet, was able to direct me to the spring of a 
lock," said he. “Providence should have gone a little farther, and have 
placed thee out of the reach of my resentment,” said Manfred; “when 
Providence had taught thee to open the lock, itabandoned thee for a fool, 
who did not know how to make use of its favours. Why didst thou not 
pursue the path pointed out for thy escape? why didst thou shut the 
trap-door, before thou hadst descended the steps?” "I might ask you, my 
lord,” said the peasant, “how I, totally unacquainted with your castle, was 
to know that those steps led to any outlet? but I scorn to evade your 
questions. Wherever those steps led to, perhaps I should have explored 
the way—I could not be in a worse situation than I was. But the truth is, I 
Jet the trap-door fall: your immediate arrival followed. I had given the 
‘alarm—what imported it to me whether I was seized a minute sooner or a 
minute later?" “Thou art a resolute villain, for thy years.” said Manfred; 
“yet, on reflection, I suspect thou dost but trifle with me: thou has not yet 
told me how thou didst open the lock?" “That 1 will show you, my lord,” 
said the peasant; and, taking up a fragment of stone that had fallen from 
above, he laid himself on the trap-door, and began to beat on the piece of 
brass that covered it; meaning to gain time for the escape of the princess. 
This presence of mind, joined to the frankness of the youth, staggered 
Manfred, He even felt a disposition towards pardoning one, who had 
been guilty of no crime. Manfred was not one of those savage tyrants, who 
wanton in cruelty unprovoked. The circumstances of his fortune had 
given an asperity to his temper, which was naturally humane; and his 

irtues were always ready to operate, when his passions did not obscure 
his reason. 

‘While the prince was in this suspense, a confused noise of voices echoed 
through the distant vaults, As the sound approached. he distinguished 
the clamours of some of his domestics, whom he had dispersed through 
the castle in search of Isabella, calling out, “Where is my lord? where is the 

rince?" “Here 1 am,” said Manfred, as they came nearer; “have you 
found the princess?” the first that arrived, replied, “Oh! my lord! 1 am 
glad we have found you!” “Found me!” said Manfred, “have you found 
the princess?" “We thought we had, my lord,” said the fellow, looking 
terrified, "but’—"But what?” cried the prince; "has she escaped?” “Ja- 
quez and I, my lord"—"Yes, I and Diego.” interrupted the second, who 
came up in still greater consternati k one of you ata time!” said 
Manfred; “I ask you where is the princess?” “We do not know,” said they, 
both together, “but we are frightened out of our wits!"—"So I think, 
blockheads,” said Manfred; “what is it has scared you thus?” “Oh! my 
lord,” said Jaquez, “Diego has seen such a sight! your highness would not 
believe your eyes’ —"What new absurdity is this?” cried Manfred; “give 
me a direct answer, or by heaven’—"Why. my lord, if it please your 
highness to hear me,” said the poor fellow, "Diego and I"—"Yes, 1 and 
Jaquez,” cried his comrade—"Did not I forbid you to speak both at a 
time?" said the prince: "You, Jaquez, answer; for the other fool seems 
‘more distracted than thou art. What is the matter?” “My gracious lord,” 
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‘said Jaques, “if it please your highness to hear me, Diego and I, according 
to your highness’s orders, went to search for the young lady; but, being 
apprehensive that we might meet the ghost of my young lord, your 
highness's son, God rest his soul, as he has not received christian burial"— 
“Sot!” cried Manfred, in a rage, “is it only a ghost, then, that thou hast 
seen?" “Oh! worse! worse! my lord,” cried Diego; “I had rather have seen 
ten whole ghosts.” "Grant me patience!” said Manfred, “these blockheads 
distract me. Out of my sight, Diego! and thou, Jaquez, tell me, in one 
‘word, art thou sober? art thou raving? thou wast wont to have some sense; 
has the other sot frightened himself and thee too? speak, what is it he 
fancies he has seen?” "Why, my lord," replied Jaquez, trembling, "| was 
going to tell your highness, that since the calamitous misfortune of my 
young lord, God rest his precious soul! not one of us, your highness's 
faithful servants—indeed we are, my lord, though poor men—I say, not 
one of us has dared to set a foot about the castle, but two together: so, 
Diego and I, thinking that my young lady might be in the great gallery, 
went up there to look for her, and tell her your highness wanted some- 
thing to impart to her.” “O blundering fools!” cried Manfred, “and, in the 
mean time, she has made her escape, because you were afraid of goblins! 
Why, thou knave! she left me in the gallery: 1 came from thence myself.” 
“For all that, she may be there still, for aught I know,” said Jaquez, “but 
the devil shall have me before I seek her there again—poor Diego! I do 
not believe he will ever recover it!” “Recover what?” said Manfred; “am 1 
never to learn what it is has terrified these rascals? but I lose my time: 
follow me, slave; I will see if she is in the gallery.” "For heaven's sake, my 
dear good lord,” cried Jaquez, "do not go to the gallery! Satan himself, I 
believe, is in the chamber next to the gallery.” Manfred, who hitherto had 
treated the terror of his servants as an idle panic, was struck at this new 
circumstance. He recollected the apparition of the portrait, and the 
sudden closing of the door at the end of the gallery—his voice faltered, 
and he asked with disorder, "What is in the great chamber? 

Jaquez, “when Diego and I came into the gallery—he went 
he said he had more courage than I—So, when we came into the gallery, 
we found nobody. We looked under every bench and stool; and still we 
found nobody.” “Were all the pictures in their places?" said Manfred. 
“Yes, my lord,” answered Jaquez, "but we did not think of looking behind 
them." “Well, wel,” said Manfred, “proceed.” “When we came to the door 
of the great chamber,” continued Jaquez, “we found it shut.” “And could 
not you open it?” said Manfred. "Oh yes, my lord; would to heaven we had 
not,” replied he. "Nay, it was not I neither, it was Diego: he was grown 
fooi-hardy, and would go on, though I advised him not- 
door that is shut again!” "Trifle not,” said Manfred, shuddering, “but tell 
me what you saw in the great chamber, on opening the door.” "I, my 
lord!" said Jaquez, “I saw nothing; I was behind Diego, but I heard the 
noise.” “Jaques,” said Manfred, in a solemn tone of voice, “tell me, 1 
adjure thee by the souls of my ancestors, what wasit thou sawest? what was 
it thou heardest?” "It was Diego saw it, my lord, replied 
‘Jaquez; "I only heard the noise. Diego had no sooner opened the door, 
than he cried out, and ran back—I ran back too, and said, ‘Isit the ghost?” 
‘The ghost!no, no, said Diego, and his hair stood on end—'It îs a giant, I 

jeve; he is all clad in armour, for 1 saw his foot and part of his leg, and 
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they are as largeas the helmet, below in the court.’ As he said these words, 
my lord, we heard a violent motion, and the rattling of armour, as if the 
giant was rising; for Diego has told me since, that he believes the giant was 
ying down, for the foot and leg were stretched at length on the floor, 
Before we could get to the end of the gallery, we heard the door of the 
great chamber clap behind us, but we did not dare turn back to see if the 
giant was following us—yet, now I think on it, we must have heard him if 
he had pursued us. But, for heaven's sake, good my lord, send for th 
chaplain, and have the castle exorcised! for, for certain, it is enchanted. 
“Aye, pray do, my lord,” cried all the servants at once, “or we must leave 
your highness’ service.” “Peace, dotards!” said Manfred, “and follow me; 
E will know what all this means."—"We, my lordi” cred they, with one 
voice, "we would not go up to the gallery for your highness’s revenue.” 
‘The young peasant, who Rad stood silent, now spoke. “Will your high- 
ness,” said he, "permit me to try this adventure? my life is of consequence 
to nobody: I fear no bad angel, and have offended no good one.” Your 
behaviour is above your seeming;” said Manfred, viewing him with sur- 
prise and admiration—"hereafter 1 will reward your bravery—but now, 
continued he, with asigh, “Iam so circumstanced, that I dare trustno eyes 
but my own—however, I give you leave to accompany me.” 

Manfred, when he first followed Isabella from the gallery, had gone 
directly to the apartment of his wife, concluding the princess had retired 
thither. Hippolita, who knew his step, rose with anxious fondness to meet 
her lord, whom she had not seen since the death of their son. She would 
have flown in a transport, mixed of joy and grief, to his bosom; but he 
pushed her rudely off, and said, “Where is Isabella?”—“Isabella, my 
lord!” said the astonished Hippolita. "Yes! Isabella;” cried Manfred, 
imperiously; “I want Isabella.”—"My lord,” replied Matilda, who per- 
ceived how much his behaviour had shocked her mother, “she has not 
been with us since your highness summoned her to your apartment.” 
“Tell me where shes” mid the prince; "I do not want th know where she 
has been.” "My good lord,” said Hippolita, "your daughter tells you the 
truth: Isabella left us by your command, and has not returned since: but, 
my good lord, compose yourself; retire to your rest: this dismal day has 
disordered you. Isabella shall wait your orders in the morning.” “What 
then, you know where she is!” cried Manfred: “Tell me directly, for I will 
not lose an instant—and you, woman,” speaking to his wife, “order your 
chaplain to attend me forthwith.” “Isabella,” said Hippolita, calmly, “is 
retired, I suppose, to her chamber: she is not accustomed to watch at this 
late hour. Gracious my lord,” continued she, “let me know what has 
disturbed you. Has Isabella offended you?" “Trouble me not with ques- 
tions,” said Manfred, “but tell me where she is.” “Matilda shall call her,” 
said the princess—"Sit down, my lord, and resume your wonted forti- 
tude,” “What! art thou jealous of Isabella,” replied he, “that you wish to be 
present at our interview?" “Good heavens! my lord,” said Hippolita, 
“what is it your highness means?”—"Thou wilt know ere many minutes 
are past,” said the cruel prince. "Send your chaplain to me, and wait my 
pleasure here.” At these words he flung out of the room in search of 
Isabella; leaving the amazed ladies thunderstruck with his words and 
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frantic deportment, and lost in vain conjectures on what he was medi- 
tating. 

Manfred was now returning from the vault, attended by the peasant, 
and a few of his servants, whom he had obliged to accompany him. He 
ascended the stair-case without stopping, till he arrived at the gallery, at 
the door of which he met Hippolita and her chaplain. When Diego had 
been dismissed by Manfred, he had gone directly to the princess's apart- 
‘ment with the alarm of what he had seen. That excellent lady, who no 
more than Manfred doubted of the reality of the vision, yet affected to 
treat it as a delirium of the servant. Willing, however. to save her lord 
from any additional shock, and prepared by a series of grief not to 
tremble at any accession to it, she determined to make herself the first 
sacrifice, if fate had marked the present hour for their destruction 
Dismissing the reluctant Matilda to her rest, who in vain sued for leave to 
accompany her mother, and attended only by her chaplain, Hippolita had 
visited the gallery and great chamber; and now, with more serenity of soul 
than she had felt for many hours, she met her lord, and assured him that 
the vision of the gigantic leg and foot was all a fable; and, no doubt, an 
impression made by fear, and the dark and dismal hour of the night, on 
the minds of his servants, She and the chaplain had examined the cham- 
ber, and found everything in the usual order. 

Manfred, though persuaded, like his wife, that the vision had been no 
work of fancy, recovered a litle from the tempest of mind into which so 
many strange events had thrown him. Ashamed, too, of his inhuman 
treatment of a princess, who returned every injury with new marks of 
tenderness and duty: he felt returning love forcing itself into his eyes— 
but not less ashamed of feeling remorse towards one, against whom he 
was inwardly meditating a yet more bitter outrage, he curbed the yearn- 
ings of his heart, and did not dare to lean even towards pity, The next 
transition of his soul was to exquisite villainy. Presuming on the unshaken 
submission of Hippolita, he flattered himself that she would not only 
acquiesce with patience toa divorce, but would obey, if it was his pleasure, 
in endeavouring to persuade Isabella to give him her hand; but, ere he 
could indulge this horrid hope, he reflected that Isabella was not to be 
found. Coming to himself, he gave orders that every avenue to the castle 
should be stricily guarded, and charged his domestics, on pain of their 
lives, to suffer nobody to pass out, The young peasant, to wham he spoke 
favourably, he ordered to remain in a small chamber on the stairs, in 
which there was a pallet-bed, and the key of which he took away himself, 
telling the youth he would talk with him in the morning. Then, dismissing 
his attendants, and bestowing a sullen kind of half-nod on Hippolita, he 
retired to his own chamber. 
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CHAPTER Two 


Matilda, who, by Hippolita's order, had retired to her apartment, was 
illedisposed to take any rest. The shocking fate of her brother had deeply 
affected her. She was surprised at not seeing Isabella; but the strange 
words which had fallen from her father, and his obscure menace to the 

rincess, his wife, accompanied by the most furious behaviour, had filled 
Fer gentle mind with terror and alarm. She waited anxiously for the 
return of Bianca, a young damsel that attended her, whom she had sent to 
learn what was become of Isabella, Bianca soon appeared, and informed 
her mistress of what she had gathered from the servants, that Isabella was 
nowhere to be found. She related the adventure of the young peasant, 
who had been discovered in the vault, though with many simple additions 
from the incoherent account of the domestics; and she dwelled principal- 
ly on the gigantic leg and foot, which had been seen in the gallery 
chamber. This last circumstance had terrified Bianca so much, that she 
was rejoiced when Matilda told her that she should not go to rest, but 
‘would watch till the princess should rise. 

‘The young princess wearied herself in conjectures on the flight of 
Isabella, and on the threats of Manfred to her mother. “But what business 
could he have so urgent with the chaplain,” said Matilda; “does he intend 
to have my brother's body interred privately in the chapel?" “Oh! 
madam,” said Bianca, "now I guess. As you are become his heiress, he 
impatient to have you married; he has always been raving for more sons; 1 
‘warrant he is now impatient for grandsons. As sure as I live, madam, I 
shall see you a bride at last—Good madam, you won't cast off your faithful 
Bianca! you won't put Donna Rosara over me, now you are a great 
princess!” “My poor Bianca,” said Matilda, “how fast your thoughts am- 
ble! T a great princess! What has thou seen in Manfred’s behaviour, since 
my brother's death, that bespeaks any increase of tenderness to me—but 
he is my father, and I must not complain. Nay, if heaven shuts my father's 
heart against me, it over-pays my little merit in the tenderness of my 
mother. O that dear mother! yes, Bianca, 'tis there I feel the rugged 
temper of Manfred. I can support his harshness to me with patience: but 
it wounds my soul when I am witness to his causeless severity towards 
her.” “Oh! madam,” said Bianca, “all men use their wives so, when they 
are weary of them.” “And yet you congratulated me but nov,” said 
Matilda, "when you fancied my father intended to dispose of mel” “I 
would have you a great lady,” replied Bianca, “come what will, I do not 
wish to see you moped in a convent, as you would be if you had your will, 
and if my lady, your mother, who knows that a bad husband is better than 
no husband at all, did not hinder you—Bless me! what noise js that! St, 
Nicholas forgive me! I was but in jest.” “It is the wind," said Matilda, 
“whistling through the battlements in the tower above: you have heard ita 
thousand times.” "Nay," said Bianca, “there was no harm in what I said: 
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it is no sin to talk of matrimony—and so, madam, as I was saying, if my 
lord Manfred should offer you a handsome young prince for a 
bridegroom, you would drop hima curtsey, and tell him you would rather 
take the veil?” "Thank heaven! I am in no such danger,” said Matilda: 
ju know how many proposals for me he has rejected.” "And you thank 
him, likea dutiful daughter, do you, madam? but come, madam; suppose, 
tomorrow morning, he was to send for you to the great council chamber, 
and there you should find at his elbow a lovely young prince, with large 
black eyes, a smooth white forehead, and manly curling locks like jet; in 
short, madam, a young hero resembling the picture of the good Alfonso 
inthe gallery, which you sit and gaze at for hours together.” “Do notspeak 
lightly of that picture,” interrupted Matilda, sighing: “I know the adora- 
tion, with which I look at that picture, is uncommon—but I am notin love 
with a coloured panel. The character of that virtuous prince, the venera- 
tion with which my mother has inspired me for his memory, the orisons 
which, I know not why, she has enjoined me to pour forth at his tomb, all 
have concurred to persuade me, that, somehow or other, my destiny is 
linked with something relating to him.” "Lord! madam, how should that 
be?" said Bianca; "I have always heard that your family was no way related 
to his; and Lam sure I cannot conceive why my lady, the princess, sends 
you in a cold morning, or a damp evening, to pray at his tomb: he is no 
saint by thealmanack, If you must pray, why does she not bid you address 
yourself to our great St. Nicholas? 1 am sure he isthe saint I pray to fora 
husband."—"Pethaps my mind would be less affected,” said Matilda, “if 
my mother would explain her reasons to me: but it is the mystery she 
‘observes, that inspires me with this—I know not what to call it. As she 
never acts from caprice, I am sure there is some fatal secret at bottom— 
nay, 1 know there is: in her agony of grief for my brother's death she 
dropped some words that intimated as much.” “Oh! dear madam,” cried 
Bianca, “what were they?” "No," said Matilda; “if a parent lets fall a word, 
and wishes it recalled, itis not for a child to utter it.’ “What! was she sorry 
for what she had said?" asked Bianca; "I am sure, madam, you may trust 
me.” “With my own little secrets, when I have any, I may,” said Matilda; 
“putnever with my mother's: a child ought to haveno cars or eyes, butasa 
parent directs." "Well, to be sure, madam, you was born to bea saint,” said 
Bianca, “and there is no resisting one’s vocation: you will end in a convent 
at last, But there is my lady Isabella would not be so reserved to me; she 
will let me talk to her of young men; and when a handsome cavalier has 
‘come to the castle, she has owned to me that she wished your brother 
Conrad resembled him." "Bianca," said the princess, “I do not allow you 
to mention my friend disrespectuilly. Isabella is of a cheerful disposition, 
but her soul is as pure as virtue itself, She knows your idle babbling 
humour, and perhaps has now and then encouraged it, to divert melan- 
choly, and enliven the solitude in which my father keeps us."—"Blessed. 
Mary!” said Bianca, starting, “there itis again! dear madam, do you hear 
nothing? this castle is certainly haurted!"—"Peace!" said Matilda, “and 
listen! Í did think 1 heard a voice—but it must be fancy: your terrors, I 
suppose, have infected me.” “Indeed! indeed! madam,” said Bianca, ha 
‘weeping with agony, “Lam sure I heard a voice!" “Does anybody lie in the 
chamber beneath?” said the princess. "Nobody has dared to lie there, 
answered Bianca, "since the great astrologer, that was your brother's 
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tutor, drowned himself. For certain, madam, his ghost and the young 
prince's are now met in the chamber below—for heaven's sake let us fly to 
Jour mother's apartment!" "I charge you not to stir,” said Matilda; “if they 
Are spirits in pain, we may ease their sufferings by questioning them. 
‘They can mean no hurt to us, for we have not injured them; and if they 
should, shall we be more safe in one chamber than another? reach me my 
beads; we will say a prayer, and then speak to them.” “Oh! dear lady, I 
‘would not speak to a ghost for the world!" cried Bianca. As she said these 
words, they heard the casement of the little chamber, below Matilda's, 
‘Open. They listened attentively, and in a few minutes thought they heard 
a person sing, but could not distinguish the words. “This can be no evil 
spirit,” said the princess, in a low Voice: “it is undoubtedly one of the 
family—open the window, and we shall know the voice.” "I dare not 
indeed, madam," said Bianca, “Thou art a very fool,” said Matilda, open- 
ing the window gently herself. The noise the princess made was, however, 
heard by the person beneath, who stopped; and they concluded had 
heard the casement open. “Is anybody below?" said the princess: "if there 
is, speak.” “Yes,” said an unknown voice. "Who is it?” said Matilda. “A 
stranger,” replied the voice. “What stranger?” said she; “and how didst 
thou come here at this unusual hour, when all the gates of the castle are 
locked?" “I am not here willingly,” answered the voice—"but pardon me, 
lady, if I have disturbed your rest: I knew not that I was overheard. Sleep 
had forsaken me; 1 left a restless couch, and came to waste the irksome 
hours with gazing on the fair approach of morning, impatient to be 
dismissed from this castle." “Thy wordsand accents,” said Matilda, “are of 
a melancholy cast: if thou art unhappy, I pity thee. If poverty afflicts thee, 
let me know it: I will mention thee to the princess, whose beneficent soul 
ever melts for the distressed; and she will relieve thee.” "I am indeed 
unhappy,” said the stranger, “and I know not what wealth is: but Ido not 
complain of the lot which heaven has cast for me: Iam young and healthy, 
and am not ashamed of owing my support to myself—yet think me not 
proud, or that I disdain your generous offers! I will remember you in my 
orisons, and I will pray for blessings on your gracious self and your noble 
mistress, If 1 sigh, lady, it is for others, not for myself.” “Now I have it, 
madam!” said Bianca, whispering the princess; “this is certainly the young 
peasant; and, by my conscience, he is in love—well this is a charming 
adventure!—do, madam, let us sift him. He does not know you, but takes 
you for one of my lady Hippolita’s women.” “Art thou not ashamed, 
Bianca!” said the princess: “what right have we to pry into the secrets of 
this young man’s heart? he seems virtuous and frank, and tells us he is 
unhappy: are those circumstances that authorise us to make a property of 
him? how are we entitled to his confidence?” “Lord! madam, how little 
you know of love!” replied Bianca: “why lovers have no pleasure equal to 
talking of their mistress!” “And would you have me become a peasants 
confidant?" said the princess, “Well, then, let me talk to him,” said Bianca: 
“though I have the honour of being your highness’s maid of honour, [was 
not always so great: besides, if love levels ranks, it raises them too: I have a 
respect for a young man in love,” “Peace, simpleton!” said the princess; 
“though he said he was unhappy, it does not follow that he must bein love. 
Think of all that has happened to-day, and tell me, if there are no 
misfortunes but what love causes!—Stranger,” resumed the princess, “if 
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1y misfortunes have not been occasioned by thy own fault, and are within 
the compass of the princess Hippolita’s power to redress, I will take upon 
me to answer that she will be thy protectress. When thou art dismissed 
from this castle, repair to holy father Jerome, at the convent adjoining to 
the church of St. Nicholas, and make thy story known to him, as far as 
thou thinkest meet: he will not fail to inform the princess, who is the 
mother of all that want her assistance. Farewell: it is not seemly for me to 
hold farther converse with a man, at this unwonted hour.” “May the saints 
guard thee, gracious lady!” replied the peasant—"but oh! if a poor and 
worthless stranger might presume to beg a minute's audience farther— 
am Iso happy? the casement is not shut—might I venture to ask"—"Speak 
quickly," said Matilda; “the morning dawns apace; should the labourers 
come into the fields and perceive ts—what wouldst thou ask?” “I know 
not how—I know notif I dare," said the young stranger, faltering, "yet the 
humanity with which you have spoken to me emboldens—lady! dare L 
trust you?" “Heavens!” said Matilda, "What dost thou mean? with what 
wouldst thou trust me? speak boldly, if thy secretis fit to be entrusted toa 
virtuous breast.” “I would ask,” said the peasant, recollecting himself, 
“whether what I have heard from the domestics is true, that the princessis 
missing from the castle?” “What imports it to thee to know?” replied 
Matilda, "Thy first words bespoke a prudent and becoming gravity. Dost 
thou come hither to pry into the secrets of Manfred? Adieu. I have been 
mistaken in thee.” Saying these words, she shut the casement hastily, 
without giving the young man time to reply. “I had acted more wisely," 
said the princess to Bianca, with some sharpness, “if 1 had let thee 
converse with this peasant: his inquisitivenss seems of a piece with thy 
own,” “It is not fit for me to argue with your highness,” replied Bianca; 
“hut perhaps the questions, I should have put to him, would have been 
‘more to the purpose than those you have been pleased to ask him.” “Oh! 
no doubt,” said Matilda: “you are a very discreet personage! may 1 know 
‘what you would have asked him?" “A by-stander often sees more of the 
game than those that play,” answered Bianca. "Does your highness think, 
‘madam, that his question about my Lady Isabella was the result of mere 
curiosity? No, no, madam; there is more in it than you great folks are 
aware of. Lopez told me, that all the servants believe this young fellow 
contrived my Lady Isabella's escape: now, pray, madam, observe—you. 
and I both know that my Lady Isabella never much fancied the prince 
your brother—welll he is killed just in the critical minute—1 accuse 
nobody. A helmet falls from the moon—so my lord, your father, says; but 
Lopez and all the servants say, that this young spark is a magician, and 
stole it from Alfonso's tomb.” “Have done with this rhapsody of imperti- 
ence,” said Matilda. "Nay, madam, as you please,” cried Bianca; "yet itis 
very particular, though, that my Lady Isabella should be missing the very 
same day, and that this young sorcerer should be found at the mouth of 
the trap-door; I accuse nobody; but if my young lord came honestly by his 
death"—"Dare not, on thy duty," said Matilda, “to breathe a suspicion on 
the purity of my dear Isabella's fame.” "Purity or not purity,” said Bianca, 
"gone she is—a stranger is found that nobody knows: you question him 
yourself: he tells you he is in love, or unhappy, itis the same thing—nay, 
he owned he was unhappy about others; and is anybody unhappy about 
another, unless they are in love with them? And at the very next word, he 
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asks innocently, poor soul! if my Lady Isabella is missing." “To be sure,” 
Said Matilda, “thy observations ate not totally without foundation— 
Isabella's flight amazes me: the curiosity of this strany rticu- 
lar—yet Isabella never concealed a thought from me.” 
said Bianca, "to fish out your secrets; but who knows, madam, but this 
stranger may be some prince in disguise? do, madam, let me open the 
Window, and ask him a few questions!" "No," replied Matilda, "1 will ask 
him myself: if he knows aught of Isabella, he is not worthy that I should 
converse farther with him.” She was going to open the casement, when 
they heard the bell ring at the postern gate of the castle, which is on the 
right hand of the tower, where Matilda lay. This prevented the princess 
from renewing the conversation with the stranger. i 

‘After continuing silent for some time, “I am persuaded,” said she to 
Bianca, “that whatever be the cause of Isabella's flight, it had no unworthy 
motive, If this stranger was accessary to it, she must be satisfied of his 
fidelity and worth. I observed, did not you, Bianca? that his words were 
tinctured with an uncommon infusion of piety. It was no ruffian’s speech: 
his phrases were becoming a man of gentle birth.” "I told you, madam, 
said Bianca, “that 1 was sure he was some prince in disguise,” “Yet,” said 
Matilda, “if he was privy to her escape, how will you account for his not 
‘accompanying her in her flight? why expose himself unnecessarily and 
rashly to my father’s resentment?” “As for that, madam," replied she, “if 
he could get from under the helmet, he will find ways of eluding your 
father's anger. I do not doubt but he has some talisman or other about 
him.” “You resolve everything into magic,” said Matilda; "but man, who 
has any intercourse with infernal spirits, does not dare to make use of 
those tremendous and holy words, which he uttered. Didst thou not 
observe with what fervour he vowed to remember me to heaven in his 
prayers? yes; Isabella was undoubtedly convinced of his piety." "Com- 
mend me to the piety of a young fellow and a damsel, that consult to 
elope!” said Bianca. “No, no, madam: my Lady Isabella is of another- 
guess mould than you take her for. She used indeed tosigh and lift up her 
eyes in your company, because she knows you are a saint—but when your 
back was turned" —"You wrong her,” said Matilda: "Isabella is no hypoc- 
rite: she has a due sense of devotion, but never affected a call she has not, 
‘On the contrary, she always combated my inclination for the cloister; and, 
though I own the mystery she has made to me of her flight, confounds 
me; though it seems inconsistent with the friendship between us; I cannot 
forget the disinterested warmth with which she always opposed my taking 
the veil: she wished to see me married, though my dower would have been 
a loss to her and my brother's children. For her sake I will believe well of 
this young peasant.” “Then you do think there is some liking between 
them?" said Bianca. While she was speaking, a servant came hastily into 
the chamber, and told the princess that the Lady Isabella was found. 
“Where?” said Matilda. “She has taken sanctuary in St. Nicholas’s 
church,” replied the servant; “father Jerome has brought the news him- 
self: he is below with his highness.” "Where is my mother?” said Matilda. 
“She is in her own chamber, madam, and has asked for you. 

Manfred had risen at the first dawn of light, and gone to Hippolita’s 
apartment, to enquire if she knew aught of Isabella, While he was ques- 
tioning her, word was brought that Jerome demanded to speak with him. 
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‘Manfred, little suspecting the cause of the friar’ arrival, and knowing he 
was employed by Hippolita in her charities, ordered him to be admitted, 
intending to leave them together, while he pursued his search after 
Isabella, “Is your business with me or the princess?” said Manfred, “With 
both,” replied the holy man. “The Lady Isabella’ 
rupted Manfred, eagerly: “Is at St. Nicholas’s altar,” replied Jerome. 
“That is no business of Hippolita!” said Manfred, with confusion: “let us 
retire to my chamber, father; and inform me how she came thither." “No, 
my lord," replied the good man, with an’air of firmness and authority, 
that daunted even the resolute Manfred, who could not help revering the 
saint-like virtues of Jerome—'my commission is to both; and, with your 
highness’s good liking, in the presence of both I shall deliver it—but first, 
my lord, I must interrogate the princess, whether she is acquainted with 
the cause of the Lady Isabella's retirement from your castle.” "No, on my 
soul:” said Hippolita; “does Isabella charge me with being privy to it?” — 
“Father,” interrupted Manfred, “I pay due reverence to your holy profes- 
sion; but I am sovereign here, and will allow no meddling priest to 
interfere in the affairs of my domestic. If you have aught to say, attend me 
to my chamber—I do not use to let my wife be acquainted with the secret 
affairs of my state; they are not within a woman's province.” “My lord,” 
said the holy man, “Iam no intruder into the secrets of families, My office 
is to promote peace, to heal divisions, to preach repentance, and teach 
mankind to curb their headstrong passions. I forgive your highness’s 
uncharitable apostrophe: I know my duty, and am the minister of a 
mightier prince than Manfred. Hearken to him, who speaks through my 
organs.” Manfred trembled with rage and shame, Hippolita’s counte- 
nance declared her astonishment and impatience, to know where this 
would end: her silence more strongly spoke her observance of Manfred. 

“The Lady Isabella,” resumed Jerome, “commends herself to both your 
highnesses; she thanks both for the kindness with which she has been 
treated in your castle: she deplores the loss of your son, and her own 
misfortune in not becoming the daughter of such wise and noble princes, 
whom she shall always respect as parents; she prays for uninterrupted 
union and felicity between you: (Manfred’s colour changed) but, as itis no 
Jonger possible to be allied to you, she entreats your consent to remain in 
sanctuary, till she can learn news of her father; or, by the certainty of his 
death, be at liberty, with the approbation of her guardians, to dispose of 
herself in suitable marriage.” “I shall give no such consent," said the 
prince; “but insist on her return to the castle without delay: I am answer- 
Able for her person to her guardians, and will not brook her being in any 
hands but my own." “Your highness will recollect whether that can any 
longer be proper," replied the friar. “I want no monitor,” said Manfred, 
colouring; “Isabella's conduct leaves room for strange suspicions—and 
that young villain, who was at least the accomplice of her flight, if not the 
cause of it’—"The cause!” interrupted Jerome; "was a young man the 
cause?”—This is not to be borne!” cried Manfred. “Am I tobe bearded in 
my own palace by an insolent monk? thou art privy, I guess, to their 
amours.”—"I would pray to heaven to clear up your uncharitable sur- 
mises,” said Jerome, “if your highness were not satisfied in your conscien- 
ce how unjustly you accuse me. I do pray to heaven to pardon that 
Uncharitableness: and I implore your highness to leave the princess at 
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peace in that holy place, where she is not liable to be disturbed by such 
Vain and worldly fantasies as discourses of love from any man,” "Cant not 
to me,” said Manfred, "but return and bring the princess to her duty.” “It 
is my duty to prevent her return hither,” said Jerome. “She is where 
orphans and virgins are safest from the snares and wiles of this world; and 
nothing but a parent's authority shall take her thence.” "Lam her parent," 
cried Manfred, “and demand her.” "She wished to have you for her 
parent,” said the friar: “but heaven that forbade that connection, has for 
Ever dissolved all ties betwixt you: and I announce to your highness’"— 
“Stop! audacious man," said Manfred, "and dread my displeasure.” “Holy 
father,” said Hippolita, "it is your office to be no respecter of persons: you 
must speak as your duty prescribes—but itis my duty to hear nothing that 
it pleases not my lord I should hear. Attend the prince to his chamber. 1 
wil retire to my oratory, and pray the blessed virgin to inspire you with 
her holy counsels, and to rest 

wonted peace and gentleness.” "Excellent woman! 
lord, I attend your pleasure.” 

Manfred, accompanied by the friar, passed to his own apartment, 
where, shutting the door, “I perceive, father,” said he, “that Isabella has 
acquainted you with my purpose. Now, hear my resolve, and obey, 
Reasons of state, most urgent reasons, my own and the safety of my 
people, demand that I should have a son. Ít is in vain to expect an heir 
from Hippolita. I had made choice of Isabella. You must bring her back; 
and you must do more. I know the influence you have with Hippolita: her 
conscience is in your hands, She is, 1 allow, a faultless woman: her soul is 
set on heaven, and scorns the little grandeur of this world: you can 
withdraw her from it entirely, Persuade her to consent to the dissolution 
‘of our marriage, and to retire into a monastery: she shall endow one if she 
will: and shall have the means of being as liberal to your order, as she or 
you can wish, Thus you will divert the calamities that are hanging over our 
heads, and have the merit of saving the principality of Otranto from 
destruction. You are a prudent man; and, though the warmth of my 
temper betrayed me into some unbecoming expressions, 1 honour your 
virtue, and wish to be indebted to you for the repose of my life and the 
preservation of my family." 

“The will of heaven be done!” said the friar, “I am but its worthless 
instrument. It makes use of my tongue, to tell thee, prince, of thy unwar- 
rantable designs. The injuries of the virtuous Hippolita have mounted to 
the throne of pity. By me thou art reprimanded for thy adulterous 
intention of repudiating her: by me thou art warned not to pursue thine 
incestuous design on thy contracted daughter. Heaven, that delivered her 
from thy fury, when the judgments, so recently fallen on thy house, ought 
to have inspired thee with other thoughts, will continue to watch over her, 
Even I, a poor and despised friar, am able 10 protect her from thy 
violence, 1, sinner as I am, and uncharitably reviled by your highness, as 
an accomplice of I know not what amours, scorn the allurements with 
which it has pleased thee to tempt my honesty, I love my order; I honour 
devout souls; I respect the piety of thy princess; but will not betray the 
confidence she reposes in me, nor serve even the cause of religion by foul 
and sinful compliances; bur, forsooth! the welfare of the state depends on 
your highness havinga son! Heaven mocks the shortsighted views of man. 


the heart of my gracious lord to its 
said the friar, “My 
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‘But yester-morn, whose house was so great, so flourishing as Manfred’s? 
Where is young Conrad now! My lord, I respect your tears, but I mean not 
to check them: let them flow, prince: they will weigh more with heaven, 
toward the welfare of thy subjects, than a marriage, which, founded on 
lust or policy, could never prosper. The sceptre, which passed from the 
race of Alfonso to thine, cannot be preserved by a match which the church 
will never allow. If it.is the will of the Most High that Manfred's name 
must perish, resign yourself, my lord, to its decrees: and thus deserve a 
crown that can never pass away, Come, my lord; I like this sorrow; let us 
return to the princess: she is not apprised of your cruel intentions; nor did 
1 mean more than to alarm you. You saw with what gentle patience, with 
what efforts of love, she heard, she rejected hearing the extent of your 
guilt. 1 know she longs to fold you in her arms, and assure you of her 
unalterable affection,” “Father,” said the prince, "you mistake my com- 
punction: true; I honour Hippolita’s virtues; I think her a saint; and wish 
it were for my soul's health to tie faster the knot that has united us—but 
alas! father, you know not the bitterest of my pangs. It is some time that I 
have had scruples on the legality of our union: Hippolita is related to me 
in the fourth degree. It is true, we had a dispensation; but I have been 
informed that she had also been contracted to another. This it is that sits 
heavy at my heart: to this state of unlawful wedlock I impute the visitation 
that has fallen on me in the death of Conrad! Ease my conscience of this 
burden: dissolve our marriage, and accomplish the work of godliness 
which your divine exhortations have commenced in my soul.” 

How cutting was the anguish which the good man fl, when he pe 
ceived this turn in the wily prince! He trembled for Hippolita, whose ruin 
he saw was determined; and he feared if Manfred had no hope of 
recovering Isabella, that his impatience for a son would direct him to 
some other object, who might not be equally proof against the temptation 
of Manfred’s rank. For some time the holy man remained absorbed in 
thought. At length, conceiving some hopes from delay, he thought the 
wisest conduct would be to prevent the prince from despairing of recover- 
ing Isabella. Her, the friar knew he could dispose, from her affection to 
Hippolita, and from the aversion she had expressed to him for Manfred’s 
addresses, to second his views, tll the censures of the church could be 
fulminated against a divorce, With this intention, as if struck with the 
prince's scruples, he at length said; “My lord, I have been pondering on 
‘what your highness has said: and if, in truth, itis delicacy of conscience 
that is the real motive of your repugnance to your virtuous lady, far be it 
from me to endeavour to harden your heart, The church is an indulgent 
mother: unfold your griefs to her: she alone can administer comfort to 
your soul, either by satisfying your conscience, or, upon examination of 
Your scruples, by setting you at liberty, and indulging you in the lawful 
means of continuing your lineage. In the latter case, if the Lady Isabella 
can be brought to consent"—Manfred, who concluded that he had either 
yerreached the good man, or that his first warmth had been but a tribute 
paid to appearance, was overjoyed at his sudden turn, and repeated the 
nost magnificent promises, if he should succeed by the friar’s mediation. 
‘The well-meaning priest suffered him to deceive himself, fully deter- 
mined to traverse his views, instead of seconding them. 

“Since we now understand one another,” resumed the prince, “I ex- 
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1, father, that you satisfy me in one point. Who is the youth that I 
found in the vault? He must have been privy to Isabella's flight; tell me 
truly; is he her lover? or is he an agent for another's passion? I have often 
suspected Isabella's indifference to my son; a thousand circumstances 
crowd on my mind that confirm that suspicion. She herself was so con- 
scious oft, that, while I discoursed with her, in the gallery, she outran my 
suspicions, and endeavoured to justify herself from coolness to Conrad.” 
‘The friar, who knew nothing of the youth, but what he had learnt 
‘occasionally from the princess, ignorant what was become of him, and not 
sufficiently reflecting on the impetuosity of Manfred's temper, conceived 
that it might not be amiss to sow the seeds of jealousy in his mind: they 
might be turned to some use hereafter, either by prejudicing the prince 
against Isabella, if he persisted in that union; or, by diverting his attention 
to a wrong scent, and employing his thoughts on a visionary intrigue, 
prevent his engaging in any new pursuit, With this unhappy policy, he 
answered in a manner to confirm Manfred in the belief of some connec- 
tion between Isabella and the youth. 

The prince, whose passions wanted little fuel to throw them intoa blaze, 
fellintoa rage at the idea of what the friar had suggested. “I will fathom to 
the bottom of this intrigue,” cried he; and quitting Jerome abruptly, with 
a command to remain there till his return, he hastened to the great hall of 
the castle, and ordered the peasant to be brought before him. “Thou 
hardened young impostor!” said the prince, as soon as he saw the youth; 
“what becomes of thy boasted veracity now? it was Providence, was it, and 
the light of the moon, that discovered the lock of the trap-door to thee? 
Tell me, audacious boy, who thou art, and how long thou has been 
acquainted with the princess—and take care to answer with less equivoca- 
tion than thou didst last night, or tortures shall wring the truth from 
thee.” The young man, perceiving that his share in the flight of the 
princess was discovered, and concluding that anything he should say, 
could no longer be of service or detriment to her, replied, “I am no 
impostor, my lord, nor have I deserved opprobrious language, I 
answered to every question, your highness put to me last night, with the 
same veracity that I shall speak now: and that will not be from fear of your 
tortures, but because my soul abhors a falsehood, Please to repeat your 
questions, my lord; 1 am ready to give you all the satisfaction in my 
power.” “You know my questions,” replied the prince, “and only want 
time to prepare an evasion. Speak directly; who art thou? and how long 
has thou been known to the princess?” “I am a labourer at the next 
village,” said the peasant; “my name is Theodore. The princess found me 
in the vault last night; before that hour I never was in her presence.” "I 
may believe as much, or as little as I please of this,” said Manfred; “but I 
will hear thy own story, before I examine into the truth of it. Tell me what 
reason did the princess give thee for making her escape? thy life depends 
‘on thy answer.” “She told me,” replied Theodore, “that she was on the 
brink of destruction, and that ifshe could not escape from the castle, she 
was in danger, in a few moments, of being made miserable for ever.” 
“And on this slight foundation, on a silly girl's report," said Manfred, 
“thou didst hazard my displeasure?” "I fear no man's displeasure," said 
‘Theodore, “when a woman in distress puts herself under my protection." 
During this examination, Matilda was going to the apartment of Hippoli- 
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with latticed windows, through which Matilda and Bianca were to pass. 
Hearing her father's voice, and seeing the servants assembled round him, 
she stopped to learn the occasion. The prisoner soon drew her attention; 
the steady and composed manner in which he answered, and the gallantry 
of his last reply, which were the first words she heard distinctly, interested 
her in his favour. His person was noble, handsome, and commanding, 
even in that situation; but his countenance soon engrossed her whole 
care. "Heavens! Bianca!” said the princess softly, “do I dream? or is not 
that youth the exact resemblance of Alfonso’s picture in the gallery?” She 
could say no more, for her father's voice grew louder at every word. “This 
bravado,” said he, “surpasses all thy former insolence, Thou shalt experi- 
ence the wrath with which thou darest to trifle. Seize him,” continued 
Manfred, “and bind him: the first news the princess hears of her cham- 
ppion shall be, that he has lost his head for her sake.” “The injustice of 
which thou art guilty towards me,” said Theodore, “convinces me that I 
had done a good deed, in delivering the princess from thy tyranny. May 
she be happy, whatever becomes of me!" "This is a lover!” cried Manfred 
in a rage: “a peasant within sight of death is not animated by such 
sentiments. Tell me, tell me, rash boy, who thou art, or the rack shall force 
thy secret from thee.” “Thou hast threatened me with death already,” 
saith the youth, "for the truth I have told thee; if that is all the encourage- 
ment 1 am to expect for sincerity, I am not tempted to indulge thy vain 
curiosity farther.” “Then thou wilt not speak?” said Manfred, "I will not,” 
replied he, “Bear him away into the court-yard,” said Manfred: “I will see 
his head this instant severed from his body,” Matilda fainted at hearing 
these words. Bianca shrieked, and cried, “Help! help! the princess is 
dead!” Manfried started at this ejaculation, and demanded what was the 
matter? The young peasant, who heard it too, was struck with horror, and 
asked eagerly the same question; but Manfred ordered him to be hurried 
into the court, and kept there for execution, till he had informed himself 
ofthe cause of Bianca's shrieks. When he learned the meaning, he treated 
it as a womanish panic, and ordering Matilda to be carried to her apart- 
ment, he rushed into the court, and calling for one of his guards, bade 
‘Theodore kneel down and prepare to receive the fatal blow. 

The undaunted youth received the bitter sentence with a resignation 
that touched every heart but Manfred’s. He wished earnestly to know the 
meaning of the words he had heard relating to the princess; but fearing to 
exasperate the tyrant more against her, he desisted. The only boon he 
deigned to ask, was, that he might be permitted to have a confessor, and 
make his peace with heaven. Manfred, who hoped, by the confessor's 
means, to come at the youth's history, readily granted his request: and 
being convinced that father Jerome was now in his interest, he ordered 
him to be called and shrieve the prisoner. The holy man, who had little 
foreseen the catastrophe that his imprudence occasioned, fell on his 
knees to the prince, and adjured him, in the most solemn manner, not to 
shed innocent blood, He accused himself, in the bitterest terms, for his 
indiscretion, endeavoured to exculpate the youth, and left no method 
untried to soften the tyrant’s rage, > 

Manfred, more incensed than appeased by Jerome's intercession, 
whose retraction now made him suspect he had been imposed upon by 
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both, commanded the friar to do his duty, telling him he would not allow 
the prisoner many minutes for confession. "Nor do I ask many, my lord;" 
said the unhappy young man, "My sins, thank heaven! have not been 
numerous; nor exceed what might be expected at my years. Dry your 
tears, good father, and let us dispatch: this isa bad world; nor have I had 
cause to leave it with regret." "Oh! wretched youth!” said Jerom 

‘canst thou bear the sight of me with patience? Lam thy murderer! it is 1 
have brought this dismal hour upon thee.” “I forgive thee from my soul,” 
said the youth, “as 1 hope heaven will pardon me: Hear my confession, 
father; and give me thy blessing.” "How can I prepare thee for thy 
passage, as I ought?” said Jerome. “Thou canst not be saved without 
pardoning thy foes—and canst thou forgive that impious man there?” “I 
an," said Theodore; “I do,” “And does not this touch thee? cruel prince!” 
said the friar. “I sent for thee to confess him.” said Manfred sternly, 
to plead for him. Thou didst first incense me against him; his blood be 
upon thy head!” "Iwill! it will!” said the good man. in an agony of sorrow, 
“Thou and I must never hope to go where this blessed youth is going!” 
“Dispatch!” said Manfred: “I am no more to be moved by the whining of 
priests, than by the shrieks of women.” "What!" said the youth; "is it 
possible that my fate could have occasioned what I heard! is the princess 
then again in thy power?" “Thou dost but remember me of my wrath,” 
said Manfred: “prepare thee, for this moment is thy last,” The youth, who 
felt his indignation rise, and who was touched with the sorrow which he 
saw he had infused into all the spectators, as well as into the friar, 
suppressed his emotions, and putting off his doublet, and unbuttoning 
his collar, knelt down to his prayers, Ashe stooped, his shirt slipped down 
below his shoulder, and discovered the mark ofa bloody arrow. "Gracious 
heaven!” cried the holy man, starting, “what do I see! It is my child! my 
Theodore!” 

The passions that ensued, must be conceived; they cannot be painted. 
“The tears of the assistants were suspended by wonder, rather than stop- 
ped by joy. They seemed! to inquire into the eyes of their lord what they 
ought to feel. Surprise, doubt, tenderness, respect, succeeded each other 
in the countenance of the youth, He received, with modest submission, 
the effusion of the old man's tears and embraces; yet, afraid of giving a 
loose to hope, and suspecting, from what had passed, the inflexibility of 
Manfred’s temper, he cast a glance towards the prince, as if to say, canst 
thou be unmoved at such a scene as this? 

Manifred's heart was capable of being touched. He forgot his anger in 
his astonishment; yet his pride forbade his owning himself affected. He 
even doubted whether this discovery was not a contrivance of the friar to 
save the youth. "What may this mean?” said he: “how can he be thy son: 
it consistent with thy profession, or reputed sanctity, to avow a peasant’s 
offspring for the fruit of thy irregular amours?" “Oh! Gad,” said the holy 
‘man, “dost thou question his being mine? could I feel the anguish Ido, ifL 
were not his father? Spare him! good prince, spare him! and revile me as 
thou pleasest.” “Spare him! spare him!” cried the attendants, “for this 

jood man’s sake!” "Peace!" said Manfred, sternly: “I must know more, ere 

am disposed to pardon. A saint's bastard may be no saint himself.” 
"Injurious lord!” said Theodore; “add not insult to cruelty. If Lam this 
venerable man’s son, though no prince, as thou art, know, the blood that 
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flows in my veins” —"Yes,” said the friar, interrupting him, “his 
noble; nor is he that abject thing, my lord, you speak him. He is my lawful 
son; and Sicily can boast of few houses more ancient than that of Falco- 
nara—but alas, my lord, what is blood! what is nobility! we are all reptiles, 
miserable, sinful creatures. It is piety alone that can distinguish us from 
the dust whence we sprung, and whither we must return.” “Truce to your 
sermon,” said Manfred; “you forget, you are no longer friar Jerome, but 
the Count of Falconara. Let me know your history; you will have time 
‘enough to moralize hereafter, if you should not happen to obtain the 
grace of that sturdy criminal there.” “Mother of God!" said the friar, “isit 
possible my lord can refuse a father the life of his only, his lons 
‘Trample me, my lord, scorn, afflict me, accept my life for his, but spare 
my son!” “Thou canst feel then,” said Manfred, “what it is to lose an only 
son! a little hour ago, thou didst preach up resignat 
fate so pleased, must perish—but the Count of Falconara’- y 
Jord,” said Jerome, “I confess I have offended; but aggravate not an old 
man’s sufferings! I boast not of my family, nor think of such vanities: itis 
nature that pleads for this boy; itis the memory of the dear woman that 
bore him. Isshe, Theodore, is she dead?" "Her soul has long been with the 
blessed,” said Theodore. "Oh! how?” cried Jerome,” tell me—no—she is 
happy! Thou art all my care now! Most dread lord! will you—will you 
giant etm poor boy ied? Renaa w hy convent answered Mans 
fred; “conduct the princess hither; obey me in what else thou knowest; 
and I promise thee the life of thy son.” “Oh! my lord,” said Jerome, 
honesty the price I must pay for this dear youth's safety?” "For me!” 
‘Theodore: “let me die a thousand deaths, rather than stain thy conscien- 
ce. What is it the tyrant would exact of thee? is the princess still safe from 
his power? protect her, thou venerable old man; and let all the weight of 
his wrath fall on me.” Jerome endeavoured to check the impetuosity of 
the youth; and ere Manfred could reply, the trampling of horses was 
heard, and a brazen trumpet, which hung without the gate of the castle, 
was suddenly sounded. At the same instant, the sable plumes on the 
enchanted helmet, which still remained at the other end of the court, were 
tempestuously agitated, and nodded thrice, as if bowed by some invisible 
wearer. 


CHAPTER THREE 


‘Manfred’s heart misgave him, when he beheld the plumage on the mira- 
culous casque shaken in concert with the sounding of the brazen trumpet. 
“Father!” said he to Jerome, whom he now ceased to treat as Count of 
Falconara, “what mean these portents? If | have offended"—the plumes 
were shaken with greater violence than before. "Unhappy prince that I 
am!” cried Manfred; “Holy father! will you not assist me with your 
prayers?” "My lord,” replied Jerome, “heaven is no doubt displeased with 
Jour mockery of its servants. Submit yourself to the church; and cease to 
persecute her ministers. Dismiss this innocent youth; and learn to respect 
the holy character I wear: heaven will not be trifled with: you see”—the 
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trumpet sounded again. “I acknowledge I have been too hasty," said 
Manfred “Father, do you go to the wicket and demand who is at the gaté." 
“Do you grant me the life of Theodore?” replied the friar, "I do,” said 
Manfred; “but inquire who is without!” 

‘Jerome, falling on the neck of his son, discharged a flood of tears that 
spoke the fulness of his soul. "You promised to go to the gate,” said 
Manfred. "I thought,” replied the friar, “your highness would excuse my 
thanking you first in this tribute of my heart.” “Go, dearest sir,” said 
‘Theodore; “obey the prince—I do not deserve that you should delay his 
satisfaction for me.” 

Jerome, inquiring who was without, was answered, a herald. “From 
whom?" said he. "From the knight of the gigantic sabre”; said the herald; 
“and I must speak with the usurper of Otranto." Jerome returned to the 

ce, and did not fail to repeat the message, in the very words it had 
uttered. The first sounds struck Manfred with terror; but when he 
heard himself stiled usurper, his rage re-kindled, and all his courage 
revived. “Usurper! insolent villain!” cried he, “who dares to question my 
title? Retire, father; this is no business for monks: I will meet this pre- 
sumptuous man myself, Go to your convent, and prepare the princess's 
return: your son shall be a hostage for your fidelity: his life depends on 
your obedience.” “Good heaven! my lord,” cried Jerome, "your highness 
did but this instant freely pardon my child—have you so soon forgot the 
interposition of heaven?” “Heaven,” replied Manfred, “does not send 
heralds to question the title of a lawful prince; I doubt whether it even 
notifies its will through friars—but that is your affair, not mine, At 
present you know my pleasure; and itis not a saucy herald that shall save 
Your son, if you do not return with the princess.” 

It was in vain for the holy man to reply. Manfred commanded him to be 
‘conducted to the postern gate, and shut out from the castle: and he 
ordered some of his attendants to carry Theodore to the top of the black 
tower, and guard him strictly; scarce permiting the father and son to 
exchange a hasty embrace at parting. He then withdrew to the hall, and, 
seating himself in princely state, ordered the herald to be admitted to his 
presence. 

“Well! thou insolent!" said the prince, “what wouldst thou with me?" “1 
come,” replied he, “to thee, Manfred, usurper of the principality of 
Otranto, from the renowned and invincible knight, the knight of the 
gigantic sabre: in the name of his lord, Frederic Marquis of Vicenza, he 
demands the Lady Isabella, daughter of that prince, whom thou has 
basely, and traitorously got into thy power, by bribing her false guardians 
during his absence; and he requires thee to resign the principality of 
Otranto, which thou hast usurped from the said Lord Frederic, the 
nearest of blood to the last rightful lord, Alfonso the good. If thou dost 
not instantly comply with these just demands, he defies thee to single 
combat to the last extremity.” And so saying, the herald, cast down his 
"And where is this braggart, who sends thee?" said Manfred. “At che 
distance of a league,” said the herald: “he comes to make good his lord's 
claim against thee, as he is a true knight, and thou an usurper and 
ravisher.” 

Injurious as this challenge was, Manfred reflected that it was not his 
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interest to provoke the Marquis. He knew how well founded the claim of 
Frederic was; nor was this the first time he had heard of it. Frederic's 
ancestors had assumed the stile of princes of Otranto, from the death of 
Alfonso the good without issue: but Manfred, his father, and grand- 
father, had been too powerful for the house of Vicenza to dispossess 
them. Frederic, a martial and amorous young prince, had married a 
beautiful young lady of whom he was enamoured, and who had died in 
childbed of Isabella. Her death affected him so much, that he had taken 
the crom, and gone to the holy land, where he was wounded in an 
engagement against the infidels, made prisoner, and reported to be dead. 
When the news reached Manfred's ears, he bribed the guardians of the 
Lady Isabella to deliver her up to him, as a bride for his son Conrad, by 
which alliance he had proposed to unite the claims of the two houses, This 
motive, on Conrad's death, had co-operated to make him so suddenly 
resolve on espousing her himself; and the same reflection determined 
him now to endeavour at obtaining the consent of Frederic to this mar- 
riage. A like policy inspired him with the thought of inviting Frederic’s 
champion into his castle, lest he should be informed of Isabella's flight, 
which he strictly enjoined his domestics not to disclose to any of the 
knight's retinue. 

“Herald,” said Manfred, as soon as he had digested these reflections, 
“return to thy master, and tell him ere we liquidate our differences by the 
sword, Manfred would hold some converse with him. Bid him welcome to 
my castle, where, by my faith, as I am a true knight, he shall have 
courteous reception, and full security for himself and followers. If we 
cannot adjust our quarrel by amicable means, I swear he shall depart in 
safety, and shall have full satisfaction, according to the laws of arms: so 
help me God, and his holy Trinity!” The herald made three obeisances 
and retired. 

‘During this interview, Jerome's mind was agitated by a thousand con- 
trary passions. He trembled for the life of his son, and his first thought 
was to persuade Isabella to return to the castle. Yet he was scarce less 
alarmed at the thought of her union with Manfred. He dreaded Hippol- 
ta's unbounded submission to the will of her lord; and though he did not 
doubt but he could alarm her piety not to consent toa divorce, if he could 
get access to her; yet, should Manfred discover that the obstruction came 
from him, it might be equally fatal to Theodore. He was impatient to 
know whence came the herald,, who, with so little management, had 
questioned the title of Manfred: yet he did not dare absent himself from 
the convent, lest Isabella should leave it, and her flight be imputed to him. 
He returned disconsolately to the monastery, uncertain on what conduct 
to resolve, A monk, who met the porch, and observed his melan- 
choly air, said, “Alas! brother, isit then true that we have lost our excellent 
princess Hippolita?” The holy man started, and cried, “What meanest 
thou, brother? 1 come this instant from the castle, and left her in perfect 
health.” “Martelli,” replied the other friar, “passed by the convent, but a 
quarter of an hour ago, on his way from the castle, and reported that her 
highness was dead. All our brethren are gone to the chapel to pray for her 
happy transit toa better life, and willed me to wait thy arrival. They know 
thy holy attachment to that good lady, and are anxious for the affliction it 
will cause in thee; indeed we have all reason to weep; she was a mother to 
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our house; but this life is but a pilgrimage; we must not murmur; we shall 
all follow her! may our end be like hers!" "Good brother, thou dreamest,’ 
said Jerome: "I tell thee I come from the castle, and left the princess well. 
Where is the Lady Isabella?” “Poor gentlewoman!” replied the friar; "I 
told her the sad news, and offered her spiritual comfort; I reminded her 
of the transitory condition of mortality, and advised her to take the veil: 1 
quoted the example of the holy princess Sanchia of Arragon.” “Thy zeal 
was laudable,” said Jerome, impatiently; “but at present it was unneces- 
sary: Hippolita is well; at least I trust in the Lord she is; I heard nothing to 
the contrary; yet, methinks, the prince's earnestness—well, brother, but 
where is the Lady Isabella?" “I know not,” said the friar: “she wept much, 
and said she would retire to her chamber.” 

‘Jerome left his comrade abruptly, and hastened to the princess, but she 
‘was notin her chamber. He enquired of the domestics of the convent, but 
could learn no news of her. He searched in vain throughout the monas- 
tery and the church, and dispatched messengers round the neighbour- 
hood, to get intelligence if she had been seen; but to no purpose. Nothing 
could equal the good man’s perplexity. He judged that Isabella, suspect- 
ing Manfred of having precipitated his wife's death, had taken the alarm, 
and withdrawn herself to some more secret place of concealment. This 
new flight would probably carry the prince's fury to the height. The 
report of Hippolita’s death, though it seemed almost incredible, 
creased his consternation; and though Isabella's escape bespoke her 
aversion of Manfred for a husband, Jerome could feel no comfort from it, 
while it endangered the life of his son, He determined to return to the 
castle, and made several of his brethren accompany him to attest his 
innocence to Manfred, and, if necessary, join their intercessions with his 
for Theodore. 

‘The prince, in the mean time, had passed into the court, and ordered 
the gates of the castle to be flung open, for the reception of the stranger 
knight and his train. In a few minutes the cavalcade arrived. First came 
two harbingers with wands. Next a herald, followed by two pages and two 
trumpeters, Then an hundred foot guards. These were attended by as 
many horse, After them fifty footmen, cloathed in scarlet and black, the 
colours of the knight. Then a led horse. Two heralds on each side of a 
gentleman on horseback, bearing a banner, with the arms of Vicenza and 
‘Otranto quarterly; a circumstance that much offended Manfred, but he 
stifled his resentment. Two more pages. The knight's confessor, telling 
his beads, Fifty more footmen, clad as before. Two knights, habited in 
complete armour, their beavers down, comrades to the prinicpal knight, 
‘The squires of the two knights, carrying their shields and devices. The 
knight's own squire. An hundred gentlemen, bearing an enormous 
sword, and seeming to faint under the weight of it. The knight himself on 
a chestnut steed, in complete armour, his lance in the rest, his face entirely 
concealed by his vizor, which was surmounted by a large plume of scarlet 
and black feathers, Fifty foot guards, with drums and trumpets, closed 
the procession, which wheeled off to the right and left, to make room for 
the principal knight. 

‘As soon as he approached the gate; he stopped; and the herald advane- 
ing, read again the words of the challenge, Manfred’s eyes were fixed on 
the gigantic sword, and he scarce seemed to attend to the cartel: but his 
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attention was soon diverted by a tempest of wind that rose behind him, He 
turned and beheld the plumes of the enchanted helmet, agitated in the 
same extraordinary manner as before, It required intrepidity like Man- 
fred's not to sink under a concurrence of circumstances, that seemed to 
announce his fate. Yet scorning, in the presence of strangers, to betray the 
courage he had always manifested, he said boldly, “Sir knight, whoever 
thou art, I bid thee welcome: If thou art of mortal mould, thy valour shall 
meet its equal: and if thou art a true knight, thou wilt scorn to employ 
sorcery to carry thy point. Be these omens from heaven or hell, Manfred 
trusts to the righteousness of his cause, and to the aid of St. Nicholas, who. 
has ever protected his house. Alight, Sir knight, and repose thyself: 
itr morrow thow abalt havea fair feld: and heaven befriend the juster 
ae 

The knight made no reply, but dismounting, was conducted by Man- 
fred to the great hall of the castle. As they traversed the court, the knight 
Stopped to gaze on the miraculous casque; and; kneeling down, seemed to 
ray inwardly for some minutes. Rising, he made a sign to the prince to 
lead on, As soon as they entered the hall, Manfred proposed to the 
stranger to disarm, but the knight shook his head in token of refusal. “Sit 
knight,” said Manfred, "this is not courteous; but, by my good faith, I will 
not cross thee; nor shalt thou have cause to complain of the prince of 
Otranto. No treachery is designed on my part; I hope noneis intended on 
thine; here, take my gage (giving him his ring); your friends and you shall 
enjoy the laws of hospitality. Rest here, until refreshment are brought: 1 
will but give orders for the accommodation of your train, and return to 
you.” The three knights bowed, as accepting his courtesy. Manfred 
directed the stranger's retinue to be conducted to an adjacent hospital, 
founded by the princess Hippolita for the reception of pilgrims. As they 
made the circuit of the court to return towards the gate, the gigantic 
sword burst from the supporters, and, falling to the ground opposite to 
the helmet, remained immoveable, Manfred, almost hardened to preter- 
natural appearances, surmounted the shock of his new prodigy; and 
returning to the hall, where by this time the feast was ready, he invited his 
silent guests to take their places. Manfred, however ill his heart was at 
ease, endeavoured to inspire the company with mirth. He put several 
juestions to them, but was answered only by signs. They raised their 
Vizors but sufficiently to feed themselves, and that but sparingly. “Sirs,” 
said the prince, “ye are the first guests I ever treated within these walls, 
‘who scorned to hold intercourse with me; nor hasit oft been customary, 1 
Ween, for princes to hazard their state and dignity against strangers and 
mutes. You say you come in the name of Fredericof Vicenza; Ihave heard 
that he wasa gallantand courteous knight; nor would he, Lam bald to say, 
think it beneath him to mix in social converse with a prince who is his 
equal, and not unknown by deeds in arms. Still ye are silent—well! be it as 
it may; by the laws of hospitality and chivalry, ye are masters under this 
roof; ye shall do your pleasure—but come, give me a goblet of wine; ye 
will not refuse to pledge me to the healths of your fair mistresses?” The 
'rincipal knight sighed and crossed himself, and was rising from the 
Foard sir knight,” said Manfred, “what I said was but in sport: I shall 
constrain you in nothing; use your good liking. Since mirth is not your 
mood, let us be sad, Business may hit your fancies better: let us withdraw; 
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and hear if what I have to unfold, may be better relished, than the vain 
efforts I have made for your pastime.” r 

Manfred, then conducting the three knights into an inner chamber, 
shut the door, and inviting them to be seated, began thus, addressing 
himself to the chief personage. 

“You come, Sir knight, as I understand, in the name of the Marquis of 
Vicenza, to re-demand the Lady Isabella, his daughter, who has been 
contracted, in-the face of holy church, to my son, by the consent of her 
legal guardians; and to require me to resign my dominions to your lord, 
who gives himself for the nearest of blood to prince Alfonso, whose soul 
God rest! I shall speak to the latter article of your demands first. You must 
know—your lord knows, that I enjoy the principality of Otranto from my 
father Don Manuel, as he received it from his father Don Ricardo. 
‘Alfonso, their predecessor, dying childless in the Holy Land, bequeathed 
hisestates to my grandfather Don Ricardo, in consideration of his faithful 
services.” The stranger shook his head—'Sir knight,” said Manfred, 
warmly, "Ricardo was a valiant and upright man; he was a pious man; 
witness his munificent foundation of the adjoining church and two con- 
vents. He was peculiarly patronised by St. Nicholas—my grandfather was 
incapable—I say, sir, Don Ricardo was incapable—excuse me, your inter- 
ruption has disordered me. I venerate the memory of my grandfather— 
well! Sirs, he held this estate; he held it by his good sword, and by the 
favour of St, Nicholas—so did my father; and so, sirs, will I, come what 
come will—but Frederic, your lord, is nearest in blood—I have consented 
to put my title to the issue of the sword—does that imply a vicious title? I 
might have asked, where is Frederic your lord? Report speaks him dead in 
captivity. You say, your actions say, he lives—I question it not—I might, 
sirs, 1 might, but I do not. Other princes would bid Frederic take his 
inheritance by force, if he can; they would not stake their dignity on a 
single combat—they would not submit it to the decision of unknown 
mutes—pardon me, gentlemen, I am too warm; but suppose yourselves in 
my situation; as ye are stout knights, would it not move your choler, to 
have your own, and the honour of your ancestors, called in question? but 
to the point. Ye require me to deliver up the Lady Isabella,—Sirs, I must 
ask if ye are authorised to receive her?" The knight nodded. "Receive 
her,” continued Manfred; “welll you are authorised to receive her; but, 
gentle knight, may I ask if you have full powers?” The knight nodded. 
“Tis well.” said Manfred; “then hear what I have to offer: ye see, gentle- 
men, before you, the most unhappy of men! (he began to weep) afford me 
your compassion; 1 am entitled tot; indeed 1 am Know, 1 have lost my 
only hope, my joy, the support of my house—Conrad died yester- 
morning,” The knights discovered signs of surprise, "Yes, sirs, fate has 
disposed of my son; Isabella is at liberty"—"Do you then restore her?" 
cried the chief knight, breaking silence. “Afford me your patience,” said 
Manfred. "I rejoice to find, by this testimony of your good will, that this 
matter may be adjusted without blood. It is no interest of mine dictates 
what little I have farther to say. Ye behold in me a man disgusted with the 
world: the loss of my son has weaned me from earthly cares. Power and 
greatness have no longer any charms in my eyes. I wished to transmit the 
sceptre I had received from my ancestors with honour to my son—but 
that is over! life itself is so indifferent to me, that [accepted your defiance 
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th joy: a good knight cannot goto the grave with more satisfaction; than 
when falling in his vocation: whatever is the will of heaven, 1 submit; for, 
alas! sirs, I am a man of many sorrows. Manfred is no object of envy—but 
no doubt you are acquainted with my story.” The knight made signs of 
ignorance, and seemed curious to have Manfred proceed. "Is it possible, 
sirs,” continued the prince, “that my story should be a secret to you; have 
you heard nothing relating to me and the princess Hippolita?” They 
shook their heads. “No! thus then, sirs, itis. You think me ambitious: 
ambition, alas! is composed of more rugged materials. If I were ambi- 
tious, I should not, for so many years, have been prey to all the hell of 
conscientious scruples—but I weary your patience: I will be brief. Know 
then, that I have long been troubled in mind on my union with the 
princess Hippolita. Oh! sirs, if ye were acquainted with that excellent 
woman! if ye knew that I adore her like a mistress, and cherish her as a 
friend—but man was not born for perfect happiness! she shares my 
scruples, and, with her consent, 1 have brought this matter before the 
church, for we are related within the forbidden degrees, I expect every 
hour the definitive sentence that must separate us for ever—I am sure 
you feel for me—I see you do—pardon these tears!" The knights gazed 
on each other, wondering where this would end. Manfred continued: 
“The death of my son betiding, while my soul was under this anxiety, 1 
thought of nothing but resigning my dominions, and retiring for ever 
from the sight of mankind, My only difficulty was to fix on a successor, 
who would be tender of my people, and to dispose of the Lady Isabella, 
who is dear to me as my own blood. I was willing to restore the line of 
Alfonso, even in his most distant kindred: and though, pardon me, I am 
satisfied it was his will, that Ricardo’s lineage should take place of his own 
relations; yet where was I to search for those relations? I knew of none but 
Frederic your lord; he was a captive to the infidels, or dead; and were he 
living, andat home, would he quit the flourishing state of Vicenza, for the 
inconsiderable principality of Otranto? if he would not, could 1 bear the 
thought of seeing a hard, unfeeling viceroy set over my poor faithful 
people? for, sirs, I love my people, and, thank heaven, am beloved by 
them: but ye will ask, whither tends this long discourse? briefly then, thus, 
sirs. Heaven, in your arrival, seems to point out a remedy for those 
difficulties and my misfortunes, The Lady Isabella is at liberty; 1 shall 
soon beso. 1 would submit to anything for the good of my people—were it 
not the best, the only way to extinguish the feuds between our families, if 1 
wasto take the Lady Isabella to wife—you start—but, though Hippo! 
virtues will ever be dear to me, a prince must not consider himself; he is 
born for his people.” A servant at that instant entering the chamber, 
apprised Manfred that Jerome and several of his brethren demanded 
immediate access to him. 

"The prince, provoked at this interruption, and fearing that the friar 
would discover to the strangers that Isabella had taken sanctuary, was 
going to forbid Jerome's entrance, But recollecting that he was certainly 
Errived to notify the princess's return, Manfred began to excuse himself 
to the knights for leaving them for a few moments, but was prevented by 
the arrival of the friars. Manfred angrily reprimanded them for their 
intrusion, and would have forced them back from the chamber; but 
Jerome was too much agitated to be repulsed. He declared aloud the 
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flight of Isabella, with protestations of his own innocence. Manfred, 
distracted at the news, and not less at its coming to the knowledge of the 
strangers, uttered nothing but incoherent sentences; now upbraiding the 
friar, now apologising to the knights, earnest to know what was become of 
Isabella, yet equally afraid of their knowing; impatient to pursue her, yet 
dreading to have them join in the pursuit. He offered to dispatch messen- 
gers in quest of her, but the chief knight, no longer keeping silence, 
Feproached Manfred, in bitter terms, for his dark and ambiguous deal- 
ing, and demanded the cause of Isabella's first absence from the castle, 
Manfred, casting a stern look at Jerome, implying a command of silence, 
pretended that, on Conrad’s death, he had placed her in sanctuary, until 
he could determine how to dispose of her. Jerome, who trembled for his 
son's life, did not dare to contradict this falsehood, but one of his 
brethren, not under the same anxiety, declared, frankly, that she had fled 
to their church in the preceding night. The prince, in vain, endeavoured 
to stop this discovery, which overwhelmed him with shame and confu- 
sion, The principal stranger, amazed at the contradictions he heard, and 
more than half persuaded that Manfred had secreted the princess, not 
withstanding the concern he expressed at her flight, rushing to the door, 
said, “Thou traitor prince! Isabella shall be found,” Manfred en- 
deavoured to hold him, but the other knights assisting their comrade, he 
broke from the prince, and hastened into the court, demanding his 
attendants, Manfred, finding it in vain to divert him from the pursuit, 
offered to accompany him, and summoning his attendants, and taking 
Jerome and some of the friars to guide them, they issued from the castle: 
Manfred privately giving orders to have the knight's company secured, 
while to the knight he affected to dispatch a messenger to require their 
assistance. 

‘The company had no sooner quitted the castle, than Matilda, who felt 
herself deeply interested for the young peasant, since she had seen him 
condemned to death in the hall, and whose thoughts had been taken up 
with concerting measures to save him, was informed by some of the 
female attendants, that Manfred had dispatched all his men various ways 
in pursuit of Isabella, He had, in his hurry, given this order in general 
terms, not meaning to extend it to the guard he had set upon Theodore, 
but forgetting it. The domestics, officious to obey so peremptory a prince, 
and urged by their own curiosity, and love of novelty, to join in any 
precipitate chase, had, to a man, left the castle. Matilda disengaged 
herself from her women, stole up to the black tower, and unbolting the 
door, presented herself to the astonished Theodore. “Young man," she 
said, “though filial duty and womanly modesty condemn the step 1 am 
taking, yet holy charity, surmounting all other ties, justifies this act. Fly, 
the doors of thy prison are open: my father and his domestics are absent, 
but they may soon return; be gone in safety, and may the angels of heaven 
direct thy course!”—"Thou art surely one of those angels!” said the 
enraptured Theodore: “none but a blessed saint could speak, could act, 
could look, like thee!—May I not know the name of my divine protec 
tress? Methought thou namedst thy father: is it possible? can Manfred's 
blood feel holy pity? Lovely lady, thou answerestnot—but how ar thou 
here thyself? why dost thou neglect thy own safety, and waste a thought 
on a wretch like Theodore? Let us fly together: the life thou bestowest 
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shall be dedicated to thy defence."—"Alas! thou mistakest,” said Matilda, 
sighing; "I am Manfred’ daughter, but no dangers await me."—"Amaze- 
ment!” said Theodore; “but last night | blessed myself for yielding thee 
the service thy gracious compassion so charitably returns me now."—"Stll 
thou art in an error,” said the princess; “but this is no time for explan: 
tion, Fly, virtuous youth, while itis in my power to save thee: should my 
father return, thou and I both should, indeed, have cause to tremble."— 
"How," said Theodore, “thinkest thou, charming maid, that I will accept 
of life at the hazard of aught calamitous to thee? better I endured a 
thousand deaths,"—"I run no risk,” said Matilda, “but by thy delay. 
Depart, it cannot be known that I assisted thy flight.’—"Swear by the 
saints above,” said Theodore, "that thou canst not be suspected; else here 
I vow to await whatever can befal me"—"Oh! thou art too generous,’ 
Matilda, “but rest assured that no suspicions can alight on me."—"Give 
me thy beauteous hand, in token that thou dost not deceive me,” said 
Theodore, "and let me bathe it with the warm tears of gratitude,’ — 
“Forbear,” said the princess, “this must not be."—"Alas!” said Theodore, 
‘I have never known but calamity until this hour—perhaps shall never 
know other fortune again: suffer the chaste raptures of holy gratitude: 'tis 
my soul would print its effusions on thy hand.” —“Forbear and be gone,” 
said Matilda: “how would Isabella approve of seeing thee at my feet?" 
“Who is Isabella?” said the young man, with surprise —"Ah me! I fear 
said the princess, "Iam serving a deceitful one!—hast thou forgot thy 
curiosity this morning?"—"Thy looks, thy actions, all thy beauteous self, 
seems an emanation of divinity,” said Theodore, "but thy words are dark 
and mysterious,—speak, lady; speak to thy servant's comprehension.” 
“Thou understandest but too welll” said Matilda: “but once more I 
‘command thee to be gone: thy blood, which I may preserve, will be on my 
head, if L waste the time in vain discourse.’—"I go, lady," said Theodore, 
“because itis thy will, and because I would not bring the grey hairs of my 
father with sorrow to the grave. Say but, adored lady, that I have thy 
gentle pity."—'Stay," said Matilda, “I will conduct thee to the subter- 
Faneous vault by which Isabella escaped; it will lead thee to the church of 
St. Nicholas, where thou mayest take sanctuary.’ —"What,” said Theo- 
dore, “was it another, and not thy lovely self, that I assisted to find the 
subterraneous passage?"—"It was," said Matilda, "but ask no more: I 
tremble to see thee still abide here: fly to the sanctuary."— 

said Theodore, “no, princess, sanctuaries are for helpless damsels, or for 
criminals. Theodore’s soul is free from guilt, nor will wear the appearance 
of it, Give me a sword, lady, and thy father shall learn that Theodore 
scorns an ignominious flight."—"Rash youth!” said Matilda, "thou 
wouldst not dare to lift thy presumptuous arm against the Prince of 
Otranto?"—"Not against thy father, indeed, I dare not;" said Theodore, 
excuse me, lady, I had forgotten—but could I gaze on thee, and remem- 
ber thou art sprung from the tyrant Manfred?—but he is thy father, and, 
from this moment, my injuries are buried in oblivion.” A deep and hollow 
groan, which seemed to come from above, startled the princess and 
Theodore. “Good heaven! we are overheard!" said the princess. They 
listened, but perceiving no further noise, they both concluded it the effect 
of pent-up vapours; and the princess, preceding Theodore softly, carried 
him to her father's armoury, where, equipping him with a complete suit, 
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he was conducted by Matilda to the postern gate. “Avoid the town,” said 
the princess, “and all the western side of the castle: 'tis there the search 
must be making by Manfred and the strangers: but hie thee to the 
‘opposite quarter. Yonder, behind that forest, to the east, is a chain of 
Tocka, hollowed into a labyrinth of caverns, that reach to the sea-coast. 
‘There thou mayest lie concealed, till thou canst make signs to some vessel 
to put on shore and take thee off. Go; heaven be thy guide!—and some- 
times in thy prayers remember—Matildal” Theodore flung himself at her 
feet, and seizing her lily hand, which with struggles she suffered him to 
kiss, he vowed, on the earliest opportunity, to get himself knighted, and 
fervently entreated her permission to swear himself eternally her 
knight—Ere the princess could reply, a clap of thunder was suddenly 
heard, that shook the battlements. Theodore, regardless of the tempest, 
would have urged his suit; but the princess, dismayed, retreated hastily 
into the castle, and commanded the youth to be gone, with an air that 
would not be disobeyed. He sighed, and retired, but with eyes fixed on the 
gate, until Matilda, closing it, put an end to an interview, in which the 
hearts of both had drunk so deeply of a passion, which both now tasted for 
the first time. 

‘Theodore went pensively to the convent, to acquaint his father with his 
deliverance. There he learned the absence of Jerome, and the pursuit 
that was making after the Lady Isabella, with some particulars of whose 
story he now first became acquainted, The generous gallantry of his 
nature prompted him to wish to assist her: but the monks could lend him 
no lights to guess at the route she had taken. He was not tempted to 
wander far in search of her, for the idea of Matilda had imprinted itself so 
strongly on his heart, that he could not bear to absent himself at much 
distance from her abode. The tenderness Jerome had expressed for him 
concurred to confirm this reluctance; and he even persuaded himself that 
filial affection was the chief cause of his hovering between the castle and 
monastery. Until Jerome should return at night, Theodore at lenj 
determined to repair to the forest that Matilda had pointed out to him, 
Arriving there, he sought the gloomiest shades, as best suited to the 

leasing melancholy that reigned in his mind. In this mood he roved 
insensibly to the caves which had formerly served as a retreat to hermits, 
and were now reported round the country to be haunted by evil spirits, 
He recollected to have heard this tradition; and being of a brave and 
adventurous disposition, he willingly indulged his curiosity in exploring 
the secret recesses of this labyrinth, He had not penetrated far, before he 
thought he heard the steps of some person who seemed to retreat before 
him. Theodore, though firmly grounded in all our holy faith enjoins to be 
believed, had no apprehension that good men were abandoned, without 
cause, to the malice of the powers of darkness. He thought the place more 
likely to be infested by robbers than by those infernal agents who are 
reported to molest and bewilder travellers He had long burned with 
impatience to approve his valour—drawing his sabre, he marched sedate- 
ly onwards, still directing his steps, as the imperfect rustling sound before 
him led the way. The armour he wore was a like indication to the person 
‘who avoided him. Theodore, now convinced that he was not mistaken, 
redoubled his pace, and evidently gained on the person that fled, whose 
haste increasing, Theodore came up just asa woman fell breathless before 
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him. He hastened to raise her, but her terror was so great, that he 
apprehended she would faint in his arms, He used every gentle word to 
dispel her alarms, and assured her, that, far from injuring, he would 
defend her atthe peril of his ife. The lady, recovering her spirits from his 
courteous demeanour, and gazing on her protector, said, "Sure I have 
heard that voice before!’—"Not to my knowledge,” replied Theodore, 
“unless, as I conjecture, thou art the Lady Isabella,”"—"Merciful heaven!" 
cried she, “thou art not sent in quest of me, art thou?” and saying those 
words, she threw herself at his feet, and besought him not to deliver her 
up to Manfred, "To Manfred!” cried Theodore—"no, lady; I have once 
already delivered thee from his tyranny, and it shall fare hard with me 
now, but T place chee out of the reach of his daring."—"Isit possible,” sid 
she, "that thou shouldst be the generous unknown whom I met last night 
in the vault of the castle? Sure thou art not a mortal, but my guardian 
angel. On my knees let me thank’ —"Hold, gentle princess," said Theo- 
dore, “nor demean thyself before a poor and friendless young man. If 
heaven has selected me for thy deliverer, it will accomplish its work, and 
strengthen my arm in thy causebut come, lay, we are 100 near the 
mouth of the cavern; let us seek its inmost recesses: I can have no 
tranquillity till I have placed thee beyond the reach of danger.’—"Alas! 
what mean you, sir?” said she. “Though all your actions are noble, though 
Your sentiments speak the purity of your soul, is it fitting that 1 should 
Bea) on aine icin ite per piesei Terenti? houk we be found 
together, what would a censorious world think of my conduct?" —"I 
respect your virtuous delicacy,” said Theodore; “nor do you harbour a 
suspicion that wounds my honour. I meant to conduct you into the most 
private cavity of these rocks, and then, at the hazard of my life, to guard 
their entrance against every living thing. Besides, lady,” continued he, 
drawing a deep sigh, “beauteous and all-perfect as your form is, and 
though my wishes are not guiltless of aspiring, know, my soul is dedicated 
to another; and although’—a sudden noise prevented Theodore from 
proceeding. They soon distinguished these sounds, “Isabella! what ho! 
Isabella!"—the trembling princess relapsed into her former agony of 
fear. Theodore endeavoured to encourage her, but in vain. He assured 
her he would die rather than suffer her to return under Manfred’s 
power; and, begging her to remain concealed, he went forth to prevent 
the person in search of her from approaching. 

‘Atthe mouth of the cavern he found an armed knight, discoursing with 
a peasant, who assured him he had seen a lady enter the passes of the rock. 
The knight was preparing to seek her, when Theodore, placing himself in 
ith his sword drawn, sternly forbade him, at his peril, to 
nd whoart thou, who darest to cross my way?” said the knight, 
“One who does not dare more than he will perform,” said 
‘Theodore. "I seek the Lady Isabella,” said the knight, “and understand 
she has taken refuge among these rocks, Impede me not, or thou wilt 
repent having provoked my resentment.” “Thy purpose is as odious as 
thy resentment is contemptible,” said Theodore. “Return whence thou 
camest, or we shall soon know whose resentment is most terrible.” The 
Stranger, who was the principal knight that had arrived from the Marquis 
of Vicenza, had galloped from Manfred as he was busied in getting 
information of the princess, and giving various orders to prevent her 
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falling into the power of the three knights. Their chief had suspected 
Manfred of being privy to the princess's absconding; and this insult from 
a man, who, he concluded, was stationed by that prince to secrete her, 
confirming his suspicions, he made no reply, but discharging a blow with 
his sabre at Theodore, would soon have removed all obstruction, if 
Theodore, who took him for one of Manfred’s captains, and who had no- 
sooner given the provocation than prepared to support it, had not re- 
ceived the stroke on his shield. The valour that had so long been 
smothered in his breast, broke forth at once; he rushed impetuously on 
the knight, whose pride and wrath were not less powerful incentives to 
hardy deeds. The combat was furious, but not long; Theodore wounded 
the knight in three several places, and at last disarmed him, as he fainted 
by the loss of blood. The peasant, who had fled on the first onset, had 
given the alarm to some of Manfred’s domestics, who, by his orders, were 
dispersed through the forest, in pursuit of Isabella. They came up as the 
knight fell, whom they soon discovered to be the noble stranger. Theo- 
dore, notwithstanding his hatred to Manfred, could not behold the vi 
tory he had gained, without emotions of pity and generosity: but he was 
more touched when he learned the quality of his adversary, and was 
informed that he was no retainer, but an enemy of Manfred. He assisted 
the servants of the latter in disarming the knight, and in endeavouring to 
staunch the blood that flowed from his wounds. The knight recovering 
his speech, said, in a faint and faltering voice, "Generous foe, we have 
both been in an error: 1 took thee for an instrament of the tyrant; I 
perceive thou has made the like mistake—it is too late for excuses—I 
faint—if Isabella is at hand—call her—I have important secrets to”"—"He 
isdying!” said one of the attendants; “Has nobody a crucifix about them? 
Andrea, do thou pray over him.’—"Fetch some water,” said Theodore, 
“and pour itdown his throat, while I hasten to the princess.’—Saying this, 
he flew to Isabella, and, in few words, told her, modestly, that he had been 
so unfortunate, by mistake, as to wound a gentlemen from her father's 
court, who wished, ere he died, to impart something of consequence to 
her—The princess, who had been transported at hearing the voice of 
‘Theodore, as he called her to come forth, was astonished at what she 
heard, Suffering herself to be conducted by Theodore, the new proof of 
whose valour recalled her dispersed spirits, she came where the bleeding 
knight lay speechless on the ground—but her fears returned, when she 
beheld the domestics of Manfred, She would again have fled, if Theodore 
had not made her observe that they were unarmed, and had not 
threatened them with instant death, if they should dare to seize the 
princess. The stranger opening his eyes, and beholding a woman, 
asked,—"Art thou—pray, tell me truly—art thou Isabella of Vicenza?"— 
“I am,” said she; "Good heaven restore thee!"—“Then thou—then 
thou—"said the knight, struggling for utterance—"seest—thy father— 
give me one"—"Oh! amazement! horror! what do I hear! what do I seel" 
cried Isabella, 
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nearer than the castle? would you expose my father to the tyrant? if he 
goes thither, I dare not accompany him—and yet can I leave him!” “My 
child,” said Frederic, “it matters not for me whither I am carried: a few 
‘minutes will place me beyond danger—but while I have eyes to doat on 
thee, forsake me not, dear Isabella] This brave knight—I know not who 
heis, will protect thy innocence—Sir, you will not abandon my child, will 
you?"—Theodore, shedding tears over his victim, and vowing to guard 
the princess at the expense of his life, persuaded Frederic to suffer 
himself to be conducted to the castle, They placed him on a horse belong- 
ing to one of the domestics, after binding up his wounds as well as they 
were able, Theodore marched by his side, and the afflicted Isabella, who 
could not bear to quit him, followed mournfully behind, 


CHAPTER Four 


‘The sorrowful troop no sooner arrived at the castle, than they were met 
by Hippolita and Matilda, whom Isabella had sent one of the domestics 
before to advertise of their approach. The ladies, causing Frederic to be 
conveyed into the nearest chamber, retired, while the surgeons examined 
his wounds. Matilda blushed at seeing Theodore and Isabella together; 
butendeavoured to conceal it by embracing the latter, and condoling with 
her on her father’s mischance. The surgeons soon came to acquaint 
Hippolita that none of the marquis's wounds were dangerous; and that he 
was desirous of seeing his daughter and the princesses. Theodore, under 
pretence of expressing his joy at being freed from his apprehensions of 
the combat being fatal to Frederic, could not resist the impulse of follow- 
ing Matilda. Her eyes were so often cast down, on meeting his, that 
Isabella, who regarded Theodore as attentively as he gazed on Matilda, 
soon divined who the object was that he had told her, in the cave, engaged 
his affections. While this mute scene passed, Hippolita demanded of 
Frederic the cause of his having taken that mysterious course for reclaim- 
ing his daughter; and threw in various apologies to excuse her lord for the 
match contracted between their children. Frederic, however incensed 
against Manfred, was not insensible to the courtesy and benevolence of 
Hippolita: but he was still more struck with the lovely form of Matilda. 
Wishing to detain them by his bedside, he informed Hippolita of his story. 
He told her, that, while prisoner to the infidels, he had dreamed that his 
daughter, of whom he had learned no news since his captivity, was 
detained in a castle, where she was in danger of the most dreadful 
misfortunes: and that if he obtained his liberty, and repaired to a wood 
near Joppa, he would learn more. Alarmed at this dream, and incapable 
of obeying the direction given by it, his chains became more grievous than 
ever, But while his thoughts were occupied on the means of obtaining his 
liberty, he received the agreeable news, that the confederate princes, who 
‘were warring in Palestine, had paid his ransom. He instantly set out for 
the wood that had been marked in his dream. For three days he and his 
attendants had wandered in the forest, without seeing a human form; 
Dut, on the evening of the third, they came to a cell, in which they found a 
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venerable hermit in the agonies of death. Applying rich cordials, they 
brought the saint-like man to his speech. "My sons,” said he, "I am 
bounden to your charity—but it is in vain—I am going to my eternal 
rest—yet 1 die with the satisfaction of performing the will of heaven. 
When first I repaired to this solitude, after seeing my country become a 
prey to unbelieyers—it is, alas! above fifty years since I was witness to that 
dreadful scene!—St. Nicholas appeared to me, and revealed a secret, 
‘which he bade me never disclose to mortal man, but on my death-bed. 
‘This is that tremendous hour, and ye are, no doubt, the chosen warriors 
to whom I was ordered to reveal my trust. As soon as ye have done the last 
offices to this wretched corse, dig under the seventh tree on the left hand 
‘of this poor cave, and your pains will—Oht good heaven receive my soul!” 
With those words, the devout man breathed his last. “By break of day, 
continued Frederic, "when we had committed the holy relics to earth, we 
dug according to direction—but what was our astonishment, when, about 
the depth of six feet, we discovered an enormous sabre—the very weapon 
yonder in the court. On the blade, which was then partly out of the 
Scabbard, though since closed by our efforts in removing it, were written 
the following lines—no; excuse me, madam,” added the marquis, turnin, 
to Hippolita, “if I forbear to repeat them: I respect your sex and rank, an 
‘would nor be guilty of offending your ear with sounds injurious to aught 
that is dear to you.”—He paused: Hippolita trembled. She did not doubt 
but Frederic was destined by heaven to accomplish the fate that seemed to 
threaten her house. Looking with anxious fondness at Matilda, a silent 
tear stole down her cheek; but recollecting herself, she said, "Proceed, my 
lord; heaven does nothing in vain; mortals must receive its divine behests 
with lowliness and submission. Itis our part to deprecate its wrath, or bow 
to its decrees. Repeat the sentence, my lord, we listen resigned.” Frederic 
was grieved that he had proceeded so far. The dignity and patient 
firmness of Hippolita penetrated him with respect, and the tender silent 
affection with which the princess and her daughter regarded each other, 
melted him almost to tears, Yet, apprehensive that his forbearance to 
‘obey would be more alarming, he repeated, in a faltering and low voice, 
the following lines:— 


“Where'er a casque that suits this sword is found, 
With perils is thy daughter compass’d round; 
Alfonso’s blood alone can save the maid, 
‘And quiet a long restless prince's shade.” 


“What is there in these lines,” said Theodore impatiently, “that affects 
these princesses? why were they to be shocked by a mysterious delicacy, 


that has so little foundation?"—“Your words are rude, young man,” said 
"My hon- 


the marquis; “and though fortune has favoured you once” 
oured lord,” said Isabella, who resented Theodore’s warmth, which she 
perceived was dictated by his sentiments for Matilda, “discompose not 
Yourself for the glosing of a peasant's son: he forgets the reverence he 
owes you; but he is not accustomed"—Hippolita, concerned at the heat 
that had arisen, checked Theodore for his boldness, but with an air 
acknowledging his zeal; and, changing the conversation, demanded of 
Frederic where he had left her lord? As the marquis was going to reply, 
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they heard a noise without, and rising to inquire the cause, Manfred, 
Jerome, and part of the troop, who had met an imperfect rumour of what 
had happened, entered the chamber. Manfred advanced hastily towards 
Frederic’s bed, to condole with him on his misfortune, and to learn the 
circumstances of the combat, when, starting in an agony of terror and 
amazement, he cried, "Hal what art thou? thou dreadful spectre! is my 
hour come?"—"My dearest, gracious lord,” cried Hippolita, clasping him 
in her arms, “what is it you see? why do you fix your eye-balls thus?”— 
"What!" cried Manfred, breathless, “dost thou see nothing, Hippolita? is 
this ghastly phantom sent to me alone—to me, who did not'—"For 
mercy's sweetest self, my lord,” said Hippolita, "resume your soul, com- 
mand your reason. There is none here but we, your friends."—"What! is 
not that Alfonso?” cried Manfred: “Dost thou not see him? can it be my 
brain’s delirium?"—"This! my lord,” said Hippolita: “this is Theodore, 
the youth who has been so unfortunate’—"Theodore!” said Manfred, 
‘mournfully, and striking his forehead—"Theodore, or a phantom, he has 
unhinged the soul of Manfred—but how comes he here? and how comes 
he in armour?"—"I believe he went in search of Isabella,” said Hippolita. 
“OF Isabella!” said Manfred, relapsing into rage—"yes, yes, that is not 
doubtful—but how did he escape from durance in which I left him? wasit 
Isabella, or this hypocritical old friar, that procured his enlargement?”— 
“And would a parent be criminal, my lord,” said Theodore, "if he medi- 
tated the deliverance of his child?” Jerome, amazed to hear himself, in a 
manner, accused by his son, and without foundation, knew not what to 
think. He could not comprehend how Theodore had escaped; how he 
‘came to be armed, and to encounter Frederic, Still he would not venture 
to ask any questions that might tend to inflame Mantred’s wrath against 
his son. Jerome's silence convinced Manfred that he had contrived Theo- 
dore's release—"And is it thus, thou ungrateful old man,” said the prince, 
addressing himself to the friar, “that thou repayest mine and Hippolita’s 
bounties? And, not content with traversing my heart's nearest wishes, 
thou armest thy bastard, and bringest him into my own castle to insult 
me!" —"My lord,” said Theodore, "you wrong my father: nor he nor I are 
capable of harbouring a thought against your peace. Is it insolence thus to 
surrender myself to your highness’ pleasure?” added he, laying his 
sword respectfully at Mantred's feet, "Behold my bosom; strike, my lord, 
if you suspect that a disloyal thought is lodged there. There is not a 
sentiment engraven on my heart, that does not venerate you and yours,” 
‘The grace and fervour with which Theodore uttered these words, in- 
terested every person present in his favour—Even Manfred was 
touiched—yet still possessed with his resemblance to Alfonso, his admira- 
tion was dashed with secret horror. “Rise,” said he; “thy life is not my 
present purpose. But tell me thy history, and how thou camest connected 
With this old traitor here.’—"My lord,” said Jerome, eagerly—"Peace, 
impostor,” said Manfred; “I will not have him prompted."—"My lord, 

said Theodore, "I want no assistance, My story is very brief. I was carried, 
at five years of age, to Algiers, with my mother, who had been taken by 
corsairs from the coast of Sicily. She died of grief in less than a twelve- 
month.” The tears gushed from Jerome's eyes, on whose countenance a 
thousand anxious passions stood expressed. "Before she died,” continued 
Theodore, "she bound a writing about my arm under my garments, 
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which told me I was the son of the Count Falconara.'—“It is most true,” 
Said Jerome; “I am that wretched father.’—“Again I enjoin thee silence," 
Manfred; “proceed,”—"I remained in slavery," said Theodore, “un- 
til within these two years, when attending on my master in his cruises, 1 
was delivered by a Christian vessel, which overpowered the pirates and 
discovering myself to the captain, he generously put me on shore in 
Sicily_—but alas! instead of finding a father, I learned that hisestate, which 
was situated on the coast, had, during his absence, been laid waste by the 
Rover, who had carried my mother and me into captivity; that his castle 
had been burnt to the ground, and that my father, on his return, had sold 
‘what remained, and was retired into religion in the kingdom of Naples, 
but where no man could inform me. Destitute and friendless, hopeless 
‘almost of attaining the transport of a parent's embrace, } took the first 
opportunity of setting sail for Naples, from whence, within these six days, 
Twandered into this province, still supporting myself by the labour of my 
hands; nor until yestermorn did I believe that heaven had reserved any 
ot for me but peace of mind and contented poverty. This, my lord, is 
‘Theodore’s story. Lam blessed, beyond my hope, in finding a father: Lam 
unfortunate, beyond my desert, in having incurred your highness's dis- 
pleasure.” He ceased. A murmur of approbation gently arose from the 
Audience, “This is not all," said Frederic: “I am bound in honour to add 
what he suppresses. Though he is modest, I must be generous—he is one 
of the bravest youths on Christian ground. He is warm too; and, from the 
short knowledge I have of him, I will pledge myself for his veracity: if 
what he reports of himself were not true, he would not utter it—and for 
me, youth, I honour a frankness which becomes thy birth. But now, and 
thou didst offend me: yet the noble blood, which flows in thy veins, may 
well be allowed to boil out, when it has so recently traced itself to its source. 
Come, my lord,” turning to Manfred, “if 1 can pardon him, surely you 
may. It is not the youth's fault, if you took him for a spectre.” This bitter 
taunt galled the soul of Manfred. “If beings from another world,” replied 
he, haughtily, “have power to impress my mind with awe, itis more than 
living man can do; nor could a stripling’s arm’—"My lord,” interrupted 
Hippolita, “your guest has occasion for repose: shall we not leave him to 
rest?" Saying this, and taking Manfred by the hand, she took leave of 
Fredric, and led the company forth. The prince, not sorry to quit a 
conversation, which recalled to mind the discovery he had made of his 
most secret sensations, suffered himself to be conducted to his own 
apartment, after permitting Theodore, though under engagement to 
return to the castle on the morrow—a condition the young man gladly 
accepted—to retire with his father to the convent. Matilda and Isabella 
were too much occupied with their own reflections, and too little content 
with each other, to wish for farther converse that night, They separated 
each to her chamber, with more expressions of ceremony, and fewer of 
affection, than had passed between them since their childhood, 
_ If they parted with small cordiality, they did but meet with greater 
impatience as soon as the sun was risen. Their minds were in a situation 
that excluded sleep, and each recollected a thousand questions which she 
wished she had put to the other overnight. Matilda reflected that Isabella 
had been twice delivered by Theodore in very critical situations, which 
she could not believe accidental. His eyes, it was true, had been fixed on 
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her in Frederic’s chamber; but that might have been to disguise his 
passion for Isabella from the fathers of both. It were better to clear this 
up. She wished to know the truth, lest she should wrong her friend, by 
entertaining a passion for Isabella's lover. Thus jealousy prompted, and, 
at the same time, borrowed an excuse from friendship to justify its 
curiosity. 
Tibi ae lose resin; ad beter foundation fer her suspicions 
Both Theodore's tongue and eyes had told her his heart was engaged—i 
was true—yet, perhaps, Matilda might notcorrespond to his passion—she 
had ever appeared insensible to love: all her thoughts were set on 
hheaven.—"Why did I dissuade her?" said Isabella to herself: “I am 
wunished for my generosity—but when did they meet? where? It cannot 
: I have deceived myself—perhaps last night was the first time they ever 
beheld each other; it must be some other object that has prepossessed his 
affections; if it is, Tam not so unhappy as I thought; if it is not my friend 
Matilda—how'! can I stoop to wish for the affection of a man, who rudely 
and unnecessarily acquainted me with his indifference! and that, at the 
very moment in which common courtesy demanded at least expressions 
of civility. T will go to my dear Matilda, who will confirm me in this 
becoming pride—man is false—I will advise with her on taking the veil: 
she will rejoice to find me in this disposition; and I will acquaint her that 1 
no longer oppose her inclination for the cloister.” In this frame of mind, 
and determined to open her heart entirely to Matilda, she went to that 
princess's chamber, whom she found already dressed, and leaning pen- 
sively on her arm. This attitude, so correspondent to what she felt herself, 
revived Isabella's suspicions, and destroyed the confidence she had pur- 
posed to place in her friend. They blushed at meeting, and were too much 
novices to disguise their sensations with address. After some unmeaning 
questions and replies, Matilda demanded of Isabella the cause of her 
flight? The latter, who had almost forgotten Manfred’s passion, so entire- 
ly was she occupied by her own, concluding that Matilda referred to her 
last escape from the convent, which had occasioned the events of the 
preceding evening, replied, “Martelli brought word to the convent that 
your mother was dead,” “Oh!” said Matilda, interrupting her, “Bianca has 
explained that mistake to me: on seeing me faint, she cried out, “The 
princess is dead!’ and Martelli, who had come for the usual dole to the 
castle"—"And what made you faint?” said Isabella, indifferent to the 
Test —Marilda blushed, and stammered—"My father—he was sitting in 
judgment on a criminal,"—"What criminal?” said Isabella, eagerly. “A 
‘young man,” said Matilda; “I believe— think it was that young man 
that"—"What, Theodore?” said Isabella. “Yes!” answered she; “I never 
saw him before; I do not know how he had offended my father—but as he 
has been of service to you, 1 am glad my lord has pardoned hitn."— 
*Served me!” replied Isabella, “do you term it serving me, to wound my 
father, and almost occasion his death? Though it is but since yesterday 
that I am blessed with knowing a parent, I hope Matilda does not think 1 
am such a stranger to filial tenderness as not to resent the boldness of that 
audacious youth, and that itis impossible for me ever to feel any affection 
for one who dared to lift his arm against the author of my being. No, 
Matilda, my heart abhors him; and if you still retain the friendship for me 
that you have vowed from your infancy, you will detest a man who has 
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‘been on the point of making me miserable for ever.” Matilda held down 


her head, and replied, “I hope my dearest Isabella does not doubt her 
Matilda's friendship: 1 never beheld that youth until yesterday; he is 
almost a stranger to me: but, as the surgeons have pronounced your 
father out of danger, you ought not to harbour uncharitable resentment 
against 

to you. 


ie, who, | am persuaded, did not know the marquis was related 
‘You plead his cause very pathetically,” said Isabella, "consider 


her. Then, changing the discourse, she asked Matilda what occasioned 
Manfred to take Theodore for a spectre? "Bless me,” said Matilda, "did 
not you observe his extreme resemblance to the portrait of Alfonso in the 

llery? I took notice of it to Bianca even before I saw him in armour; but 
‘ith the helmet on, he is the very image of that picture." "I do not much 
Observe pictures,” said Isabella; “much less have I examined this young 
man so attentively as you seem to have done—ah! Matilda, your heart isin 
danger—but let me warn you asa friend—he has owned to me that heisin 
love; it cannot be with you, for yesterday was the first time you ever 
‘met—was it not?" “Certainly,” replied Matilda; "but why does my dearest 
Isabella conclude from anything I have said, that’—she paused—then 
continuing; “he saw you first, and Iam far from having the vanity to think 
that my litle portion of charms could engage a heart devoted to you— 
may you be happy, Isabella, whatever is the fate of Matildal”—“My lovely 
friend,” said Isabella, whose heart was too honest to resist a kind express- 
ion, “its you that Theodore admires; I saw it; I am persuaded of it; nor 
shall a thought of my own happiness suffer me to interfere with yours. 
‘This frankness drew tears from the gentle Matilda; and jealousy, that, for 
a moment, had raised a coolness between these amiable maidens, soon 
gave way to the natural sincerity and candour of their souls. Each confes 
sed to the other the impression that Theodore had made on her; and thi 
confidence was followed by a struggle of generosity, each insisting on 
yielding her claim to her friend, At length, the dignity of Isabella's virtue 
reminding her of the preference which Theodore had almost declared 
for her rival, made her determine to conquer her passion, and cede the 
beloved object to her friend. 

During this contest of amity, Hippolita entered her daughter's cham- 
ber, "Madam," said she to Isabella, “you have so much tenderness for 
Matilda, and interest yourself so kindly in whatever affects our wretched 
house, that I can have no secrets with my child which are not proper for 
you to hear.” The princesses were all attention and anxiety. "Know then, 
madam,” continued Hippolita, “and you, my dearest Matilda, that, being 
convinced, by all the events of these two last ominous days, that Heaven 
purposes the sceptre of Otranto should pass from Manfred’s hands into 
those of the Marquis Frederic, 1 have been, perhaps, inspired with the 
thought of averting our total destruction by the union of our rival houses. 
With this view I have been proposing to Manfred, my lord, to tender this 
dear, dear child, to Frederic, your father’—"Me to Lord Frederic!" cried 
Matilda good heavens! my gracious mother—and have you named itto 
my father?”—"T have,” said Hippolita; "he listened benigaly to my pro 
shl, and is gone to break itto the marquis, '— Ah! wretched princess” 
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cried Isabella; “what hast thou done! what ruin has thy inadvertent 
goodness been preparing for thyself, for me, and for Matildal”—"Ruin 
meto you and to my child!” said Hippolita, “what can this mean?"— 
“Alas!” said Isabella, “the purity of your own heart prevents your seein 
the depravity of others. Manfred, your lord, that impious man"—"Hold,” 
said Hippolita; “you must not, in my presence, young lady, mention 
Manfred with disrespect; he is my lord and husband, and’—“Will not 
long be so,” said Isabella, “if his wicked purposes can be carried into 
‘execution.”—"This language amazes me!” said Hippolita. “Your feeling, 
Isabella, is warm; but, until this hour, I never knew it betray you into 
intemperance. What deed of Manfred authorises you to treat him as a 
murderer, an assassin?” —"Thou virtuous, and too credulous princess! 
replied Isabella; “it is not thy life he aims at—itis to separate himself from 
thee! to divorce thee! to"—"To divorce me!"—"To divorce my mother 
‘cried Hippolita and Matilda at once, "Yes," said Isabella; “and to complete 
his crime he meditates—I cannot speak it!"—"What can surpass what 
thou hast already uttered!” said Matilda, Hippolita was silent. Grief 
choked her speech; and the recollection of Manfred’s late ambiguous 
discourses confirmed what she heard. “Excellent, dear lady! madam! 
mother!” cried Isabella, flinging herself at Hippolita’s feet in a transport 
of passion; “trust me, believe me, I will die a thousand deaths sooner than 
consent to injure you, than yield to 30 odious—oh!"—"This is too much!" 
cried Hippolita: “What crimes does one crime suggest Rise, dear Isabella; 
T do not doubt your virtue. Oh! Matilda, this stroke is too heavy for thee! 
‘weep not, my child! and not a murmur, I charge thee. Remember, he i 
thy father still!’ —"But you are my mother too,” said Matilda, fervently; 
“and you are virtuous, you are guiltless!—Oh! must not 1, must not 1 
complain?"—“You must not," said Hippolita; "come, all will yet be well 
Manfred, in the agony for the loss of thy brother, knew not what he sai 
perhaps Isabella misunderstood him: his heart is good—and, my chi 
thou knowest not all! There is a destiny hangs over us; the hand of 
Providence is stretched out—Oh! could I but save thee from the wreck!— 


Yes continued she, ina firmer tone; perhaps the sacrifice of myself may 
atone for all—I will go and offer myself to thi 


to this divorce—it boots not what 
becomes of me. I will withdraw into the neighbouring monastery, and 
waste the remainder of life in prayers and tears for my child and—the 
prince!"—"Thou art as much too good for this world,” said Isabella, “as 
Manfred is execrable—but think not, lady, that thy weakness shall deter- 
mine for me, I swear, hear me all ye angels’—"Stop, I adjure thee,” cried 
Hippolita; “remember thou dost not depend on thyself; thou hast a 
father.’—"My father is too pious, too noble,” interrupted Isabella, “to 
command an impious deed. But should he command it; can a father 
enjoin a cursed act? I was contracted to the son, can I wed the father?— 
No, madam, no; force should not drag me to Manfred’s hated bed. 1 
loathe him, I abhor him: divine and human laws forbid—and my friend, 
my dearest Matilda! would I wound her tender soul by injuring her 
adored mother? my own mother—I never have known another."—"Oh! 
she is the mother of bath!” cried Matilda: "Can we, can we, Isabella, adore 
her too much?"—"My lovely children,” said the touched Hippolita, "your 
tenderness overpowers me—but I must not give way to it, It is not ours to 
make election for ourselves: heaven, our fathers, and our husbands, must 
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decide for us. Haye patience until you hear what Manfred and Frederic 
fave determined: Ifthe marquis accepts Matilda's hand, I know she will 
readily obey. Heaven may interpose and prevent the rest—What means 
my child?" continued she, seeing Matilda fall at her feet with a flood of 
speechless tears—"But no; answer me not, my daughter: I must not hear a 
Word aganst the pleasure of thy father.’—"Oh! doubt not my obedience, 
my dreadful obedience to him and to you!” said Matilda. "But can 1, most 
respected of women, can I experience all this tenderness, this world of 
goodness, and conceal a thought from the best of mothers?"—"What art 
thou going to utter?" said Isabella, trembling. “Recollect thyself, Matil- 
da."—"No, Isabella,” said the princess, "I should not deserve this incom- 
parable parent, if the inmost recesses of my soul harboured a thought 
Without her permission—nay, I have offended her; 1 have suffered a 
passion to enter my heart without her avowal—but here I disclaim it; here 
Tvow to heaven and her"—"My child! my child!” said Hippolita, “what 
words are these! what new calamities has fate in store for us! Thou, a 
passion! Thou, in this hour of destruetion!"—"Oh! [see all my guilt!” said 
Matilda. —"l abhor myself, if I cost my mother a pang. She is the dearest 
thing I have on earth—Oh! I will never, never behold him morel"— 
"Isabella!" said Hippolita, “thou art conscious to this unhappy secret: 
whatever it is, speak" —"Whatl” cried Matilda, "have I so forfeited my 
mother’s love, that she will not permit me even to speak my own guilt? oh! 
wretched, wretched Matildal”—"Thou art too cruel,” said Isabella to 
Hippolita: "canst thou behold this anguish of a virtuous mind, and not 
commiserate it?"—"Not pity my child!” said Hippolita, catching Matilda 
in her arms—"Oh! I know she is good, she is all virtue, all tenderness, and 
duty; I do forgive thee, my excellent, my only hope!” The princesses then 
revealed to Hippolita their mutual inclination for Theodore, and the 
purpose of Isabella to resign him to Matilda —Hippolita blamed their 
imprudence, and shewed them the improbability that either father would 
consent to bestow his heiress on so poor a man, though nobly born. Some 
comfort it gave her to find their passion of so recent a date, and that 
‘Theodore had but little cause to suspect itin either: She strictly enjoined 
them to avoid all correspondence with him: This Matilda fervently prom- 
ised; but Isabella, who flattered herself that she meant no more than to 
promotehis union with her friend, could not determine to avoid him; and 
made no reply. “I will go to the convent," said Hippolita, “and order new 
masses to be said for a deliverance from these calamites,"—"Oh! my 
mother,” said Matilda, “you mean to quit us: you mean to take sanctuary, 
and to give my father an opportunity of pursuing his fatal intention. Alas! 
con my knees 1 supplicate you to forbeatwill you leave me a prey to 
Frederic? I will follow you to the convent.” ni 

Hippolita; “I will return instantly.—I will never abandon thee, until I 
know it is the will of heaven, and for thy benefit.’—"Do not deceive me,” 
said Matilda. “I will not marry Frederic until thou commandestit—Alas! 
what will become of me?"—"Why that exclamation?” said Hippolita—"I 
have promised thee to return,"—"Ah! my mother,” replied Matilda, “stay 
and save me from myself. A frown from thee can do more than all my 
father’s severity, I have given away my heart, and you alone can make me 
recalit."—"No more,” said Hippolita; “thou must not relapse, Matildla,"— 
“I can quit Theodore,” said she, “but must I wed another? let me attend 
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thee to the altar, and shut myself from the world for ever." —"Thy fate 
depends on thy father,” said Hippolita; “I have ill bestowed my tender- 
ness, if it has taught thee to revere aught beyond him. Adieu! my child: I 
0 to pray for thee.” 

Hippolita’s real purpose was to demand of Jerome, whether in consci- 
ence she might not consent to the divorce. She had oft urged Manfred to 
resign the principality, which the delicacy of her conscience rendered an 
hourly burden to her, These scruples concurred to make the separation. 
from her husband appear less dreadful to her, than it would have seemed 
in any other situation, 

Jerome, at quitting the castle over-night, had questioned Theodore 
severely why he had accused him to Manfred of being privy to his escape, 
‘Theodore owned it had been with the design to prevent Manfred's 
suspicion from alighting on Matilda; and added, the holiness of Jerome's 
life and character secured him from the tyrant's wrath, Jerome was 
heartily grieved to discover his son's inclination for that princess; and 
leaving him to his rest, promised in the morning to acquaint him with 
important reasons for conquering his passion, Theodore, like Isabella, 
Was too recently acquainted with parental authority, to submit to its 
decisions against the impulse of his heart. He had little curiosity to learn 
the friar’s reasons, and less disposition to obey them. The lovely Matilda 
had made stronger impressions on him than filial affection. All night he 
pleased himself with visions of love; and it was not till late after the 
morning-office, that he recollected the friar’s commands to attend him at 
Alfonso’s tomb. 

“Young man,” said Jerome, when he saw him, “this tardiness does not 
please me, Have a father’s commands already so little weight?” Theodore 
made awkward excuses, and attributed his delay to having overslept 
himself, “And on whom were thy dreams employed?” said the friar, 
sternly. His son blushed, —"Come, come,” resumed the friar, “inconsider- 
ate youth, this must not be; eradicate this guilty passion from thy 
breast.”—“Guilty passion!” cried Theodore, “Can guilt dwell with inno- 
cent beauty and virtuous modesty?"—"Icis sinful,” replied the friar, "to 
cherish those whom heaven has doomed to destruction. A tyrant's race 
must be swept from the earth to the third and fourth generation.”—"Will 
heaven visit the innocent for the crimes of the guilty?" said Theodore, 
“The fair Matilda has virtues enough’—“To undo thee,” interrupted 
Jerome. “Hast thou so soon forgotten that twice the savage Manfred has 
pronounced thy sentence?”—"Nor have I forgotten, sir,” said Theodore, 
“that the charity of his daughter delivered me from his power. I can 
forget injuries, but never benefits.’—"The injuries thou hast received 
from Manfred’s race,” said the friar, “are beyond what thou canst con- 
ceive. Reply not, but view this holy image! Beneath this marble monu- 
ment rest the ashes of the good Alfonso; a prince adorned with every 
virtue! the father of his people! the delight of mankind! kneel, head- 
strong boy, and list, while a father unfolds a tale of horror, that will expel 
every sentiment from thy soul, but sensations of sacred vengeance — 
‘Alfonso! much-injured prince! let thy unsatisfied shade sit awful on the 
troubled air, while these trembling lips—Hal who comes there?"—"The 
most wretched of women!” said Hippolita, entering the choir, “Good 
father, art thou at leisure?—but why this kneeling youth? what means the 
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horror imprinted on each countenance? why at this venerable tomb— 
‘alas! hast thou seen aught?"—"We were pouring forth our orisons to 
heaven," replied the friar, with some confusion, "to putan end tothe woes 
of this deplorable province. Join with us, lady! thy spotless soul may 
obtain an exemption from the judgments which the portents of these days 
‘but too speakingly denounce against thy house.’ —"I pray fervently to 
heaven to divert them," said the pious princess. "Thou knowest it has 
been the occupation of my life to wrest a blessing for my lord and my 
harmless children—One, alas! is taken from me! would heaven but hear 
me for my poor Matilda! Father! intercede for her!"—"Every heart will 
bless her,” cried Theodore, with rapture, "Be dumb, rash youth!” said 
‘Jerome. “And thou, fond princess, contend not with the powers above! 
the Lord giveth, and the Lord taketh away: bless his holy name, and 
submit to his decrees.'—"I do most devoutly,” said Hippolita: “but will he 
not spare my only comfort? must Matilda perish too? Ah! father, 1 
came-—but dismiss thy son. No ear but thine must hear what I have to 
utter.’ —"May heaven grant thy every wish, most excellent princess!" said 
‘Theodore, retiring. Jerome frowned. 

Hippolita then acquainted the friar with the proposal she had sug- 
gested to Manfred, his approbation of it, and the tender of Matilda that he 
Was gone to make to Frederic. Jerome could not conceal his dislike of the 
motion, which he covered under the pretence of the improbability that 
Frederic, the nearest of blood to Alfonso, and who was come to claim his 
succession, would yield to an alliance with the usurper of his right. But 
nothing could equal the perplexity of the friar, when Hippolita confessed 
her readiness not to oppose the separation, and demanded his opinion on 
the legality of her acquiescence. The friar catched eagerly at her request 
of his advice, and, without explaining his aversion to the proposed mar- 
riage of Manfred and Isabella, he painted to Hippolita, in the most 
alarming colours, the sinfulness of her consent, denounced judgments 
against her if she complied, and enjoined her, in the severest terms, to 
treat any such proposition with every mark of indignation and refusal. 

Manfred, in the mean time, had broken his purpose to Frederic, and 
proposed the double marriage. That weak prince, who had been struck 
with the charms of Matilda, listened but too eagerly to the offer. He forgot 
his enmity to Manfred, whom he saw but little hope of dispossessing by 
force; and flattering himself that no issue might succeed from the union 
of his daughter with the tyrant, he looked upon his own succession to the 
principality as facilitated by wedding Matilda. He made faint opposition 
tothe proposal; affecting, for form only, not to acquiesce unless Hippolita 
should consent to the divorce.—Mantred took that upon himself. Trans- 
ported with his success, and impatient to see himself in a situation to 
expect sons, he hastened to his wife's apartment, determined to extort her 
compliance. He learned with indignation that she was absent at the 
Convent His guilt suggested ro him that she had probably been informed 
by Isabella of his purpose. He doubted whether her retirement to the 
convent did not import an intention of remaining there, until she could 
raise obstacles to their divorce; and the suspicions he had already enter- 
tained of Jerome, made him apprehend that the friar would not only 
traverse his views, but might have inspired Hippolita with the resolution 
of taking sanctuary. Impatient to unravel this clue, and to defeat its 
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success, Manfred hastened to the convent, and arrived there as the friar 
was earnestly exhorting the princess never to yield to the divorce. 

“Madam,” said Manfred, “what business drew you hither? why did you 
not await my return from the marquis?”—"I came to implore a blessing on 
your councils,” replied Hippolita. "My councils do not need a friar's 
intervention:” said Manfred—“and of all men living is that hoary traitor 
the only one whoù you delight to confer with?"—"Profane prince!” said 
Jerome; "is it at the altar that thou chogsest to insult the servants of the 
‘altar?—but, Manfred, thy impious schemes are known. Heaven and this 
virtuous lady know them—nay, frown not, prince, The church despises 
thy menaces: Her thunders will be heard above thy wrath. Dare to pro- 
ceed in thy curst purpose of a divorce, until her sentence be known, and 
here I lance her anathema at thy head.”—"Audacious rebel!” said Man- 
fred, endeavouring to conceal the awe with which the friar’s words in- 
spired him; “dost thou presume to threaten thy lawful prince?’—"Thou 
art no lawful prince,” said Jerome; “thou art no prince—go, discuss thy 
claim with Frederic: and when that is done’ replied Man- 
fred; “Frederic accepts Matilda’s hand, and is content to wave his claim, 
unless I have no male issue"—as he spoke those words, three drops of 
blood fell from the nose of Alfonso’s statue. Manfred turned pale, and the 

rincess sunk on her knees, “Behold!” said the friar; "mark this miracu- 
lous indication that the blood of Alfonso will never mix with that of 
Manfred!"—"My gracious lord,” said Hippolita, “let us submit ourselves 
to heaven. —Think not thy ever obedient wife rebels against thy authority. 
T have no will butthat of my lord and the church. To that revered tribunal 
et us appeal. It does not depend on us to burst the bonds that unite us. If 
the church shall approve the dissolution of our marriage, be itso—I have 
‘but few years, and those of sorrow, to pass. Where can they be worn away 
so well as at the foot of this altar, in prayers for thine and Matilda's 
safety?"—"But thou shalt not remain here until then," said Manfred. 
“Repair with me to the castle, and there 1 will advise on the proper 
measures for a divorce; bur this meddling friar comes not thither: my 
hospitable roof shall never more harbour a traitor—and for thy rever- 
‘ence’s offspring,” continued he, "I banish him from my dominions. He, I 
ween, is no sacred personage, nor under the protection of the church, 
Whoever weds Isabella, it shall not be Father Falconara’s started-up 
son.”—"They start up,” said the friar, "who are suddenly beheld in the 
seat of lawful princes; but they wither away like the grass, and their place 
knows them no more.” Manfred casting a look of scorn at the friar, led 
Hippolita forth; but, at the door of the church, whispered one of his 
attendants to remain concealed about the convent, and bring him instant 
notice, if any one from the castle should repair thither. 
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CHAPTER FIVE 


Every reflection which Manfred made on the friar's behaviour, conspired 
to persuade him that Jerome was privy to an amour between Isabella and 
‘Theodore. But Jerome's new presumption, so dissonant from his former 
meekness, suggested still deeper apprehensions. The is 
pected that the friar depended on some secret support from Frederic, 
whose arrival coinciding with the novel appearance of Theodore, seemed 
to bespeak a correspondence. Still more was he troubled with the resembl- 
ance of Theodore to Alfonso’s portrait. The latter he knew had ungues- 
tionably died without issue. Frederic had consented to bestow Isabella on 
him.—These contradictions agitated his mind with numberless pangs. He 
saw but two methods of extricating himself from his difficulties. The one 
was to resign his dominions to the marquis—pride, ambition, and his 
reliance on ancient prophecies, which had pointed out a possibility of 
preserving them to his posterity, combated that thought. The other was to 
press his marriage with Isabella, After long ruminating on these anxious 
thoughts, as he marched silently with Hippolita to the castle, he at last 
discoursed with that princess on the subject of his disquiet, and used every 
insinuating and plausible argument to extract her consent to, even her 
romise of promoting the divorce. Hippolita needed little persuasion to 
Eend her to his pleasure. She endeavoured to win him over tothe measure 
of resigning his dominions; but, finding her exhortations fruitless, she 
assured him, that, as far as her conscience would allow, she would raise no 
‘opposition to a separation, though, without better-founded scruples than 
what he yet alleged, she would not engage to be active in demanding it. 

This compliance, though inadequate, was sufficient to raise Manfred’s 
hopes. He trusted that his power and wealth would easily advance his suit 
at the court of Rome, whither he resolved to engage Frederic to take a 
journey on purpose. That prince had discovered so much passion for 
Matilda, that Manfred hoped to obtain all he wished, by holding out or 
withdrawing his daughter's charms, according as the marquis should 
appear more or less disposed to co-operate in his Views. Even the absence 
of Frederic would be a material point gained, until he could take farther 
measures for his security. 

Dismissing Hippolita to her apartment he repaired to that of the 
‘marquis, but crossing the great hall, through which he was to pass, he met 
Bianca. That damsel he knew was in the confidence of bath the young 
ladies. It immediately occurred to him to sift her on the subject of Isabella 
and Theodore. Calling her aside into the recess of the oriel window ofthe 
hall, and soothing her with many fair words and promises, he demanded 
of her, whether she knew aught of the state of Isabella's affections. “I! my 
lord! no, my lord—yes, my lord—poor lady! she is wonderfully alarmed 
about her father's wounds; but 1 tell her he will do well, don't your 
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jess think so?"—"I do not ask you,” replied Manfred, “what she 
thinks about her father: but you are in her secrets: come, be a good girl, 
and tell me; is there any young man—ha! you understand me. —"Lord 
bless me! understand your highness? no, not I: T told her a few vulnerary 
herbs and repose.’—"I am not talking,” replied the prince, impatiently, 
“about her father: I know he will do well."—"Bless me, I rejoice to hear 
ov highness say s0; for though I thought it right not to let my young 
lady despond, methought his greatness had a wan look, and a some- 
thing—I remember when young Ferdinand was wounded by the Vene- 
tian"—"Thou answerest from the point,” interrupted Manfred; “but 
here, take this jewel; perhaps that may fix thy attention—nay, no re» 
‘erences; my favour shall not stop here—come, tell me truly; how stands 
Isabella's heart2"—"Well! your highness has such a way!" said Bianca, “to 
be sure—but can your highness keep a secret?—if it should ever come out 
of your lips’—"It shall not, it shall not,” cried Manfred. “Nay, but swear, 
your highness:—by my halidame, if it should ever be known that I said 
itl—Why, truth is truth, 1 do not think my Lady Isabella ever much 
affectioned my young lord, your son—yet he was a sweet youth as one 
should see—I am sure, if T had been a princess—but bless me! I must 
attend my Lady Matilda; she will marvel what is become of me,’—"Stay,” 
cried Manfred; “thou hast not satisfied my question, Hast thou ever 
carried any message, any letter?”—"I! good gracious!” cried Bianca; "I 
carry a letter? 1 would not, to be a queen. I hope your highness thinks, 
though 1 am poor, I am honest;—did your highness never hear what 
Count Marsigli offered me, when he came a wooing to my Lady Matil- 
da?"—"T have not leisure,” said Manfred, “to listen to thy tales. I do not 
question thy honesty; but it is thy duty to conceal nothing from me, How 
long has Isabella been acquainted with Theodore?”—"Nay, there is no- 
thing can escape your highness!” said Bianca—“not that I know anything 
of the matter—Theodore, to be sure, is a proper young man, and, as my 
Lady Matilda says, the very image of good Alfonso: has not your highness 
remarked it?"—"Yes, yes—No—thou torturest me,” said Manfred, 
“Where did they meet?—when?"—"Who! my Lady Matilda?” said Bianca. 
“No, no, riot Matilda: Isabella. When did Isabella first become acquainted 
with this Theodore?"—"Virgin Mary!” said Bianca, “how should T 
know?"—"Thou dost know,” said Manfred, “and T must knows I will."— 
“Lord! your highness is not jealous of young Theodore!” said Bianca. 
“Jealous! no, no: why should I be jealous?—perhaps I mean to unite 
them. If were sure Isabella would have no repugnance”—"Repugnancel 
no, I'l warrant her,” said Bianca: “he is as comely a youth as ever trod on 
Christian ground, We are all in love with him; there is not a soul in the 
castle but would be rejoiced to have him for our prince—I mean, when it 
‘shall please Heaven to call your highness to itself.’ "Indeed!" said Man- 
fred; “has it gone so far! oh! this cursed friar!—but I must not lose 
time:—go, Bianca, attend Isabella; but, I charge thee, not a word of what 
has passed. Find out how she is affected towards Theodore: bring me 
good news, and that ring hasa companion, Wait at the foot of the winding 
Staircase: I am going to visit the marquis, and will talk farther with thee at 
my return.” $ $ 

Manfred, after some general conversation, desired Frederic to dismiss 
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the two knights, his companions, having to talk with him on urgent 
affairs. As soon as they were alone, he began, in artful guise, to sound the 
‘marquis on the subject of Matilda; and, finding him disposed to his wish, 
he let drop hints on the difficulties that would attend the celebration of 
their marrige, unless—at that instant Bianca burst into the room, with a 
wildness in her look and gestures that spoke the utmost terror. “Oh! my 
lord, my lord!” cried she, “we are all undone! it is come again! it is come 
again!" —"What is come again?” cried Manfred, amazed. “Oh! the hand! 
the giant! the hand!—support me! I am terrified out of my senses,” cried 
Bianca, “I will not sleep in the castle to-night. Where shall I go?—my 
things may come after me to-morrow —would I had been content to wed 
Franciscol—this comes of ambition!” —"What has terrified thee thus, 
young woman?" said the marquis; “thou are safe here; he not alarme 
"Oh! your greatness is wonderfully good,” said Bianca, “but I dare not— 
no, pray let me go—I had rather leave everything behind me, than stay 
another hour under this roof.’—"Go to—thou hast lost thy senses,” said 


Manfred. “Interrupt us not; we were communing on important matters. 
My lord, this wench is subject to fits. Come with me, Bianca.’—"Oh! the 
saints! no,” said Bianca; “for certain it comes to warn your highness: why 


Should it appear to me else? 1 say my prayers morning and evening—oh! 
if your highness had believed Diegol'tis the same hand that he saw the 
foot to in the gallery-chamber—Father Jerome has often told us the 
prophecy would be out one of these days. ‘Bianca,’ said he, ‘mark my 
words"—"Thou ravest,” said Manfred, in a rage; “be gone, and keep 
these fooleries to frighten thy companions.”—"What! my lord,” cried 
Bianca, “do you think I have seen nothing? go to the foot of the great 
stairs yourself—as 1 live, I saw it"—"Saw what? tell us, fair maid, what 
thou hast seen,” said Frederic. "Can your highness listen,” said Manfred, 
“to the delirium of silly wench, who has heard stories of apparitions until 
she believes them?"—"This is more than fancy,” said the marquis; “her 
terror is 100 natural, and too strongly impressed, to be the work of 
imagination, Tell us, fair maiden, what it is has moved thee thus."—"Yes, 
my lord; thank your greatness,” said Bianca; “I believe I look very pale; I 
shall be better when 1 have recovered myself. I was going to my Lady 
Isabella's chamber, by his highness's order’—"We do not want the cir- 
cumstances,” interrupted Manfred: “since his highness will have it so, 
proceed; but be brief.’—“Lord! your highness thwarts one so!” replied 
Bianca: "I fear my hait—Iam sure I never in my life—welll as I was telling 
‘your greatness, I was going, by his highness's order, to my Lady Isabella's 
chamber: she lies in the watchet-coloured chamber, on the right hand, 
one pair of stairs: so when I came to the great stairs, 1 was looking on his 
ighness's present here"—"Grant me patience,” said Manfred: “will thi 
‘wench never come to the point? what importsit to the marquis, that I gave 
thee a bauble for thy faithful attendance on my daughter? we want to 
know what thou sawest.’—"l was going to tell your highness,” said Bianca, 
“if you would permit me—So as I was rubbing the ring—I am sure I had 
not gone up three steps, but I heard the rattling of armour; for all the 
world such a clatter, as Diego says he heard when the giant turned him 
about in the gallery-chamber,"—"What does she mean, my lord!” said the 
marquis: “is your castle haunted by giants and goblins?” “Lord! what, has 
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not your greatness heard the story of the giant in the gallery-chamber?" 
Cried Bianca, "I marvel his highness has not told you-—sayhap you do not 
know there is a prophecy’—"This trifling is intolerable,” interrupted 
Manfred. “Let us dismiss this silly wench, my lord! we have more impor- 
tant affairs to discuss” =—“By your favour," said Frederic, “these are no 
trifles: the enormous sabre I was directed to in the wood, yon casque, its 
E E RAAS of RCON anaiden'y DAOS CISS Nea 
thinks, may it please your greatness,” said Bianca. "He says this moon will 
E Ook a E Aei nE Soe tangs retein Far y parell 
should not be surprised if it was to happen to-morrow; for, as I was saying, 
when I heard the clattering of armour, I was all in a cold sweat—I looked 
up. and if your greatness will believe me, I saw upon the uppermost 
bannister of the great stairs a hand in armour as big, as big—I thought 1 
E Uneven cioneca antl T 
tere el out ofthis caste! My Lacy Marla told me but yeter-mocming 
that her highness Hippolita knows something”—"Thou art an insolent!* 
cried Manfred:—"Lord Marquis, it much misgives me that this scene is 
concerted to affront me. Are my own domestics suborned to spread tales 
injurious to my honour? Pursue your claim by manly daring; or let us 
bury our feuds, as was proposed, by the intermarriage of our children: 

but trust me, it ill becomes a prince of your bearing to practise on 
mercenary wenches."—"I scorn your imputation,” said Frederic; “until 
Peis Wo Arete eyes on this damsel have given her no Jewell xy 
lord, my lord, your conscience, your guilt accuses you, and you would 
throw the suspicion on me—but keep your daughter, and think no more 
of Isabella: the judgments already fallen on your house forbid me match- 
ing into it.” 

Manfred, alarmed at the resolute tone in which Frederic delivered 
these words, endeavoured to pacify him. Dismissing Bianca, he made 
such submissions to the marquis, and threw in such artful encomiums on 
Marla tha Frederic was once more staggered. However, as his pasion 
yar ofsovecenta date Wcould nou atonee surmount the scruples be iad 
conceived. He had gathered enough from Bianca's discourse to persuade 
him that Heaven declared itself against Manfred. The proposed mar- 
riages too removed his claim to a distance; and the principality of Otranto 
dar sconge:tenpuation than she contngent reveroof ie yith Mane 
da. Still he would not absolutely recede from his engagements; but pur- 
posing to gain time, he demanded of Manfred if it was true in fact that 
Hippolita consented to the divorce. The prince, transported to find no 
other obstacle, and depending on his influence over his wife, assured the 
marquis it was so, and that he might satisfy himself of the truth from her 
Sen oth 

ths they were thus discoursing, word was brought that the banquet was 
prepared. Manfred conducted Frederic tothe great hall, where they were 
Teceived by Hippolita and the young princesses. Manfred placed the 
marquis next to Matilda, and seated himself between his wife and Isabella. 
Hippolita comported herself with an easy gravity; but the young ladies 
were silent and melancholy. Manfred, who was determined to pursue his 

t with the marquis in the remainder of the evening, pushed on the 
Feast until it waxed late; affecting unrestrained gaiety, and plying 
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Frederic with repeated goblets of wine. The latter, more upon his guard 
than Manfred wished, declined his frequent challenges, on pretence of 
his late loss of blood; while the prince, to raise his own disordered spirits, 
and to counterfeit unconcern, indulged himself in plentiful draughts, 
though not to the intoxication of his senses. 

“The evening being far advanced, the banquet concluded. Manfred 
would have withdrawn with Frederic; but the latter pleading weakness, 
and want of repose, retired to his chamber, gallantly telling the prince, 
that his daughter should amuse his highness until himself could attend 
him. Manfred accepted the party, and, to the no small grief of Isabella, 
accompanied her to her apartment. Matilda waited on her mother to 
enjoy the freshness of the evening on the ramparts of the castle, 

‘Soon as the company were dispersed their several ways, Frederic, 
quitting his chamber, inquired if Hippolita was alone, and was told by one 
of her attendants, who had not noticed her going forth, that, at that hour, 
she generally withdrew to her oratory, where he probably would find her. 
The marquis, during the repast, had beheld Matilda with increase of 
passion, He now wished to find Hippolita in the disposition her lord had 
promised, The portents that had alarmed him were forgotten in his 
desires. Stealing softly and unobserved to the apartment of Hippolita, he 
entered it with a resolution to encourage her acquiescence to the divorce, 
having perceived that Manfred was resolved to make the possession of 
Isabella an unalterable condition, before he would grant Matilda to his 
wishes. 

“The marquis was not surprised at the silence that reigned in the prin- 
cess’s apartment, Concluding her, as he had been advertised, in her 
oratory, he passed on. The door was ajar; the evening gloomy and 
‘overcast, Pushing open the door gently, he saw a person kneeling before 
the altar, As he approached nearer, it seemed not a woman, but one ina 
Jong woollen weed, whose back was towards him. The person seemed 
absorbed in prayer, The marquis was about to return, when the figure, 
Tising, stood some moments fixed in meditation, without regarding him, 
‘The marquis, expecting the holy person to come forth, and meaning to 
excuse his uncivil interruption, said, "Reverend father, I sought the Lady 
Hippolita."—“Hippolita!” replied a hollow voice, “camest thou to this 
castle to seek Hippolita?" and then the figure, turning slowly round, 
discoverd to Frederic the fleshless jaws and empty sockets of a skeleton, 
wrapt in a hermit’s cowl. “Angels of grace, protect me!” cried Frederic, 
recoiling. "Deserve their protection!” said the spectre. Frederic, falling on 
his knees, adjured the phantom to take pity on him. “Dost thou not 
remember me?” said the apparition: “Remember the wood of Joppal”— 
“Art thou that holy hermit?” cried Frederic, trembling: “Can i do aught 
for thy eternal peace?”—"Wast thou delivered from bondage,” said the 
spectre, “to pursue carnal delights?—Hast thou forgotten the buried 
sabre, and the behest of heaven engraven on it?"—"I have not, I have 
not,” said Frederic; “but say, blest spirit, what is thy errand to me?—what 
remains to be done?”—"To forget Matilda!" said the apparition—and 
vanished, 

Frederic’s blood froze in his veins. For some minutes he remained 
motionless. Then, falling prostrate on his face before the altar, he be- 
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sought the intercession of every saint for pardon. A flood of tears suc- 
ceeded to this transport; and the image of the beauteous Matilda, 
rushing, in spite of him, on his thoughts, he lay on the ground in a conflict 
of penitence and passion. Ere he could recover from this agony of his 
spirits, the Princess Hippolita, with a taper in her hand, entered the 
oratory alone. Seeing a man, without motion, on the floor, she gave a 
shriek, concluding him dead. Her fright brought Frederic to himself. 
Rising suddenly, his face bedewed with tears, he would have rushed from 
her presence; but Hippolita. stopping him, conjured him, in the most 
plaintive accents, to explain the cause of his disorder, and by whatstrange 
chance she had found him there in that posture. “Ah! virtuous princess,” 
said the marquis, penetrated with grief—and stopped. “For the love of 
Heaven, my lord,” said Hippolita, “disclose the cause of this transport! 
what mean these doleful sounds, this alarming exclamation on my name? 
What woes has Heaven still in store for the wretched Hippolita2—Yet 
silent!—By every pitying angel, I adjure thee, noble prince,” continued 
she, falling at his feet, “to disclose the purport of what lies at thy heart—1 
see thou feelest for me; thou feelest the sharp pangs that thou inflictest— 
speak, for pity!—does aught thou knowest concern my child?”—"I cannot 
speak,” cried Frederic, bursting from her—"Oh! Matilda!” 

‘Quitting the princess thus abruptly, he hastened to his own apartment. 
At the door of it he was accosted by Manfred, who, flushed by wine and 
love, had come to seek him, and to propose to waste some hours of the 
night in music and revelling. Frederic, offended at an invitation so dis- 
sonant from the mood of his soul, pushed him rudely aside, and, entering 
his chamber, flung the door intemperately against Manfred, and bolted it 
inwards. The haughty prince, enraged at this unaccountable behaviour, 
withdrew in a frame of mind capable of the most fatal excesses. As he 
crossed the court, he was met by the domestic whom he had planted at the 
convent, as a spy on Jerome and Theodore, This man, almost breathless 
‘with the haste he had made, informed his lord, that ‘Theodore and some 
lady from the castle, were, at that instance, in private conference at the 
tomb of Alfonso, in St. Nicholas's church, He had dogged Theodore 
thither, but the gloominess of the night had prevented his discovering 
who the woman was. 

‘Manfred, whose spirits were inflamed, and whom Isabella had driven 
from her on his urging his passion with too little reserve, did not doubt 
but the inquietude she had expressed had been occasioned by her impati- 
ence to meet Theodore, Provoked by this conjecture, and enraged at her 
father, he hastened secretly to the great church. Gliding softly between 
the aisles, and guided by an imperfect gleam of moonshine that shone 
faintly through the illuminated windows, he stole towards the tomb of 
‘Alfonso, to which he was directed by indistinct whispers of the persons he 
sought—The first sounds he could distinguish were—"Does it, alas! 
depend on me? Manfred will never permit our union.’—"No, this shall 
prevent it!” cried the tyrant, drawing his dagger, and plunging it over her 
Shoulder into the bosom of the person that spoke—"Ah, me! Í am slain!” 
cried Matilda, sinking; "good Heaven, receive my soull”—"Savage, inhu- 
man monster! what hast thou done?” cried Theodore, rushing on him, 
and wrenching his dagger from him—"Stop, stop thy impious hand!” 
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cried Matilda: “itis my father!” Manfred, waking as from a trance, beat his 
breast, twisted his hands in his locks, and endeavoured to recover his 
dagger from Theodore, to dispatch himself. Theodore, scarce less dis- 
tracted, and only mastering the transports of his grief to assist Matilda, 
had now, by his cries, drawn some of the monks to his aid. While part of 
them endeavoured, in concert with the afflicted Theodore, to stop the 
blood of the dying princess, the rest prevented Manfred from laying 
violent hands on himself. 

“Matilda, resigning herself patiently to her fate, acknowledged, with 
looks of grateful love, the zeal of Theodore. Yet, oft as her faintness 
would permit her speech its way, she begged the assistants to comfort her 
father. Jerome, by this time, had learnt the fatal news, and reached the 
church: His looks seemed to reproach Theodore: but, turning to Man- 
fred, he said, “Now, tyrant! behold the completion of woe fulfilled on thy 
impious and devoted head! The blood of Alfonso cried to Heaven for 
vengeance, and Heaven has permitted its altar to be polluted by assassina- 
tion, that thou mightest shed thy own blood at the foot of that prince's 
sepulchre!—"Cruel man!” cried Matilda, wvate the woes of a 
parent! may Heaven bless my father, and forgive him as I do! Mylord, my 
gracious sire, dost thousforgive thy child? Indeed, I came not hither to 
meet Theodore! I found him praying at this tomb, whither my mother 
sent me to intercede for thee, for her—dearest father, bless your child, 
and say you forgive her."—"Forgive thee! murderous monster!” cried 
Manfred—'can assassins forgive! I took thee for Isabella; but Heaven 
directed my bloody hand to the heart of my child—oh! Matilda—I cannot 
utter it—canst thou forgive the blindness of my rage?” —"I can, I do! and 
may Heaven confirm it!” said Matilda—but, while 1 have life to ask 
it—Oh! my mother! what will she feel!—will you comfort her, my lord; 
will you not put her away? indeed she loves you—oh! I am faint! bear me 
to the castle—can I live to have her close my eyes?” 

‘Theodore and the monks besotight her earnestly to suffer herself to be 
borne into the convent; but her instances were so pressing to be carried to 
the castle, that, placing her on a litter, they conveyed her thither as she 
requested; Theodore supporting her head with his arm, and hanging 
over her in an agony of despairing love, still endeavoured to inspire her 
with hopes of life. Jerome, on the other side, comforted her with dis 
courses of Heaven, and, holding a crucifix before her, which she bathed 
with innocent tears, prepared her for her passage to immortality. Man- 
fred, plunged in the deepest affliction, followed the litter in despair. 

Ere they reached the castle, Hippolita, informed of the dreadful catas- 
trophe, had flown to meet her murdered child: but when she saw the 
afflicted procession, the mightiness of her grief deprived her of her 
Senses, and she fell lifeless to the earth in a swoon. Isabella and Frederic, 
who attended her, were overwhelmed in almost equal sorrow. Matilda 
alone seemed insensible to her own situation: every thought was lost in 
tenderness for her mother. Ordering the litter to stop, as soon as Hi 
ta was brought to herself, she asked for her father. He approache 
unable to speak. Matilda, seizing his hand and her mother’s, locked them 
in her own, and then clasped them to her heart. Manfred could not 
support this act of pathetic piety, He dashed himself on the ground, and. 
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cursed the day he was born. Isabella, apprehensive that these struggles of 
passion were more than Matilda could support, took upon herself to 
order Manfred to be borne to his apartment, while she caused Matilda to 
be conveyed tothe nearest chamber. Hippolita, scarce more alive than her 
daughter, was regardless of everything but her: but when the tender 
Isabella's care would have likewise removed her, while the surgeons 
examined Matilda's wound, she cried, “Remove me! never! never! I lived 
but in her, and will expire with her.” Matilda raised her eyes, at her 
mother's voice, but closed them again without speaking. Her sinking 
pulse, and the damp coldness of her hand, soon dispelled all hopes of 
recovery, Theodore followed the surgeons into the outer chamber, and 
heard them pronounce the fatal sentence, with a transport equal to 
frenzy—"Since she cannot live mine,” cried he, “at least she shall be mine 
in death! Father! Jerome! will you not join our hands!” cried he to the 
friar, who, with the marquis, had accompanied the surgeons. “What 
means thy distracted rashness?” said Jerome: “Is this an hour for mar- 
riage?"—"Itis, itis,” cried Theodore; “alas! there is no other!"—"Young 
man, thou art too unadvised,” said Frederic:—"Dost thou think we are to 
listen to thy fond transports in this hour of fate?—what pretensions hast 
thou to the princess?"—"Those of a prince,” said Theodore—“of the 
sovereign of Otranto. This reverend man, my father, has informed me 
who I am."—*Thou ravest,” said the marquis: "there is no Prince of 
Otranto but myself, now Manfred, by murder, by sacrilegious murder, 
has forfeited all pretensions."—"My lord,” said Jerome, assuming an ait 
‘of command, “he tells you true, It was not my purpose the secret should. 
have been divulged so soon; but fate presses onward to its work. What his 
hot-headed passion has revealed, my tongue confirms. Know, prince, that 
When Alfonso set sail for the Holy Land”—"Is this a season for explana- 
tions?" cried Theodore:—“Father, come and unite me to the princess; she 
shall be mine—in every other thing I will dutifully obey you. My life, my 
adored Matilda!" continued Theodore, rushing back into the inner cham- 
ber, “will you not be mine? will you not bless your—Isabella made signsto 
him to be silent, apprehending the princess was near her end. “What! is 
she dead?” cried Theodore: “is it possible!"—The violence of his exclama- 
tions brought Matilda to herself. Lifting up her eyes, she looked round 
for her mother—"Life of my soul! I am here,” cried Hippolita; "think not 
T will quit thee!"—*Oh! you are too good,” said Matilda—"but weep not 
for me, my mother! I am going where sorrow never dwells—Isabella, 
thou hast loved me; wo't thou not supply my fondness to this dear, dear 
‘woman?—indeed I am faint!"—"Oh! my child! my child!" said Hippolita, 
in a flood of tears; "can I not withhold thee ammnent?"—"Itwill not be,” 
said Matilda—“commend me to Heaven:—where is my father?—forgive 
him, dearest mother—forgive him my death; it was an error—Oh! I had 
forgotien—dearest mother, 1 vowed never to see Theodore more— 
perhaps that has drawn down this calamity—but it was not intentional— 
fan you pardon me?"—"Oh! wound not my agonizing soul!” said Hippo- 
lita; “thou never could’st offend me—Alas! she faints! help! help! —1 
‘would say something more,” said Matilda, struggling; “but it wonnot 
be—Isabella—Theodore—for my sake—Oh!"—she expired. Isabella and 
her women tore Hippolita from the corse; but Theodore threatened 


~ 


a HORACE WALPOLE ! 


destruction to all who attempted to remove him from it. He printed a 
thousand kisses on her clay-cold hands, and uttered every expression that 
despairing love could dictate, a 

Isabella, in the mean time, was accompanying the afflicted Hippolita to 
her apartment; but, in the middle of the court, they were met by Manfred, 
who, distracted with his own thoughts, and anxious once more to behold 
his daughter, was advancing to the chamber where she lay. As the moon 
was now at its height, he read in the countenances of this unhappy 
company, the event he dreaded. “What? is she dead?” cried he, in wild 
Confusion—a clap of thunder, at that instant, shook the castle to its 
foundations; the earth rocked, and the clank of more than mortal armour 
was heard behind. Frederic and Jerome thought the last day was at hand. 
‘The latter, forcing Theodore along with them, rushed into the court, The 
moment Theodore appeared, the walls of the castle behind Manfred were 
thrown down with a mighty force, and the form of Alfonso, dilated to an 
immense magnitude, appeared in the centre of the ruins. “Behold in 
‘Theodore the true heir of Alfonso!” said the vision: and having pro- 
nounced these words, accompanied by a clap of thunder, it ascended 
solemnly towards Heaven, where, the clouds parting asunder, the form of 
St. Nicholas was seen,sand, receiving Alfonso’s shade, they were soon 
Wrapt from mortal eyes in a blaze of glory. 

‘The behelders fell prostrate on their faces, acknowledging the divine 
will, The first that broke silence was Hippolita. "My lord,” said she, to the 
desponding Manfred, “behold the vanity of human greatness! Conrad is 
gone! Matilda is no more! in Theodore we view the true Prince of 
Otranto. By what miracle he isso, I know not—suffice itto us, our doom is 
pronounced! shall we not—can we do other than dedicate the few de- 

lorable hours we have to live, in deprecating the farther wrath of 

wen? Heaven ejects us—whither can we fly, but to yon holy cells that 
yet offer us a retreat?"—"Thou guiltless, but unhappy woman! unhappy 
by my crimes!” replied Manfred, “my heart, at last, is open to thy devout 
admonitions, Oh! could—but it cannot be—ye are lost in wonder—let me 
at last do justice on myself! To heap shame on my own head is all the 
satisfaction I have left to offer to offended Heaven. My story has drawn 
down these judgrhents: let my confession atone—but ah! what can atone 
for usurpation, and a murdered child! a child murdered in a consecrated. 
place!—List, sirs, and may this bloody record be a warning to future 
tyrants 

“Alfonso, ye all know, died in the Holy Land—ye would interrupt me; 
ye would say he came not fairly to his end—it is most true—why else this 
bitter cup which Manfred must drink to the dregs? Ricardo, my grand- 
father, was his chamberlain—I would draw a veil over my ancestor's 
crimes—but it isin vain! Alfonso died by poison. A fictitious will declared 
Ricardo his heir, His crimes pursued him—yet he lost no Conrad, no 
Matilda! 1 pay the price of usurpation for all! A storm overtook him. 
Haunted by his guilt, he vowed to St, Nicholas to found a church and two 
convents, if he lived to reach Otranto. The sacrifice was accepted: the 
saint appeared to him in a dream, and promised that Ricardo’s posterity 
should reign in Otranto, until the rightful owner should be grown too 
large to inhabit the castle, and as long as issue male from Ricardo’ loins 
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should remain to enjoy it—Alas! alas! nor male nor female, except myself, 
remains of all his wretched race!—I have done—the woes of these three 
days speak the rest. How this young man can be Alfonso's heir, I know 
‘not—yet I do not doubt it, His are these dominions; I resign them—yet I 
knew not Alfonso had an heir—I question not the will of Heaven— 
poverty and prayer must fill up the woeful space until Manfred shall be 
summoned to Ricardo.” 

“What remains, is my part to declare,” said Jerome. “When Alfonso set 
sail for the Holy Land, he was driven by a storm on the coast of Sicily. The 
‘other vessel, which bore Ricardo and his train, as your lordship must have 
heard, was separated from him."—"It is most true,” said Manfred; “and 
the title you give me is more than an outcast can claim—welll be it 
so—proceed.” Jerome blushed, and continued. “For three months, Lord 
Alfonso was wind-bound in Sicily. There he became enamoured of a fair 
virgin, named Victoria. He was too pious to tempt her to forbidden 
pleasures, They were married —Yet, deeming this amour incongruous 
‘with the holy vow of arms by which he was bound, he determined to 
conceal their nuptials, until his return from the Crusade, when he pur- 
posed to seek and acknowledge her for his lawful wife. He left her 

regnant, During his absence, she was delivered of a daughter: but scarce 

d she felt a mother's pangs, ere she heard the fatal rumour of her lord's 
death, and the succession of Ricardo. What could a friendless, helpless 
woman do? Would her testimony avail?—yet, my lord, I have an authentic 
writing"—“It needs not,” said Manfred; “the horrors of these days, the 
vision we have but now seen, all corroborate thy evidence beyond a 
thousand parchments. Matilda's death, and my expulsion’—"Be com- 
posed, my lord,” said Hippolita; "this holy man did not mean to recal your 
griefs.” Jerome proceeded, 

shall not dwell on what is needless —The daughter of which Victoria 
was delivered, was, at her maturity, bestowed in marriage on me. Victoria 
died; and the secret remained locked in my breast, Theodore’s narrative 
has told the rest.” 

“The friar ceased. The disconsolate company retired to the remaining 
part of the castle. In the morning, Manfred signed his abdication of the 
principality, with the approbation of Hippolita, and each took on them 
the habit of religion, in the neighbouring convents. Frederic offered his 
daughter to the new prince, which Hippolita’s tenderness for Isabella 
concurred to promote: but Theodore’s grief was too fresh to admit the 
thought of another love; and it was not until after frequent discourses 
‘with Isabella of his dear Matilda, that he was persuaded he could know no 
happiness but in the society of one, with whom he could for ever indulge 
the melancholy that had taken possession of his soul, 
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Did I request thee, 
To mould me Man, vate 
From to promote me? 


Paradise Lost, X, 743-45 


AUTHOR'S INTRODUCTION 


‘The publishers of the standard novels, in selecting Frankenstein for one of 
their series, expressed a wish that I should furnish them with some 
account of the origin of the story, Lam the more willing to comply because 
[shall thus give a general answer to the question so very frequently asked 
me—how I, then a young girl, came to think of and to dilate upon so very 
hideous an idea, Itis true that 1am very averse to bringing myself forward 
in print, but as my account will only appear as an appendage to a former 
production, and as it will be confined to such topics as have connection 
with my authorship alone, I can scarcely accuse myself of a personal 
intrusion, 

‘tis not singular that, as the daughter of two persons of distinguished 
literary celebrity, I should very early in life have thought of writing. As a 
child I scribbled, and my favourite pastime during the hours given me for 
recreation was to "write stories.” Still, I had a dearer pleasure than this, 
Which was the formation of castles in the air—the indulging in waking 
dreams—the following up trains of thought, which had for their subject 
the formation of a succession of imaginary incidents, My dreams were at 
once more fantastic and agreeable than my writings. In the latter I was a 
lose imitator—rather doing as others had done than putting down the 
suggestions of my own mind. What I wrote was intended at least for one 
other eye—my childhood’s companion and friend; but my dreams were 
all my own; I accounted for them to nobody; they were my refuge when 
annoyed—my dearest pleasure when free. 

Tlived principally in the country asa girl and passed a considerable time 
in Scotland. I made occasional visits to the more picturesque parts, but my 
habitual residence was on the blank and dreary northern shores of the 
Tay, near Dundee. Blank and dreary on retrospection 1 call them; they 
were not so to me then, They were the aerie of freedom and the pleasant 
region where unheeded I could commune with the creatures of my fancy. 
T wrote then, but in a most commonplace style. It was beneath the trees of 
the grounds belonging to our house, or on the bleak sides of the woodless 
‘mountains near, that my true compositions, the airy flights of my im- 
agination, were born and fostered. I did not make myself the heroine of 
my tales. Life appeared to me too common-place an affair as regarded 
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myself. 1 could not figure to myself that romantic woes or wonderful 
events would ever be my lot; but 1 was not confined to my own identity, 
and I could people the hours with creations far more interesting to me at 
that age than my own sensations. i ó 

‘After this my life became busier, and reality stood in place of fiction. My 
husband, however, was from the first very anxious that I should prove 
myself worthy of my parentage and enrol myself on the page of fame. He 
was forever inciting me to obtain literary reputation, which even on my 
own part I cared for then, though since I have become infinitely indife- 
rent to it. At this time he desired that I should write, not so much with the 
idea that I could produce anything worthy of notice, but that he might 
himself judge how far I possessed the promise of better things hereafter. 
Still I did nothing, Travelling, and the cares of a family, occupied my 
time; and study, in the way of reading or improving my ideas in com- 
‘munication with his far more cultivated mind was all of literary employ- 
ment that engaged my attention, 

In the summer of 1816 we visited Switzerland and became the neigh- 
bours of Lord Byron. At first we spent our pleasant hours on the lake or 
wandering on its shores; and Lord Byron, who was writing the third canto 
of Childe Harold, was the only one among us who put his thoughts upon 
paper. These, as he brought them successively to us, clothed in all the light 
and harmony of poetry, seemed to stamp as divine the glories of heaven 
and earth, whose influences we partook with him. 

But it proved a wet, ungenial summer, and incessant rain often con- 
fined us for days to the house. Some volumes of ghost stories translated 
from the German into French fell into our hands, There was the History of 
the Inconstant Lover, who, when he thought to clasp the bride to whom he 
had pledged his vows, found himself in the arms of the pale ghost of her 
whom he had deserted, There was the tale of the sinful founder of his 
race whose miserable doom it was to bestow the kiss of death on all the 
younger sons of his fated house, just when they reached the age of 
promise. His gigantic, shadowy form, clothed like the ghost in Hamlet, in 
‘complete armour, but with the beaver up, was seen at midnight, by the 
moon's fitful beams, to advance slowly along the gloomy avenue. The 
shape was lost beneath the shadow of the castle walls; but soon a gate 
swung back, a step was heard, the door of the chamber opened, and he 
advanced to the couch of the blooming youths, cradled in healthy sleep. 
Eternal sorrow sat upon his face as he bent down and kissed the forehead 
of the boys, who from that hour withered like flowers snapped upon the 
stalk. I have not seen these stories since then, but their incidents are as 
fresh in my mind as if I had read them yesterday, 

‘We will each write a ghost story,” said Lord Byron, and his proposition 
was acceded to. There were four of us. The noble author began a tale, a 
fragment of which he printed at the end of his poem of Mazeppa. Shelley, 
more apt to embody ideas and sentiments in the radiance of brilliant 
imagery and in the music of the most melodious verse that adorns our 
language than to invent the machinery of a story, commenced one found- 
ed on the experiences of his early life, Poor Polidori had some terrible 
idea about a skull-headed lady who was so punished for peeping through 
a key-hole—what to see I forget: something very shocking and wrong of 
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course; but when she was reduced to a worse condition than the re- 
nowned Tom of Coventry, he did not know what to do with her and was 
obliged to dispatch her to the tomb of the Capulets, the only place for 
which she was fitted. The illustrious poets also, annoyed by the platitude 
of prose, speedily relinquished their uncongenial task 

busied myself to think of a story—a story to rival those which had excited 
us to this task. One'which would speak to the mysterious fears of our 
nature and awaken thrilling horror—one,to make the reader dread to 
look round, to curdle the blood, and quicken the beatings of the heart. If 
did not accomplish these things, my ghost story would be unworthy of its 
name. I thought and pondered—vainly. I felt that blank incapability of 
inot akad i Ge greien taii i aiharahip when dul NOLE 
Teplis to our anxious invocations, “Have you thought af a story?" 1 was 
asked each morning, and each morning 1 was forced to reply with a 
mortifying negative. 

Everything must have a beginning, to speak in Sanchean phrase; and 
that beginning must be linked to something that went before. The Hindus 
give the world an elephant to support it, but they make the elephant stand 
upon a tortoise. Invention, it must be humbly admitted, does not consist 
in creating out of void, but out of chaos; the materials must, in the first 
place, be afforded: it can give form to dark, shapeless substances but 
‘cannot bring into being the substance itself. In all matters of discovery 
and invention, even of those that appertain to the imagination, we are 
continually reminded of the story of Columbus and his egg. Invention 
consists in the capacity of seizing on the capabilities of a subject and in the 
power of moulding and fashioning ideas suggested to it. 

Many and long were the conversations between Lord Byron and Shel- 
Jey to which I wasa devout but nearly silent listener. During one of these, 
various philosophical doctrines were discussed, and among others the 
nature of the principle of life, and whether there was any probability ofits 
ever being discovered and communicated, They talked of the experi- 
ments of Dr. Darwin (I speak not of what the doctor really did or said that 
he did, but, as more to my purpose, of what was then spoken of as having 
been done by him), who preserved a piece of vermicelli in a glass ease till 
by some extraordinary means it began to move with voluntary motion. 
Not thus, after all, would life be given. Perhaps a corpse would be 
reanimated; galvanism had given token of such things: perhaps the 
component parts of a creature might be manufactured, brought together, 
and endued with vital warmth. 

‘Night waned upon this talk, and even the witching hour had gone by 
before we retired to rest. When I placed my head on my pillow I did not 
sleep, nor could I be said to think. My imagination, unbidden, possessed 
and guided me, gifting the successive images that arose in my mind with a 
‘vividness far beyond the usual bounds of reverie, I saw—with shut eyes, 
but acute mental vision—I saw the pale student of unhallowed arts kneel- 
ing beside the thing he had put together. I saw the hideous phantasm of a 
man stretched out, and then, on the working of some powerful engine, 
show signs of life and stir with an uneasy, half-vital motion. Frightful must 
it be, for supremely frightful would be the effect of any human en- 
deavour to mock the stupendous mechanism of the Creator of the world. 
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His success would terrify the artist; he would rush away from his odious 
handiwork, horror-stricken. He would hope that, left to itself, the slight 
spark of life which he had communicated would fade, that this thing 
which had received such imperfect animation would subside into dead 
‘matter, and he might seep in the belief that the silence of the grave would 
quench forever the transient existence of the hideous corpse which he 
had looked upon as the cradle of life. He sleeps; but he is awakened; he 
opens his eyes; behold, the horrid thing stands at his bedside, opening his 
‘curtains and looking on him with yellow, watery, but speculative eyes. 

I opened mine in terror. The idea so possessed my mind that a thrill of 
fear ran through me, and I wished to exchange the ghastly image of my 
fancy for the realities around. I see them still: the very room, the dark 
parquet, the closed shutters with the moonlight struggling through, and 
the sense I had that the glassy lake and white high Alps were beyond. 1 
could not so easily get rid of my hideous phantom; still it haunted me. I 
‘must try to think of something else. I recurred to my ghost story—my 
tiresome, unlucky ghost story! Oh! If I could only contrive one which 
would frighten my reader as I myself had been frightened that night! 

Swift as light and as cheering was the idea that broke in upon me. “I 
have found it! What terrified me will terrify others; and T need only 
describe the spectre which had haunted my midnight pillow.” On the 
morrow I announced that I had thought of a story. 1 began that day with the 
words “It was on a dreary night of November,” making only a transcript 
of the grim terrors of my waking dream. 

At first I thought but of a few pages, of a short tale, but Shelley urged 
me to develop the idea at greater length. I certainly did not owe the 
suggestion of one incident, nor scarcely of one train of feeling, to my 
husband, and yet but for his incitement it would never have taken the 
form in which it was presented to the world. From this declaration I must 
except the preface, As far as I can recollect, it was entirely written by him, 

‘And now, once again, I bid my hideous progeny go forth and prosper. I 
avean affection for it foritwasthe offipring of happy days, when death 
and grief were but words which found no true echo in my heart. Its 
several pages speak of many a walk, many a drive, and many a conversa- 
tion, when I was not alone; and my companion was one who, in this world, 
Ishall never see more. But this is for myself; my readers have nothing to 
do with these associations, 

1 will add but one word as to the alterations I have made, They are 
principally those of style. I have changed no portion of the story nor 
introduced any new ideas or circumstances. I have mended the language 
where it was so bald as to interfere with the interest of the narrative; and 
these changes occur almost exclusively in the beginning of the first 
volume. Throughout they are entirely confined to such parts as are mere 
adjuncts to the story, leaving the core and substance of it untouched. 


London, October 15, 1831 


PREFACE 


‘The event on which this fiction is founded has been supposed, by Dr. 
Darwin and some of the physiological writers of Germany, as not of 
impossible occurrence, I shall not be supposed as according the remotest 
degree of serious faith to such an imagination; yet, in assuming it as the 
basis of a work of fancy, I have not considered myself as merely weaving a 
series of supernatural terrors. The event on which the interest of the story 
depends is exempt from the disadvantages of a mere tale of spectres or 
‘enchantment. It was recommended by the novelty of the situations which 
it develops, and however impossible as a physical fact, affords a point of 
view to the imagination for the delineating of human passions more 
‘comprehensive and commanding than any which the ordinary relations 
of existing events can yield. 

T have thus endeavoured to preserve the truth of the elementary 
principles of human nature, while I have not scrupled to innovate upon 
their combinations. The Iliad, the tragic poetry of Greece, Shakespeare in 
the Tempest and Midsummer Night's Dream, and most especially Milton in 
Paradise Lost conform to this rule; and the most humble novelist, who 
seeks to confer or receive amusement from his labours, may, without 
presumption, apply to prose fiction a license, or rather a rule, from the 
Adoption of which so many exquisite combinations of human feeling have 
resulted in the highest specimens of poetry. 

‘The circumstance on which my story rests was suggested in casual 
‘conversation. It was commenced partly as a source of amusement, and 
partly as an expedient for exercising any untried resources of mind, 
Other motives were mingled with these as the work proceeded. Iam by no 
means indifferent to the manner in which whatever moral tendencies 
existin the sentiments or characters it contains shall affect the reader; yet 
my chief concern in this respect has been limited to the avoiding the 
enervating effects of the novels of the present day, and to the exhibition 
of the amiableness of domestic affection, and the excellence of universal 
Virtue. The opinions which naturally spring from the character and 
situation of the hero are by no means to be conceived as existing always in 
my own conviction; nor is any inference justly to be drawn from the 
following pages as prejudicing any philosophical doctrine of whatever 
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It isa subject also of additional interest to the author that this story was 
begun in the majestic region where the scene is principally laid and in 
society which cannot cease to be regretted. I passed the summer of 1816in 
the environs of Geneva. The season was cold and rainy, and in the 
evenings we crowded around a blazing wood fire and occasionally 
amused ourselves with some German stories of ghosts which happened to 
fall into our hands, These tales excited in us a playful desire of imitation, 
‘Two other friends (a tale from the pen of one of whom would be far more 
acceptable to the public than anything 1 can ever hope to produce) and 
myselfagreed to write each a story founded on some supernatural occurr- 

“The weather, however, suddenly became serene; and my two friends 
left me on a journey among the Alps and lost, in the magnificent scenes 
which they present, all memory of their ghostly visions. The following tale 
is the only one which has been completed. 


Marlow, September, 1817 


LETTER ONE 


To Mas, Savitte, ENGLAND 
St. Petersburgh, Dec. 11th, 17— 


‘You will rejoice to hear that no disaster has accompanied the commence- 
ment of an enterprise which you have regarded with such evil forebod- 
ings. I arrived here yesterday, and my first task isto assure my dear sister 
‘of my welfare and increasing confidence in the success of my under- 
taking 

Tam already far north of London, and as I walk in the streets of 
Petersburgh, I feel a cold northern breeze play upon my cheeks, which 
braces my nerves and fills me with delight, Do you understand this 
feeling? This breeze, which has travelled from the regions towards which 
Tam advancing, gives me a foretaste of those icy climes. Inspirited by this 
wind of promise, my daydreams become more fervent and vivid. I try in 
vain to be persuaded that the pole is the seat of frost and desolation; it 
ever presents itself to my imagination as the region of beauty and delight. 
‘There, Margaret, the sun is forever visible, its broad disk just skirting the 
horizon and diffusing a perpetual splendour. There—for with your 
leave, my sister, I will put some trust in preceding navigators—there snow 
and frost are banished; and, sailing over a calm sea, we may be wafted toa 
land surpassing in wonders and in beauty every region hitherto disco- 
vered on the habitable globe. Its productions and features may be without 
example, as the phenomena of the heavenly bodies undoubtedly are in 
those undiscovered solitudes. What may not be expected in a country of 
‘eternal light? I may there discover the wondrous power which attracts the 
needle and may regulate a thousand celestial observations that require 
only this voyage to render their seeming eccentricities consistent forever, 
T shall satiate my ardent curiosity with the sight of a part of the world 
never before visited, and may tread a land never before imprinted by the 
footof man. These are my enticements, and they are sufficient to conquer 
all fear of danger or death and to induce me to commence this laborious 
‘Voyage with the joy a child feels when he embarks in a little boat, with his 
holiday mates, on an expedition. of discovery up his native river. But 
supposing all these conjectures to be false, you cannot contest the inestitn- 
able benefit which I shall confer on all mankind, to the last generation, by 
discovering a passage near the pole to those countries, to reach which at 
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present so many months are requisite; or by ascertaining the secret of the 
‘magnet, which, if at all possible, can only be effected by an undertaking 
such as mine. 

‘These reflections have dispelled the agitation with which I began my 
letter, and I feel my heart glow with an enthusiasm which elevates me to 
heaven, for nothing contributes so much to tranquillize the mind as a 
steady purpose—a point on which the soul may fix its intellectual eye. 
‘This expedition has been the favourite dream of my early years. I have 
read with ardour the accounts of the various voyages which have been 
made in the prospect of arriving at the North Pacific Ocean through the 
seas which surround the pole. You may remember that a history of all the 
voyages made for purposes of discovery composed the whole of our good 
Uncle Thomas’ library. My education was neglected, yet I was passionate- 
ly fond of reading. These volumes were my study day and night, and my 
familiarity with them increased that regret which I had felt, as a C 
learning that my father’s dying injunction had forbidden my uncle to 
allow me to embark in a seafaring life. 

These visions faded when I perused, for the first time, those poets 
‘whose effusions entranced my soul and lifted it to heaven. I also became a 
poet and for one year lived in a paradise of my own creation; I imagined 
that | also might obtain a niche in the temple where the names of Homer 
and Shakespeare are consecrated, You are well acquainted with my fai- 
lure and how heavily 1 bore the disappointment, But just at that time I 
inherited the fortune of my cousin, and my thoughts were turned into the 
channel of their earlier bent. 

Six years have passed since I resolved on my present undertaking: 1 
‘can, even now, remember the hour from which I dedicated myself to th 
great enterprise, I commenced by inuring my body to hardship. Laccom- 
panied the whale-fishers on several expeditions to the North Sea; I 
Voluntarily endured cold, famine, thirst, and want of sleep; I often work- 
ed harder than the commion sailors during the day and devoted my nights 
to the study of mathematics, the theory of medicine, and those branches 
of physical science from which a naval adventurer might derive the 
greatest practical advantage, Twice 1 actually hired myself as an under- 
mate in a Greenland whaler, and acquitted myself to admiration, 1 must 
own I felta little proud when my captain offered me the second dignity in 
the vessel and entreated me to remain with the greatest earnestness, so 
valuable did he consider my services, 

And now, dear Margaret, do I not deserve to accomplish some great 
purpose? My life might have been passed in case and luxury, but I 
preferred glory to every enticement that wealth placed in my path. Oh, 
that some encouraging voice would answer in the affirmative! My cour- 

and my resolution is firm; but my hopes fluctuate, and my spirits are 
often depressed, Lam about to proceed on a long and difficult voyage, the 
emergencies of which will demand all my fortitude: I am required not 
only to raise the spirits of others, but sometimes to sustain my own, when 
theirs are failing. 

This is the most favourable period for travelling in Russia. They fly 
quickly over the snow in their sledges; the motion is pleasant, and, in my 
‘opinion, far more agreeable than that of an English stagecoach, The cold 
is not excessive, if you are wrapped in furs—a dress which I have already 
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adopted, for there is a great difference between walking the deck and 
remaining seated motionless for hours, when no exercise prevents the 
blood from actually freezing in your veins. I have no-ambition to lose my 
life on the post-road between St. Petersburgh and Archangel. 
__ I shall depart for the latter town in a fortnight or three weeks; and my 
intention is to hire a ship there, which can easily be done by paying the 
insurance for the owner, and to engage as many sailors as I think neces- 
sary among those who are accustomed 10 the whale-fishing. I do not 
intend to sail until the month of June; and when shall I return? Ah, dear 
sister, how can I answer this question? If I succeed, many, many months, 
perhaps years, will pass before you and I may meet. If 1 fail, you will see 
‘me again soon, or never. 

Farewell, my dear, excellent Margaret. Heaven shower down blessings 
‘on you, and save me, that I may again and again testify my gratitude forall 
your love and kindness. 


Your affectionate brother 
R. WALTON 


LETTER Two 


To Mas. Savine, ENGLAND 


Archangel, 28th March, 17— 


How slowly the time passes here, encompassed as I am by frost and snow! 
Yet second stepis taken towards my enterprise. I have hired a vessel and 
am occupied in collecting my sailors; those whom I haye already engaged 
appear to be men on whom I can depend and are certainly possessed of 
dauntless courage. 

But I have one want which I have never yet been able to satisfy, and the 
absence of the object of which I now feel as a most severe evil. have no 
friend, Margaret: when 1 am glowing with the enthusiasm of success, 
there will be none to participate my joy; if I am assailed by disappoint- 
ment, no One will endeavour to sustain me in dejection. I shall commit my 
thoughts to paper, it is true; but that is a poor medium for the com- 
munication of feeling. I desire the company of a man who could sym- 
pathize with me, whose eyes would reply to mine. You may deem me 
Fomantic, my dear sister, but I bitterly feel the want ofa friend. I have no 
fone near me, gentle yet courageous, possessed of a cultivated as well as of 
a capacious mind, whose tastes are like my own, to approve or amend my 
plans, How would such a friend repair the faults of your poor brother! I 
4m too ardent in execution and too impatient of difficulties. But it is a still 
greater evil to me that I am self-educated: for the first fourteen years of 
iny life Iran wild on a common and read nothing but our Uncle Thomas’ 
books of voyages. At that age I became acquainted with the celebrated 
poets of our own country; but it was only when it had ceased to be in my 
power to derive its most important benefits from such a conviction that 1 
Perceived the necessity of becoming acquainted with more languages 
than that of my native country, Now I am twenty-eight and am in reality 
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more illiterate than many schoolboys of fifteen. It is true that I have 
thought more and that my daydreams are more extended and magnifi- 
cent, but they want (as the painters call it) keeping; and I greatly need a 
friend who would have sense enough not to despise me as romantic, and 
affection enough for me to endeavour to regulate my mind. 

Well, these are useless complaints; I shall certainly find no friend on the 
wide ocean, nor even here in Archangel, among merchants and seamen. 
Yet some feelings, unallied to the dross of human nature, beat even in 
these rugged bosoms. My lieutenant, for instance, is a man of wonderful 
courage and enterprise; he is madly desirous of glory, or rather, to word 
my phrase more characteristically, of advancement in his profession. He 
is an Englishman, and in the midst of national and professional pre- 
judices, unsoftened by cultivation, retains some of the noblest endow- 
‘ments of humanity. 1 first became acquainted with him on board a whale 
vessel; finding that he was unemployed in this city, I easily engaged him to 
assist in my enterprise a 

“The master is a person ofan excellent disposition and is remarkable in 
the ship for his gentleness and the mildness of his discipline. This cir- 
cumstance, added to his well-known integrity and dauntless courage, 
made me very desirous to engage him. A youth passed in solitude, my best 
years spent under your gentle and feminine fosterage, has so refined the 
groundwork of my character that I cannot overcome an intense distate to 
the usual brutality exercised on board ship: 1 have never believed it to be 
necessary, and when I heard of a mariner equally noted for his kindliness 
of heart and the respect and obedience paid to him by his crew, I felt 
myself peculiarly fortunate in being able to secure his services. I heard of 
him first in rather a romantic manner, from a lady who owes to him the 
happiness of her life. This, briefly, is his story. Some years ago he loved a 
young Russian lady of moderate fortune, and having amassed a consider- 
able sum in prize-money, the father of the girl consented to the match. He 
‘saw his mistress once before the destined ceremony; but she was bathed in 
tears, and throwing herself at his feet, entreated him to spare her, confes- 
sing at the same time that she loved another, but that he was poor, and 
that her father would never consent to the union. My generous friend 
reassured the suppliant, and on being informed of the name of her lover, 
instantly abandoned his pursuit. He had already bought a farm with his 
‘money, on which he had designed to pass the remainder of his life but he 
bestowed the whole on his rival, together with the remains of his prize- 
money to purchase stock, and then himself solicited the young woman's 
father to consent to her marriage with her lover. But the old man decided- 
ly refused, thinking himself bound in honour to my friend, who, when he 
found the father inexorable, quitted his country, nor returned until he 
heard that his former mistress was married according to her inclinations. 
“What a noble fellow!” you will exclaim. He is so: but then he is wholly 
uneducated: he is as silent as a Turk, and a kind of ignorant carelessness 
attends him, which, while it renders his conduct the more astonishing, 
detracts from the interest and sympathy which otherwise he would com- 

Yet do not suppose, because I complain a little or because I can conceive 
a consolation for my toils which I may never know, that Lam wavering in 
‘my resolutions, Those are as fixed as fate, and my Voyage is only now 
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delayed until the weather shall permit my embarkation. The winter has 
been dreadfully severe, but the spring promises well, and it is considered 
as a remarkably early season, so that perhaps I may sail sooner than 1 
expected. I shall do nothing rashly: you know me sufficiently to confidein 
my prudence and considerateness whenever the safety of others is com- 
mitted to my care, 

1 cannot describe to you my sensations on the near prospect of my 
undertaking. It is impossible to communicate to you a conception of the 
trembling sensation, half pleasurable and half fearful, with which 1 am 
preparing to depart. I am going to unexplored regions, to “the land of 
mist and snow,” but I shall kill no albatross; therefore do not be alarmed 
for my safety or if I should come back to you as worn and woeful as the 
“Ancient Mariner." You will smile at my allusion, but I will disclose a 
secret. 1 have often attributed my attachment to, my passionate enthu- 
siasm for, the dangerous mysteries of ocean to that production of the 
most imaginative of modern poets. There is something at workin my soul 
which I do not understand, Lam practically industrious—painstaking, a 
workman to execute with perseverance and labour—but besides this 
there isa love for the marvellous, a belief in the marvellous, intertwined in 
all my projects, which hurries me out of the common pathways of men, 
even to the wild sea and unvisited regions Tm about to explore. 

But to return to dearer considerations, Shall 1 meet you again, after 
having traversed immense seas, and returned by the most southern cape 
of Africa or America? I dare not expect such success, yet I cannot bear to 
look on the reverse of the picture. Continue for the present to write to me 
by every opportunity: I may receive your letters on some occasions when 1 
need them most to support my spirits, I love you very tenderly, Remem- 
ber me with affection, should you never hear from me again. 


Your affectionate brother 
Roster Warton 


LETTER THREE 


‘To Mas. Savitie, ENGLAND 


July 7th, 17— 
My dear Sister, 

T write a few lines in haste to say that I am safe—and well advanced on 
my voyage. This letter will reach England by a merchantman now on its 
homeward voyage from Archangel; more fortunate than I, who may not 
see my native land, perhaps, for many years. I am, however, in good 
Spirits: my men are bold and apparently firm of purpose, nor do the 
Hoating sheets of ice that continually pass us, indicating the dangers of the 
region toward which we are advancing, appear to dismay them. We have 
already reached a very high latitude; but it is the height of summer, and 
although not so warm as in England, the southern gales, which blow us 
speedily towards those shores which Iso ardently desire o attain, breathe 
a degree of renovating warmth which I had not expected. 
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‘No incidents have hitherto befallen us that would make a figure in a 
letter. One or two still gales and the springing of leak are accidents which 
experienced navigators scarcely remember to record, and I shall be well 
content if nothing worse happen to us during our voyage. 

‘Adieu, my dear Margaret. Be assured that for my own sake, as well as 
yours, I will not rashly encounter danger. I will be cool, persevering, and 

prudent, 
P' But success shall crown my endeavours. Wherefore not? Thus far L 
have gone, tracing a secure way over the pathless seas, the very stars 
themselves being witnesses and testimonies of my triumph. Why not still 
proceed over the untamed yet obedient element? What can stop the 
determined heart and resolved will of man? p 

My swelling heart involuntarily pours itself out thus. But I must finish. 
Heaven bless my beloved sister! 


RW. 


LETTER Four 


‘To Mrs. Savie, EXctann 
August 50h, 17— 


So strange an accident has happened to us that 1 cannot forbear 
recording it, although it is very probable that you will see me before these 
papers can come into your possession. 

Last Monday (July 31st) we were nearly surrounded by ice, which 
dosed in the ship on all sides, scarcely leaving her the sea-room in which 
she floated, Our situation was somewhat dangerous, especially as we were 
‘compassed round by a very thick fog. We accordingly lay to, hoping that 
some change would take place in the atmosphere and weather. 

About two o'clock the mist cleared away, and we beheld, stretched out 
in every direction, vast and irregular plains of ice, which seemed to have 
no end. Some of my comrades groaned, and my own mind began to grow 
watchful with anxious thoughts, when a strange sight suddenly attracted 
our attention and diverted our solicitude from our own situation. We 
perceived a low carriage, fixed on a sledge and drawn by dogs, pass on 
towards the north, at the distance of half a mile; a being which had the 
shape of a man, but apparently of gigantic stature, sat in the sledge and 
guided the dogs. We watched the rapid progress of the traveller with our 
telescopes until he was lost among the distant inequalities of the ice. 

This appearance excited our unqualified wonder, We were, as we 
believed, many hundred miles from any land; but this apparition seemed 
todenote that it was not, in reality, so distantas we had supposed. Shutin, 
however, by ice, it was impossible to follow his track, which we had 
observed with the greatest attention, 

About two hours after this occurrence we heard the ground sea, and 
before night the ice broke and freed our ship. We, however, lay to until 
the morning, fearing to encounter in the dark those large loose masses 
‘which floataboutafter the breaking up of the ice. I profited of this time to 
rest for a few hours. 
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In the morning, however, as soon as it was light, I went upon deck and 
found all the sailors busy on one side of the vessel, apparently talking to 
someone in the sea, It was, in fact, a sledge, like that we had seen before, 
which had drifted towards usin the night on a large fragment of ice. Only 
one dog remained alive; but there was a human being within it whom the 
sailors were persuading to enter the vessel. He was not, as the other 
traveller seemed to be, a savage inhabitant of some undiscovered island, 
buta European. When I appeared on deck the master said, "Here is our 
captain, and he will not allow you to perish on the open sea.” 

On perceiving me, the stranger addressed mein English, although with 
‘foreign accent. “Before I come on board your vessel,” said he, “will you 
have the kindness to inform me whither you are bound?” 

You may conceive my astonishment on hearing such a question addres- 
sed to me from a man on the brink of destruction and to whom I should 
have supposed that my vessel would have been a resource which he would 
not have exchanged for the most precious wealth the earth can afford, 1 
replied, however, that we were on a voyage of discovery towards the 
nothern pole 

Upon hearing this he appeared satisfied and consented to come on 
board. Good God! Margaret, if you had seen the man who thus capitu- 
lated for his safety, your surprise would have been boundless. His limbs 
were nearly frozen, and his body dreadfully emaciated by fatigue and 
suffering, I never saw a man in so wretched a condition, We attempted to 
carry him into the cabin, but as soon as he had quitted the fresh air he 
fainted. We accordingly brought him back to the deck and restored him to 
animation by rubbing him with brandy and forcing him to swallow a small 
quantity. As soon as he showed signs of life we wrapped him up in 
blankets and placed him near the chimney of the kitchen stove. By slow 
degrees he recovered and ate a litte soup, which restored him wonder- 


fully. 

"T wo days passed in this manner before he was able to speak, and Toften 
feared that his sufferings had deprived him of understanding. When he 
had in some measure recovered, I removed him to my own cabin and 
attended on him as much as my duty would permit. I never saw a more 
interesting creature: his eyes have generally an expression of wildness, 
and even madness, but there are moments when, if anyone performs an 
act of kindness towards him or does him any the most trifling service, his 
whole countenance is lighted up, as it were, with a beam of benevolence 
and sweetness that I never saw equalled. But he is generally melancholy 
and despairing, and sometimes he gnashes his teeth, as if impatient of the 
weight of woes that oppresses him. 

‘When my guest wasa little recovered I had great trouble to keep off the 
‘men, who wished to ask him a thousand questions; but I would not allow 
him to be tormented by their idle curiosity, in a state of body and mind 
whose restoration evidently depended upon entire repose. Once, howev- 
er, the lieutenant asked why he had come so far upon the ice in so strange 
a vehicle. 

His countenance instantly assumed an aspect of the deepest gloom, and 
he replied, "To seek one who fled from me." r 

“And did the man whom you pursued travel in the same fashion?" 

ee 

a ‘Then I fancy we have seen him, for the day before we picked you up 
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we saw some dogs drawing a sledge, with a man init, across the ice.” 

‘This aroused the stranger's attention, and he asked a multitude of 
questions concerning the route which the demon, as he called him, had 
pursued. Soon after, when he was alone with me, he said, “I have, 
doubtless, excited your curiosity, as well as that of these good people; but 
you are too considerate to make inquiries.” és h 

"Certainly; it would indeed be very impertinent and inhuman in me to 
trouble you with any inquisitiveness of mine.” 

“And yet you rescued me from a strange and perilous situation; you 
haye benevolently restored me to life.” 

‘Soon after this he inquired if I thought that the breaking up of the ice 
had destroyed the other sledge. I replied that I could not answer with any 
degree of certainty, for the ice had not broken until near midnight, and 
the traveller mighthave arrived at a place of safety before that time; butof 
this 1 could not judge. 

From this time a new spirit of life animated the decaying frame of the 
stranger. He manifested the greatest eagerness to be upon deck to watch 
for the sledge which had before appeared; but I have persuaded him to 
remain in the cabin, for he is far too weak to sustain the rawness of the 
atmosphere, 1 have promised that someone should watch for him and 
give him instant notice if any new object should appear in sight. 

Such is my journal of what relates to this strange occurence up to the 
present day, The stranger has gradually improved in health but is very 
silent and appears uneasy when anyone except myself enters his cabin. 
Yet his manners are so conciliating and gentle that the sailors are all 
interested in him, although they have had very little communication with 
him. For my own part, 1 begin to love him as a brother, and his constant 
and deep grief fills me with sympathy and compassion, He must have 
been a noble creature in his better days, being even now in wreck so 
attractive and amiable. 

T said in one of my letters, my dear Margaret, that I should find no 
friend on the wide ocean; yet I have found a man who, before his spirit 
had been broken by misery, I should have been happy to have possessed 
as the brother of my heart. 

Ishall continue my journal concerning the stranger at intervals, should 
Thave any fresh incidents to record. 
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August 13th, 17— 

My affection for my guest increases every day. He excites at once my 
admiration and my pity to an astonishing degree. How can I see so noble a 
creature destroyed by misery without feeling the most poignant grief? He 
is so gentle, yet so wise; his mind is so cultivated, and when he speaks, 
although his words are culled with the choicest art, yet they flow with 
rapidity and unparalleled eloquence. 

He is now much recovered from his illness and is continually on the 
deck, apparently watching for the sledge that preceded his own, Yet, 
although unhappy, he is not so utterly occupied by his own misery but that 
he interests himself deeply in the projects of others. He has frequently 
conversed with me on mine, which I have communicated to him without 

isguise. He entered attentively into all my arguments in favour of my 
eventual success and into every minute detail of the measures I had taken 


to secure it. I was easily led by the sympathy which he evinced to use the 
Tanguage of my heart, to give utterance to the burning ardour of my soul, 
and to say, with all the fervour that warmed me, how gladly 1 would 
sacrifice my fortune, my existence, my every hope, to the furtherance of 
my enterprise. One man's life or death were but a small price to pay for 
the acquirement of the knowledge which I sought, for the dominion I 
should acquire and transmit over the elemental foes of our race. As I 
spoke, a dark gloom spread over my listener's countenance. At first I 
Perceived that he tried to suppress his emotion; he placed his hands 

fore his eyes, and my voice quivered and failed me as I beheld tears 
trickle fast from between his fingers; a groan burst from his heaving 
breast. I paused; at length he spoke, in broken accents: “Unhappy man! 
Do you share my madness? Have you drunk also of the intoxicating 
draught? Hear me; et me reveal my tale; and you will dash the cup from 
your lips!" 

Such words, you may imagine, strongly excited my curiosity; but the 
paroxysm of grief that had seized the stranger overcame his weakened 
powers, and many hours of repose and tranquil conversation were neces- 
sary to restore his composure. 

Having conquered the violence of his feelings, he appeared to despise 
amselE for boing the slave of passion; and quelling the dark tyranny OF 
despair, he led me again to converse concerning myself personally, He 
asked me the history of my earlier years. The tale was quickly told, but it 
awakened various trains of reflection. I spoke of my desire of finding a 
friend, of my thirst for a more intimate sympathy with a fellow mind than 
had ever fallen to my lot, and expressed my conviction that a man could 
boast of little happiness who did not enjoy this blessing. 

“I agree with you,” replied the stranger; “we are unfashioned crea- 
tures, but half made up, if one wiser, better, dearer than ourselves—such 
a friend ought to be—do not lend his aid to perfectionate our weak and 
faulty natures. 1 once had a friend, the most noble of human creatures, 
and am entitled, therefore, to judge respecting friendship. You have 
hope, and the world before you, and have no cause for despair, But 1—1 
have lost everything and cannot begin life anew.” 

‘As he said this his countenance became expressive of a calm, settled 
grief that touched me to the heart. But he was silent and presently retired 
to his cabin. 

Even broken in spirit as he is, no one can feel more deeply than he does 
the beauties of nature, The starry sky, the sea, and every sightafforded by 
these wonderful regions seem still to have the power of elevating his soul 
from earth. Such a man has a double existence: he may suffer misery and 
be overwhelmed by disappointments, yet when he has retired into him- 
self, he will be like a celestial spirit that has a halo around him, within 
whose circle no grief or folly ventures. fi 

Will you smile at the enthusiasm 1 express concerning this divine 
wanderer? You would not if you saw him. You have been tutored and 
Tefined by books and retirement from the world, and you are therefore 
somewhat fastidious; but this only renders you the more fit to appreciate 
the extraordinary merits of this wonderful man, Sometimes 1 have en- 
deavoured to discover what quality it is which he possesses that elevates 
him so immeasurably above any other person I ever knew. I believe itto be 
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an intuitive discernment, a quick but never-failing power of judgment, a 
inetration into the causes of things. unequalled for clearness and pre- 
Eision; add to this a facility of expression and a voice Whose varied 
intonations are soul-subduing music. 


August 19, 17— 


Yesterday, the stranger said to me, “You may easily perceive, Captain 
Walton, that I have suffered great and unparalleled misfortunes. I had 
determined at one time that the memory of these evils should die with me, 
but you have won me to alter my determination, You seek for knowledge 
and wisdom, as I once did; and I ardently hope that the gratification of 
{your wishes may not be a serpent to sting you, as mine has been. I do not 
know that the relation of my disasters will be useful to you; yet, when I 
reflect that you are pursuing the same course, exposing yourself to the 
Same dangers which have rendered me what Lam, 1 imagine that you may 
deduce an apt moral from my tale, one that may direct you if you succeed 
in your undertaking and console you in case of failure. Prepare to hear of 
‘occurrences which are usually deemed marvellous. Were we among the 
tamer scenes of nature I might fear to encounter your unbelief, perhaps 
your ridicule; but many things will appear possible in these wild and 
mysterious regions which would provoke the laughter of those unac- 
quainted with the ever-varied powers of nature; nor can I doubt but that 
my tale conveys in its series internal evidence of the truth of the events of 
which it is composed.” 

You may easily imagine that 1 was much gratified by the offered 
communication, yet I could not endure that he should renew his grief by a 
recital of his misfortunes. I felt the greatest eagerness to hear the prom- 
ised narrative, partly from curiosity and partly from a strong desire to 
ameliorate his fate if it were in my power. I expressed these feelings in my 
answer. 

“thankyou,” he replied, “for your sympathy. but itis useless; my fateis 
nearly fulfilled I wait but for one event, and then [shall repose în peace- 1 
understand your feeling,” continued he, perceiving that I wished to 
interrupt him; “but you are mistaken, my friend, if thus you will allow me 
to name you; nothing can alter my destiny; listen to my history, and you 
will perceive how irrevocably it is determined.” 

He then told me that he would commence his narrative the next day 
when I should be at leisure. This promise drew from me the warmest 
thanks, I have resolved every night, when I am notimperatively occupied 
by my duties, to record, as nearly as possible in his own words, what he has 
related during the day. If I should be engaged, I will at least make notes. 
This manuscript will doubtless afford you the greatest pleasure; but to 
me, who know him and who hear it from his own lips—with what interest 
and sympathy shall I read it in some future day! Even now, as I commence 
my task, his full-toned voice swells in my ears; his lustrous eyes dwell on 
me with all their melancholy sweetness; 1 see his thin hand raised in 
animation, while the lineaments of his face are irradiated by the soul 
within. Strange and harrowing must be his story, frightful the storm 
which embraced the gallant vessel on its course and wrecked it—thus! 


CHAPTER ONE 


Lam by birth a Genevese, and my family is one of the most distinguished 
of that republic, My ancestors had been for many years counsellors and 
syndics, and my father had filled several public situations with honour 
and reputation, He was respected by all who knew him for his integrity 
and indefatigable attention to public business. He passed his younger 
days perpetually occupied by the affairs of his country; a variety of 
circumstances had prevented his marrying early, nor was it until the 
decline of life that he became a husband and the father of a family. 

‘As the circumstances of his marriage illustrate his character, I cannot 
refrain from relating them. One of his most intimate friends was a 
merchant who, from a flourishing state, fell, through numerous misch- 
ances, into poverty. This man, whose name was Beaufort, was of a proud 
and unbending disposition and could not bear to live in poverty and 
oblivion in the same country where he had formerly been distinguished 
for his rank and magnificence, Having paid his debts, therefore, in the 
most honourable manner, he retreated with his daughter to the town of 
Lucerne, where he lived unknown and in wretchedness. My father loved 
Beaufort with the truest friendship and was deeply grieved by his retreat 
in these unfortunate circumstances. He bitterly deplored the false pride 
which led his friend to a conduct so little worthy of the affection that 
united them, He lost no time in endeavouring to seek him out, with the 
hope of persuading him to begin the world again through his credit and 
assistance. 

Beaufort had taken effectual measures to conceal himself, and it was 
ten months before my father discovered his abode. Overjoyed at this 
discovery, he hastened to the house, which was situated in a mean street 
near the Reuss. But when he entered, misery and despair alone welcomed 
him. Beaufort had saved but a very small sum of money from the wreck of 
his fortunes, bur it was sufficient to provide him with sustenance for some 
months, and in the meantime he hoped to procure some respectable 
‘employment in.a merchant's house. The interval was, consequently, spent 
in inaction; his grief only became more deep and rankling when he had 
leisure for reflection, and at length it took so fast hold of his mind that at 
the end of three months he lay on a bed of sickness, incapable of any 
exertion, 


8 


86 MARY SHELLEY 


His daughter attended him with the greatest tenderness, but she saw 
with despair that their litle fund was rapidly decreasing and that there 
was no other prospect of support. But Caroline Beaufort possessed a 
mind of an uncommon mould, and her courage rose to support her in her 
adversity. She procured plain work; she plaited straw and by various 
means contrived to earn a pittance scarcely sufficient to support life. 

‘Several months passed in this manner. Her father grew worse; her time 
was more entirely occupied in attending him; her means of subsistence 
decreased; and in the tenth month her father died in her arms, leaving 
heran orphan and a beggar. This last blow overcame her, and she knelt by 
Beaufort's coffin weeping bitterly, when my father entered the chamber. 
He came like a protecting spirit to the poor girl, who committed herself to 
his care; and after the interment of his friend he conducted her to Geneva 
and placed her under the protection of a relation. Two years after this 
event Caroline became his wife. 

There was a considerable difference between the ages of my parents, 
but this circumstance seemed to unite them only closer in bonds of 
devoted affection. There was a sense of justice in my father's upright 
mind which rendered it necessary that he should approve highly to love 
strongly. Perhaps during former years he had suffered from the late 
discovered unworthiness of one beloved and so was disposed to set a 
greater value on tried worth. There was a show of gratitude and worship 
in his attachment to my mother, differing wholly from the doting fond- 
ness of age, for it was inspired by reverence for her virtues and a desire to 
be the means of, in some degree, recompensing her for the sorrows she 
had endured, but which gave inexpressible grace to his behaviour to her. 
Everything was made to yield to her wishes and her convenience. He 
strove to shelter her, as a fair exotic is sheltered by the gardener, from 
every rougher wind and to surround her with all that could tend to excite 
pleasurable emotion in her soft and benevolent mind. Her health, and 
even the tranquility of her hitherto constant spirit, had been shaken by 
what she had gone through. During the two years that had elal 
Provious to thelr marriage my father had gradually relinquished all hi 
public functions; and immediately after their union they sought the 
pleasant climate of Italy, and the change of scene and interest attendant 
ona tour through that land of wonders, as a restorative for her weakened 
frame. 

From Italy they visited Germany and France. I, their eldest child, was 
born at Naples, and as an infant accompanied them in their rambles. 1 
remained for several years their only child, Much as they were attached to 
each other, they seemed to draw inexhaustible stores of affection from a 
very mine of love to bestow them upon me. My mother's tender caresses 
and my father’s smile of benevolent pleasure while regarding me are my 
first recollections. I was their plaything and their idol, and something 
better—their child, the innocent and helpless creature bestowed on them 
by heaven, whom to bring up to good, and whose future lot it was in their 
hands to direct to happiness or misery, according as they fulfilled their 
duties towards me, With this deep consciousness of what they owed 
towards the being to which they had given life, added to the active spirit of 
tenderness that animated both, it may be imagined that while duris 
every hour of my infant life I received a lesson of patience, of charity, an 
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of self-control, 1 was so guided by a silken cord that all seemed but one 
train of enjoyment to me, 

For a long time I was their only care. My mother had much desired to 
havea daughter, but I continued their single offspring. When I was about 
five years old, while making an excursion beyond the frontiers of Italy, 
they passed a week on the shores of the Lake of Como. Their benevolent 
disposition often made them enter the cottages of the poor. This, to my 
‘mother, was more than a duty; it was a necessity, a passion—remembering 
what she had suffered, and how she had been relieved—for her to act in 
her turn the guardian angel to the afflicted. During one of their walks a 
poor cot in the foldings of a vale attracted their notice as being singula 
disconsolate, while the number of half-clothed children gathered about it 
spoke of penury in its worst shape. One day, when my father had gone by 
himself to Milan, my mother, accompanied by me, visited this abode. She 
found a peasant and his wife, hard working, bent down by care and 
labour, distributing a scanty meal to five hungry babes, Among these 
there was one which attracted my mother far above all the rest. She 
appeared of a different stock. The four others were dark-eyed, hardy 
little vagrants; this child was thin and very fair. Her hair was the brightest 
living gold, and despite the poverty of her clothing, seemed to set a crown 
of distinction on her head. Her brow was clear and ample, her blue eyes 
cloudless, and her lips and the moulding of her face so expressive of 
sensibility and sweetness that none could behold her without looking on 
her as of a distinct species, a being heaven-sent, and bearing a celestial 
stamp in all her features. 

The peasant woman, perceiving that my mother fixed eyes of wonder 
and admiration on this lovely girl, eagerly communicated her history. She 
‘was not her child, but the daughter of a Milanese nobleman. Her mother 
was a German and had died on giving her birth. The infant had been 

laced with these good people to nurse: they were better off then. They 
Fad not been long married, and their eldest child was but just born. The 
father of their charge was one of those Italians nursed in the memory of 
the antique glory of Italy—one among the schiavi ognor frementi, who 
exerted himself to obtain the liberty of his country, He became the victim 
ofits weakness. Whether he had died or stil lingered in the dungeons of 
“Austria was not known. His property was confiscated; his child became an 
orphan and a beggar. She continued with her foster parents and bloomed 
in their rude abode, fairer than a garden rose among dark-leaved bram- 
bles. 

‘When my father returned from Milan, he found playing with mein the 
hall of our villa a child fairer than pictured cherub—a creature who 
seemed to shed radiance from her looks and whose form and motions 
were lighter than the chamois of the hills. The apparition was soon 
explained. With his permission my mother prevailed on her rustic guar- 
dians to yield their charge to her. They were fond of the sweet orphan. 
Her presence had seemed a blessing to them, but it would be unfair to her 
{6 keep her in poverty and want when Providence afforded her such 
powerful protection. They consulted their village priest, and the result 
Was that Elizabeth Lavenza became the inmate of my parents’ house—my 
more than sister—the beautiful and adored companion of all my occupa- 
jons and my pleasures. 
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Everyone loved Elizabeth. The passionate and almost reverential 
attachment with which all regarded her became, while 1 shared it, my 
pride and my delight, On the evening previous to her being brought to 
my home, my mother had said playfully, “I have a pretty present for my 
Victor—tomorrow he shall have it.” And when, on the morrow, she 
presented Elizabeth to me as her promised gift, I, with childish serious- 
hess, interpreted her words literally and looked upon Elizabeth as mine— 
mine to protect, love, and cherish. All praises bestowed on her I received 
as made to a possession of my own. We called each other familiarly by the 
name of cousin, No word, no expression could body forth the kind of 
relation in which she stood to me—my more than sister, since till death she 
was to be mine only. 


CHAPTER Two 


We were brought up together; there was not quite a year difference in our 
ages. I need not say that we were strangers to any species of disunion or 
dispute. Harmony was the soul of our companionship, and the diversity 
and contrast that subsisted in our characters drew us nearer together. 
Elizabeth was of a calmer and more concentrated disposition; but, with all 
my ardour, I was capable of a more intense application and was more 
deeply smitten with the thirst for knowledge, She busied herself with 
following the aerial creations of the poets; and in the majestic and won- 
drous scenes which surrounded our Swiss home—the sublime shapes of 
the mountains, the changes of the seasons, tempest and calm, the silence 
of winter, and the life and turbulence of our Alpine summers—she found 
ample scope for admiration and delight. While my companion contem- 
plated with a serious and satisfied spirit the magnificent appearances of 
things, I delighted in investigating their causes. The world was to me a 
secret which I desired to divine. Curiosity, earnest research to learn the 
hidden laws of nature, gladness akin to rapture, as they were unfolded to 
me, are among the earliest sensations I can remember. 

(On the birth of a second son, my junior by seven years, my parents gave 
up entirely their wandering life and fixed themselves in their native 
country. We possessed a house in Geneva, and a campagne on Belrive, the 
easter shore of the lake, at the distance of rather more than a league 
from the city. We resided principally in the latter, and the lives of my 
parents were passed in considerable seclusion. It was my temper toavoid a 
crowd and to attach myself fervently to a few. I was indifferent, therefore, 
to my schoolfellows in general; but I united myself in the bonds of the 
closet friendship to one among them. Henry Clerval was the son of a 
merchant of Geneva. He was a boy of singular talent and fancy. He loved 
enterprise, hardship, and even danger for its own sake. He was deeply 
read in books of chivalry and romance. He composed heroic songs and 
began to write many a tale of enchantment and knightly adventure. He 

to make us act plays and to enter into masquerades, in which the 
characters were drawn from the heroes of Roncesvalles, of the Round 
Table of King Arthur, and the chivalrous train who shed their blood to 
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redeem the holy sepulchre from the hands of the infidels. 

‘No human being could have passed a happier childhood than myself. 
My parents were possessed by the very spirit of kindness and indulgence, 
We felt that they were not the tyrants to rule our lot according to their 
caprice, but the agents and creators of all the many delights which we 
enjoyed, When I mingled with other families 1 distinctly discerned how 
peculiarly fortunatemy lot was, and gratitude assisted the deve 
hone y G development 

My temper was sometimes violent, and ny passions vehement; but by 
some law in my temperature they were turned not towards childish 
pursuits but to an eager desire to learn, and not to learn all things 
indiscriminately. I confess that neither the structure of languages, nor the 
code of governments, nor the politics of various states possessed attrac- 
tions for me. It was the secrets of heaven and earth that I desired to learn; 
and whether it was the outward substance of things or the inner spirit of 
nature and the mysterious soul of man that occupied me, still my inquiries 
were directed to the metaphysical, or in its highest sense, the physical 
secrets of the world, 

Meanwhile Clerval occupied himself, so to speak, with the moral rela- 
tions of things. The busy stage of life, the virtues of heroes, and the 
actions of men were his theme; and his hope and his dream was to become 
one among those whose names are recorded in story as the gallant and 
adventurous benefactors of our species. The saintly soul of Elizabeth 
shone like a shrine-dedicated lamp in our peaceful home. Her sympathy 
was ours; her smile, her soft voice, the sweet glance of her celestial eyes, 
were ever there to bless and animate us. She was the living spirit of love to 
soften and attract; I might have become sullen in my study, rough 
through theardour of my nature, but that she was there to subdue me toa 
semblance of her own gentleness, And Clerval—could aught ill entrench 
on the noble spirit of Clerval? Yet he might not have been so perfectly 
humane, so thoughtful in his generosity, so full of kindness and tender- 
‘ness amidst his passion for adventurous exploit, had she not unfolded to 
him the real loveliness of beneficence and made the doing good the end 
and aim of his soaring ambition. 

1 feel exquisite pleasure in dwelling on the recollections of childhood, 
before misfortune had tainted my mind and changed its bright visions of 
extensive usefulness into gloomy and narrow reflections upon self. Be- 
sides, in drawing the picture of my early days, 1 also record those events 
‘which led, by insensible steps, to my after tale of misery, for when I would 
account to myself for the birth of that passion which afterwards ruled my 
destiny I find it arise, like a mountain river, from ignoble and almost 
forgotten sources: but, swelling as it proceeded, it became the torrent 
which, in its course, has swept away all my hopes and joys. 

‘Natural philosophy is the genius that has regulated my fate; I desire, 
therefore, in this narration, to state those facts which led to my predilec- 
tion for that science, When I was thirteen years of age we all went on a 
party of pleasure to the baths near Thonon; the inclemency of the 
‘Weather obliged us to remain a day confined to the inn. In this house 1 
chanced to find a volume of the works of Cornelius Agrippa. I opened it 
with apathy; the theory which he attempts to demonstrate and the 
wonderful facts which he relates soon changed this feeling into enthu- 


- 


920 MARY SHELLEY 


siasm. A new light seemed to dawn upon my mind, and bounding with 
joy, I communicated my discovery to my father. My father looked 
Carelessly at the ttle page of my book and said, "Ah! Cornelius Agrippa! 
My dear Victor, do not waste your time upon this; itis sad trash.’ 

TE, instead of this remark, my father had taken the pains to explain to 
me that the principles of Agrippa had been entirely exploded and that a 
modern system of science had been introduced which possessed much 
greater powers than the ancient, because the powers of the latter were 
Chimerical, while those of the former were real and practical, under such 
circumstances 1 should certainly have thrown Agrippa aside and have 
contented my imagination, warmed as it was, by returning with greater 
ardour to my former studies. It is even possible that the train of my ideas 
would never have received the fatal impulse that led to my ruin. But the 
cursory glance my father had taken of my volume by no means assured 
me that he was acquainted with its contents, and I continued to read with 
the greatest avidity. 

When I returned home my first care was to procure the whole works of 
this author, and afterwards of Paracelsus and Albertus Magnus. I read 
and studied the wild fancies of these writers with delight; they appeared 
to me treasures known to few besides myself. I have described myself as 
always having been imbued witha fervent longing to penetrate the secrets 
of nature. In spite of the intense labour and wonderful discoveries of 
modern philosophers, I always came from my studies discontented and 
unsatisfied. Sir Isaac Newton is said to have avowed that he felt like a child 
picking up shells beside the great and unexplored ocean of truth, Those 
of his successors in each branch of natural philosophy with whom I was 
acquainted appeared even to my boy's apprehension as tyros engaged in 
the same pursuit. 

‘The untaught peasant beheld the elements around him and was ac- 
quainted with their practical uses. The most learned philosopher knew 
little more. He had partially unveiled the face of Nature, but her immortal 
lineaments were still a wonder and a mystery. He might dissect, anato- 
mize, and give names; but, not to speak of a final cause, causes in their 
secondary and tertiary grades were utterly unknown to him. 1 had gazed 
upon the fortifications and impediments that seemed to keep human 
beings from entering the citadel of nature, and rashly and ignorantly I 
had repined. 

But here were books, and here were men who had penetrated deeper 
and knew more. I took their word for all that they averred, and I became 
their disciple. It may appear strange that such should arise in the eight- 
eenth century; but while I followed the routine of education in the schools 
of Geneva, 1 was, to a great degree, self-taught with regard to my 
favourite studies. My father was not scientific, and I was left to struggle 
‘with a child's blindness, added to a student's thirst for knowledge. Under 
the guidance of my new preceptors I entered with the greatest diligence 
into the search of the philosopher's stone and the elixir of life; but the 
latter soon obtained my undivided attention. Wealth was an inferior 
‘object, but what glory would attend the discovery if I could banish disease 
from the human frame and render man invulnerable to any buta violent 

Nor were these my only visions. The raising of ghosts or devils was a 
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promise liberally accorded by my favourite authors, the fulfilment of 
Which I most eagerly sought; and if my incantations were always unsuc- 
cessful, I auributed the failure rather to my own inexperience and mis- 
take than toa want of skill or fidelity in my instructors. And thus fora time 
1 was occupied by exploded systems, mingling, like an unadept, a 
thousand contradictory theories and floundering desperately in a very 
slough of multifarious knowledge, guided by an ardent imagination and 
childish reasoning, till an accident again changed the current of my ideas. 

When I was about fifteen years old we had retired to our house near 
Belrive, when we witnessed a most violent and terrible thunderstorm, It 
advanced from behind the mountains of Jura, and the thunder burst at 
once with frightful loudness from various quarters of the heavens. I 
remained, while the storm lasted, watching its progress with curiosity and 
delight. As I stood at the door, on a sudden I beheld a stream of fire issue 
from an old and beautiful oak which stood about twenty yards from our 
house; and so soon as the dazzling light vanished, the oak had dis- 
appeared, and nothing remained buta blasted stump. When we visited it 
the next morning, we found the tree shattered in a singular manner. It 
‘was not splintered by the shock, but entirely reduced to thin ribbons of 
wood. I never beheld anything so utterly destroyed. 

Before this I was not unacquainted with the more obvious laws of 
electricity. On this occasion a man of great research in natural philosophy 
was with us, and excited by this catastrophe, he entered on the explana- 
tion of a theory which he had formed on the subject of electricity and 
galvanism, which was at once new and astonishing to me. All that he said 
threw greatly into the shade Cornelius Agrippa, Albertus Magnus, and 
Paracelsus, the lords of my imagination; but by some fatality the over- 
throw of these men disinclined me to pursue my accustomed studies. It 
seemed to me as if nothing would or could ever be known. All that had so 
long engaged my attention suddenly grew despicable. By one of those 
caprices of the mind which we are perhaps most subject to in early youth, 1 
at once gave up my former occupations, set down natural history and all 
its progeny as a deformed and abortive creation, and entertained the 
greatest disdain for a would-be science which could never even step 
Within the threshold of real knowledge. In this mood of mind 1 betook 
myself to the mathematics and the branches of study appertaining to that 
science as being built upon secure foundations, and so worthy of my 
consideration. 

‘Thus strangely are our souls constructed, and by such slight ligaments 
are we bound to prosperity or ruin. When I look back, it seems to me as if 
this almost miraculous change of inclination and will was the immediate 
suggestion of the guardian angel of my life—the last effort made by the 
spirit of preservation to avert the storm that was even then hanging in the 
Stars and ready to envelop me. Her victory was announced by an unusual 
tranquillity and gladness of soul which followed the relinquishing of my 
ancient and latterly tormenting studies, It was thus that I was to be taught 
to associate evil with their prosecution, happiness with their disregard, 

It wasa strong effort of the spirit of good, but it was ineffectual. Destiny 
wastoo potent, and her immutable laws had decreed my utter and terrible 
destruction. 
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CHAPTER THREE 


When I had attained the age of seventeen my parents resolved that I 
should become a student at the university of Ingolstadt. I had hitherto 
attended the schools of Geneva, but my father thought it necessary for the 
completion of my education that I should be made acquainted with other 
customs than those of my native country, My departure was therefore 
fixed at an early date, but before the day resolved upon could arrive, the 
first misfortune of my life occurred—an omen, as it were, of my future 

Elizabeth had caught the scarlet fever; her illness was severe, and she 
was in the greatest danger. During her illness many arguments had been 
urged to persuade my mother to refrain from attending upon her. She 
had at first yielded to our entreaties, but when she heard that the life of 
her favourite was menaced, she could no longer control her anxiety. She 
attended her sickbed; her watchful attentions triumphed over the 
malignity of the distemper—Elizabeth was saved, but the consequences of 
this imprudence were fatal to her preserver. On the third day my mother 
sickened; her fever was accompanied by the most alarming symptoms, 
and the looks of her medical attendants prognosticated the worst event. 
On her deathbed the fortitude and benignity of this best of women did 
not desert her. She joined the hands of Elizabeth and myself. “My chil- 
dren," she said, “my firmest hopes of future happiness were placed on the 
prospect of your union. This expectation will now be the consolation of 
your father. Elizabeth, my love, you must supply my place tomy younger 
children. Alas! I regret that Lam taken from you; and, happy and beloved 
as I have been, is it not hard to quit you all? But these are not thoughts 
befitting me; I will endeavour to resign myself cheerfully to death and will 
indulge a hope of meeting you in another world.” 

She died calmly, and her countenance expressed. affection even in 
death, I need not describe the feelings of those whose dearest ties are rent 
by that most irreparable evil, the void that presents itself to the soul, and 
the despair that is exhibited on the countenance. It is so long before the 
mind can persuade itself that she whom we saw every day and whose very 
existence appeared a part of our own can have departed forever—that 
the brightness of a beloved eye can have been extinguished and the sound 
of a voice so familiar and dear to the ear can be hushed, never more to be 
heard. These are the reflections of the first days; but when the lapse of 
time proves the reality of the evil, then the actual bitterness of grief 
commences. Yet from whom has not that rude hand rent away some dear 
connection? And why should I describe a sorrow which all have felt, and 
must feel? The time at length arrives when grief is rather an indulgence 
than a necessity; and the smile that plays upon the lips, although it may be 
deemed a sacrilege, is not banished. My mother was dead, but we had still 
duties which we ought to perform; we must continue our course with the 
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‘rest and learn to think ourselves fortunate whilst one remains whom the 
spoiler has not seized. 

‘My departure for Ingolstadt, which had been deferred by these events, 
was now again determined upon. I obtained from my father a respite of 
some weeks. It appeared to me sacrilege so soon to leave the repose, akin 
to death, of the house of mourning and to rush into the thick of life. 1 was 
new to sorrow, but it did not the less alarm me. I was unwilling to quit the 
sight of those that remained to me, and abaveall, I desired to see my sweet 
Elizabeth in some degree consoled. 

She indeed veiled her grief and strove to act the comforter to usall. She 
looked steadily on life and assumed its duties with courage and zeal. She 
devoted herself to those whom she had been taught to call her uncle and 
cousins. Never was she so enchanting asat this time, when she recalled the 
sunshine of her smiles and spent them upon us, She forgot even her own 
regret in her endeavours to make us forget. 

The day of my departure at length arrived. Clerval spent the last 
evening with us. He had endeavoured to persuade his father to permit 
him to accompany me and to become my fellow student, but in vain. His 
father was a narrowminded trader and saw idleness and ruin in the 
aspirations and ambition of his son. Henry deeply felt the misfortune of 
being debarred from a liberal education. He said little, but when he spoke 
Tread in his kindling eye and in his animated glance a restrained but firm 
resolve not to be chained to the miserable details of commerce. 

We sat late, We could not tear ourselves away from each other nor 
persuade ourselves to say the word “Farewell!” It was said, and we retired 
under the pretence of seeking repose, each fancying that the other was 
deceived; but when at morning's dawn I descended to the carriage which 
was to convey me away, they were all there—my father again to bless me, 
Clerval to press my hand once more, my Elizabeth to renew her entreaties 
that I would write often and to bestow the last feminine attentions on her 
playmate and friend. 

1 threw myself into the chaise that was to convey me away and indulged 
in the most melancholy reflections. I, who had ever been surrounded by 
amiable companions, continually engaged in endeavoring to bestow 
mutual pleasure—I was now alone. In the university whither I was going I 
‘must form my own friends and be my own protector. My life had hitherto 
been remarkably secluded and domestic, and this had given me invincible 
Fepugnance to new countenances. | loved my brothers, Elizabeth, and 
Clerval; these were “old familiar faces,” but I believed myself totally 
unfitted for the company of strangers, Such were my reflections as I 
commenced my journey; but as I proceeded, my spirits and hopes rose. I 
ardently desired the acquisition of knowledge. I had often, when at home, 
thought it hard to remain during my youth cooped up in one place and 
had longed to enter the world and take my station among other human 
beings. Now my desires were complied with, and it would, indeed, have 
been folly to repent. 

Thad sufficient leisure for these and many other reflections during my 
journey to Ingolstadt, which was long and fatiguing. At length the high 
White steeple of the town met my eyes. I alighted and was conducted to my 
solitary apartment to spend the evening as I pleased. s 

h The next morning I delivered my letters of introduction and paid a visit 
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to some of the principal professors. Chance—or rather the evil influence, 
the Angel of Destruction, which asserted omnipotent sway over me from 
the moment I turned my reluctant steps from my father's door—led me 
first to M. Krempe, professor of natural philosophy. He was an uncouth 
man, but deeply imbued in the secrets of his science. He asked me several 
questions concerning my progress in the different branches of science 
appertaining to natural philosophy. 1 replied carelessly, and partly in 
contempt, mentioned the names of my alchemists as the principal authors 
Thad studied. The professor stared. “Have you,” he said, “really spent 
your time in studying such nonsense?” 

1 replied in the affirmative. "Every minute,” continued M. Krempe 
with warmth, “every instant that you have wasted on those books is utterly 
and entirely lost. You have burdened your memory with exploded sys- 
tems and useless names. Good God! In what desert land have you lived, 
where no one was kind enough to inform you that these fancies which you 
have so greedily imbibed are a thousand years old and as musty as they are 
ancient? I little expected, in this enlightened and scientific age, to find a 
disciple of Albertus Magnus and Paracelsus. My dear sir, you must begin 
your studies entirely anew.” 

So saying, he stepped aside and wrote down a list of several books 
treating of natural philosophy which he desired me to procure, and 
dismissed me after mentioning that in the beginning of the following 
week he intended to commence a course of lectures upon natural philoso- 
phy in its general relations, and that M. Waldman, a fellow professor, 
‘would lecture upon chemistry the alternate days that he omitted. 

T returned home not disappointed, for 1 have said that I had long 
considered those authors useless whom the professor reprobated; but I 
returned notatall the more inclined to recur to these studies in any shape. 
M. Krempe was a little squat man with a gruff voice and a repulsive 
‘countenance; the teacher, therefore, did not prepossess me in favour of 
his pursuits. In rather a too philosophical and connected a strain, 
perhaps, 1 have given an account of the conclusions 1 had come to 
concerning them in my early years, As a child 1 had not been content with 
the results promised by the modern professors of natural science. With a 
confusion of ideas only to be accounted for by my extreme youth and my 
want of a guide on such matters, I had retrod the steps of knowledge 
along the paths of time and exchanged the discoveries of recent inquirers 
for the dreams of forgotten alchemists. Besides, I had a contempt for the 
uses of modern natural philosophy. It was very different when the mas- 
ters of the science sought immortality and power; such views, although 
futile, were grand; but now the scene was changed. The ambition of the 
inquirer seemed to limit itself to the annihilation of those visions on which 
my interest in science was chiefly founded. I was required to exchange 
chimeras of boundless grandeur for realities of little worth. 

Such were my reflections during the first two or three days of my 
residence at Ingolstadt, which were chiefly spent in becoming acquainted 
with the localities and the principal residents in my new abode. But as the 
ensuing week commenced, L thought of the information which M. 
Krempe had given me concerning the lectures, And although I could not 
consent to go and hear that little conceited fellow deliver sentences out of 
a pulpit, I recollected what he had said of M. Waldman, whom I had never 
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seen, as he had hitherto been out of town. 

Partly from curiosity and partly from idleness, I went into the lecturing 
room, which M. Waldman entered shortly after. This professor was very 
unlike his colleague, He appeared about fifty years of age, but with an 
aspect expressive of the greatest benevolence; a few grey hairs covered his 
temples, but those at the back of his head were nearly black, His person 
was short but remarkably erect and his voice the sweetest I had ever 
heard, He began his lecture by a recapitulation of the history of chemistry 
and the various improvements made by different men of learning, pro- 
nouncing with fervour the names of the most distinguished discoverers. 
He then took a cursory view of the present state of the science and 
explained many of its elementary terms. After having made a few prepa- 
ratory experiments, he concluded with a panegyricupon modern chemis- 
try, the terms of which 1 shall never forget: 

“The ancient teachers of this science,” said he, “promised impossibili 
ties and performed nothing. The modern masters promise very little; 
they know that metals cannot be transmuted and that the elixir of life is a 
chimera. But these philosophers, whose hands seem only made to dabble 
in dirt, and their eyes to pore over the microscope or crucible, have 
indeed performed miracles. They penetrate into the recesses of nature 
and show how she works in her hiding-places. They ascend into the 
heavens; they have discovered how the blood circulates, and the nature of 
the air we breathe. They have acquired new and almost unlimited powers; 
they can command the thunders of heaven, mimic the earthquake, and 
even mock the invisible world with its own shadows.” 

Such were the professor's words—rather let me say such the words of 
the fate—enounced to destroy me. As he went on I felt as if my soul were 
grappling with a palpable enemy; one by one the various keys were 
touched which formed the mechanism of my being; chord after chord 
was sounded, and soon my mind was filled with one thought, one concep- 
tion, one purpose, So much has been done, exclaimed the soul of Frank- 
enstein—more, far more, will I achieve; treading in the steps already 
marked, I will pioneer a new way, explore unknown powers, and unfold 
to the world the deepest mysteries of creation. 

T closed not my eyes that night. My internal being was in a state of 
insurrection and turmoil; 1 felt that order would thence arise, but T had 
‘no power to produce it. By degrees, after the morning's dawn, sleep came. 
Tawoke, and my yesternight’s thoughts were as a dream. There only 
remained a resolution to return to my ancient studies and to devote 
myself to a science for which I believed myself to possess a natural talent. 
On the same day I paid M. Waldman a visit. His manners in private were 
even more mild and attractive than in public, for there was a certain 
dignity in his mien during his lecture which in his own house was replaced 
by the greatest affability and kindness, I gave him pretty nearly the same 
account of my former pursuits as I had given to his fellow professor. He 
heard with attention the little narration concerning my studiesand smiled 
‘at the names of Cornelius Agrippa and Paracelsus, but without the con- 
tempt that M. Krempe had exhibited. He said that "These were men to 
whose indefatigable zeal modern philosophers were indebted for most of 
the foundations of their knowledge. They had left to us, as an easier task, 
togive new names and arrange in connected classifications the facts which 


96 MARY SHELLEY 


they in a great degree had been the instruments of bringing to light. The 
labours of men of genius, however erroneously directed, scarcely ever: 

in ultimately turning to the solid advantage of mankind.” I listened to his 
statement, which was delivered without any presumption or affectation, 
and then added that his lecture had removed my prejudices against 
modern chemists; | expressed myself in measured terms, with the modes- 
tyand deference due from a youth to his instructor, without letting escape 
(inexperience in life would have made me ashamed) any of the enthu- 
siasm which stimulated my intended labours. I requested his advice 
concerning the books I ought to procure. 

m happy,” said M, Waldman, “to have gained a disciple; and if your 
application equals your ability, I have no doubt of your success. Chemistry 
is that branch of natural philosophy in which the greatest improvements 
have been and may be made; it is on that account that I have made it my 
peculiar study; but at the same time, I have not neglected the other 
branches of science. A man would make but a very sorry chemist if he 
attended to that departmentof human knowledge alone, If your wish isto 
become really a man of science and not merely a petty experimentalist, I 
should advise you to apply to every branch of natural philosophy, includ- 
ing mathematics. 

He then took me into his laboratory and explained to me the uses of his 
various machines, instructing me as to what I ought to procure and 
promising me the use of his own when I should have advanced far enough 
in the science not to derange their mechanism. He also gave me the list of 
books which I had requested, and I took my leave. 

‘Thus ended a day memorable to me; it decided my future destiny, 


CHAPTER Four 


From this day natural philosophy, and particularly chemistry, in the most 
comprehensive sense of the term, became nearly my sole occupation. L 
read with ardour those works, so full of genius and discrimination, which 
modern inquirers have written on these subjects, I attended the lectures 
and cultivated the acquaintance of the men of science of the university, 
and I found even in M. Krempe a great deal of sound sense and real 
information, combined, it is true, with a repulsive physiognomy and 
manners, but not on that account the less valuable. In M. Waldman I 
found a true friend. His gentleness was never tinged by dogmatism, and 
his instructions were given with an air of frankness and good nature that 
banished every idea of pedantry. In a thousand ways he smoothed for me 
the path of knowledge and made the most abstruse inquiries clear and 
facile to my apprehension, My application was at first fluctuating and 
uncertain; it gained strength as I proceeded and soon became so ardent 
and eager that the stars often disappeared in the light of morning whilst 1 
Was yet engaged in my laboratory 

As I applied so closely, it may be easily conceived that my progress was 
rapid, My ardour was indeed the astonishment of the students, and my 
proficiency that of the masters. Professor Krempe often asked me, witha 
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sly smile, how Cornelius Agrippa went on, whilst M. Waldman expressed 
the most heartfelt exultation in my progress. Two years passed in this 
‘manner, during which I paid no visit to Geneva, but was engaged, heart 
and soul, in the pursuit of some discoveries which I hoped to make, None 
but those who have experienced them can conceive of the enticements of 
science In other sues you go as far as others have gone before you, and 
there is nothing more to know; butin a scientific pursuit there is continual 
food for discovery and wonder. A mind of moderate capacity which 
closely pursues one study must infallibly arrive at great proficiency in that 
study; and I, who continually sought the attainment of one object of 
pursuitand was solely wrapped up in this, improved so rapidly that at the 
‘end of two years I made some discoveries in the improvement of some 
chemical instruments, which procured me great esteem and admiration 
at the university, When I had arrived at this point and had become as well 
acquainted with the theory and practice of natural philosophy as de- 
pended on the lessons of any of the professors at Ingolstadt, my residence 
there being no longer conducive to my improvements, 1 thought of 
returning to my friends and my native town, when an incident happened 
that protracted my stay. 

One of the phenomena which had peculiarly attracted my attention was 
the structure of the human frame, and, indeed, any animal endued with 
life. Whence, I often asked myself, did the principle oflife proceed? It was 
abold question, and one which has ever been considered as a mystery; yet 
‘with how many things are we upon the brink of becoming acquainted, if 
cowardice or carelessness did not restrain our inquiries. I revolved these 
circumstances in my mind and determined thenceforth to apply myself 
more particularly to those branches of natural philosophy which relate to 
physiology, Unless I had been animated by an almost supernatural enthu- 
Siasm, my application to this study would have been irksome and almost 
intolerable, To examine the causes of life, we must first have recourse to 
death, I became acquainted with the science of anatomy, but this was not 
sufficient; I must also observe the natural decay and corruption of the 
human body. In my education my father had taken the greatest precau- 
tions that my mind should be impressed with no supernatural horrors. I 
do notever remember to have trembled ata tale of superstition or to have 
feared the apparition of a spirit, Darkness had no effect upon my fancy, 
and a churchyard was to me merely the receptacle of bodies deprived of 
life, which, from being the seat of beauty and strength, had become food 
for the worm. Now I was led to examine the cause and progress of this 
decay and forced to spend days and nights in vaults and charnel-houses 
My attention was fixed upon every object the most insupportable to the 
delicacy of the human feelings. 1 saw how the fine form of man was 
degraded and wasted; I beheld the corruption of death succeed to the 
blooming cheek of life: I saw how the worm inherited the wonders of the 
eye and brain. T paused, examining and analysing all the minutiae of 
Causation, as exemplified in the change from life to death, and death to 
life, until from the midst of this darkness a sudden light broke in upon 
mea light so brilliant and wondrous, yet so simple, that while I became 
dizzy with the immensity of the prospect which it illustrated, 1 was sur- 
prised that among so many men of genius who had directed their in- 
quiries towards the same science, that I alone should be reserved to 
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discover so astonishing a secret. 

im not recording the vision of a madman, The sun does 
not more certainly shine in the heavens than that which I now affirm is 
true. Some miracle might have produced it, yet the stages of the discovery 
were distinctand probable. After days and nights of incredible labour and 
fatigue, I succeeded in discovering the cause of generation and life; nay, 
more, I became myself capable of bestowing animation upon lifeless 
matter. 

“The astonishment which I had at first experienced on this discovery 
soon gave place to delight and rapture, After so much time spent in 
painful labour, to arrive at once at the summit of my desires was the most 
gratifying consummation of my toils. But this discovery was so great and 
overwhelming that all the steps by which I had been progressively led to it 
were obliterated, and I beheld only the result. What had been the study 
and desire of the wisest men since the creation of the world was now 

thin my grasp. Not that, like a magic scene, it all opened upon me at 
once: the information I had obtained was of a nature rather to direct my 
endeavours so soon as I should point them towards the object of my 
search than to exhibit that object already accomplished. I was like the 
‘Arabian who had been buried with the dead and found a passage to life, 
aided only by one glimmering and seemingly ineffectual light. 

1 see by your eagerness and the wonder and hope which your eyes 
express, my friend, that you expect to be informed of the secret with 
which I am acqainted; that cannot be; listen patiently until the end of my 
story, and you will easily perceive why I am reserved upon that subject. I 
will not lead you on, unguarded and ardent as I then was, to your 
destruction and infallible misery. Learn from me, if not by my precepts, at 
least by my example, how dangerous is the acquirement of knowledge 
and how much happier that man is who believes his native town to be the 
‘world, than he who aspires to become greater than his nature will allow. 

When I found so astonishing a power placed within my hands, I 
hesitated a long time concerning the manner in which I should employ it. 
Although I possessed the capacity of bestowing animation, yet to prepare 
a frame for the reception of it, with all its intricacies of fibres, muscles, and 
veins, still remained a work of inconceivable difficulty and labour. 
doubted at first whether I should attempt the creation of a being 
myself, or one of simpler organization: but my imagination was too much 
exalted by my first success to permit me to doubt of my ability to give life 
to an animal as complex and wonderful as man. The materials at present 
within my command hardly appeared adequate to so arduous an under- 
taking, but I doubted not that I should ultimately succeed. I prepared 
myself for a multitude of reverses; my operations might be incessantly 
baffled, and at last my work be imperfect, yet when I considered the 
improvement which every day takes place in science and mechanics, I was 
encouraged to hope my present attempts would at least lay the founda- 
tions of future sucess. Nor could I consider the magnitude and complex- 
ity of my plan as any argument of its impracticability. Tt was with these 
feelings that I began the creation of a human being. As the minuteness of 
the parts formed a great hindrance to my speed, I resolved, contrary to 
my first intention, to make the being of a gigantic stature, that is to say, 
about eight feet in height, and proportionably large. After having formed 
this determination and haying spent some months in successfully collect- 
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ing and arranging my materials, I began. 

Noone can conceive the variety of feelings which bore me onwards, like 
a hurricane, in the first enthusiasm of success. Life and death appeared to 
me ideal bounds, which I should first break through, and pour a torrent 
of light into our dark world. A new species would bless me as its creator 
and source; many happy and excellent natures would owe their being to 
me. No father could claim the gratitude of his child so completely as 1 
should deserve theirs. Pursuing these reflections, I thought that if I could 
bestow animation upon lifeless matter, I might in process of time 
(although 1 now found it impossible) renew life where death had 
apparently devoted the body to corruption. 

‘These thoughts supported my spirits, while I pursued my undertaking 
with unremitting ardour. My cheek had grown pale with study, and my 

rson had become emaciated with confinement, Sometimes, on the very 

rink of certainty, I failed; yet still I clung to the hope which the next day 
or the next hour might realize. One secret which I alone possessed was the 
hope to which I had dedicated myself; and the moon gazed on my 
midnight labours, while, with unrelaxed and breathless eagerness, I pur- 
sued nature to her hidingplaces, Who shall conceive the horrors of my 
secret toil as 1 dabbled among the unhallowed damps of the grave or 
tortured the living animal to animate the lifeless clay? My limbs now 
tremble, and my eyes swim with the remembrance; but then a resistless 
and almost frantic impulse urged me forward; I seemed to have lost all 
‘soul or sensation but for this one pursuit, It was indeed but a passing 
trance, that only made me feel with renewed acuteness so soon as, the 
unnatural stimulus ceasing to operate, I had returned to my old habits, I 
collected bones from charnel-houses and disturbed, with profane fingers, 
the tremendous secrets of the human frame. In a solitary chamber, or 
rather cell, at the top of the house, and separated from all the other 
apartments by a gallery and staircase, I kept my workshop of filthy 
Creation; my eyeballs were starting from their sockets in attending to the 
details of my employment. The dissecting room and the slaughter-house 
furnished many of my materials; and often did my human nature turn 
with loathing from my occupation, whilst, still urged on by an eagerness 
Which perpetually increased, I brought my work near to a conclusion, 

“The summer months passed while I was thus engaged, heart and soul, 
in one pursuit, It wasa most beautiful season; never did the fields bestow a 
more plentiful harvest or the vines yield a more luxuriant vintage, but my 
eyes were insensible to the charms of nature. And the same feelings which 
made me neglect the scenes around me caused me also to forget those 
friends who were so many miles absent, and whom I had not seen for so 
Jong a time. I knew my silence disquieted them, and I well remembered 
the words of my father: “I know that while you are pleased with yourself 
{you will think of us with affection, and we shall hear regularly from you. 
You must pardon me if I regard any interruption in your correspondence 
as a proof that your other duties are equally neglected, 

T knew well therefore what would be my father's feelings, but 1 could 
not tear my thoughts from my employment, loathsome in itself, but which 
had taken an irresistible hold of my imagination. I wished, as it were, to 

rocrastinate all that related to my feelings of affection until the great 
Bhject, which swallowed up every habit of my nature, should be com- 
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T then thought that my father would be unjust if he ascribed my neglect 
to vice or faultiness on my part, but I am now convinced that he was 
justified in conceiving that I should not be altogether free from blame. A 
‘human being in perfection ought always to preserve a calm and peaceful 
mind and never to allow passion or a transitory desire to disturb his 
tranquillity. I do not think that the pursuit of knowledge isan exception to 
this rule. If the study to which you apply yourself has a tendency to 
weaken your affections and to destroy your taste for those simple plea- 
sures in which no alloy can possibly mix, then that study is certainly 
unlawful, that is to say, not befitting the human mind. If this rule were 
always observed; if no man allowed any pursuit whatsoever to interfere 
with the tranquillity of his domestic affections, Greece had not been 
enslaved, Caesar would have spared his country, America would have 
been discovered more gradually, and the empires of Mexico and Peru 
kad not been destroyed 1 

But I forget that Lam moralizing in the most interesting part of my tale, 
and your looks remind me to proceed. 

My father made no reproach in his letters and only took notice of my 
silence by inquiring into my occupations more particularly than before. 
Winter, spring, and summer passed away during my labours; but 1 did 
not watch the blossom or the expanding leaves—sights which before 
always yielded me supreme delight—so deeply was I engrossed in my 
‘occupation. The leaves of that year had withered before my work drew 
near toa close, and now every day showed me more plainly how well I had 
succeeded. But my enthusiasm was checked by my anxiety, and 1 
appeared rather like one doomed by slavery to toil in the mines, or any 
other unwholesome trade than an artist occupied by his favourite employ- 
ment. Every night I was oppressed by a slow fever, and I became nervous 
to a most painful degree; the fall of a leaf startled me, and I shunned my 
fellow creatures as if I had been guilty of a crime. Sometimes 1 grew 
alarmed at the wreck I perceived that I had become: the energy of my 
purpose alone sustained me: my labours would soon end, and I believed 
that exercise and amusement would then drive away incipient disease: 
and I promised myself both of these when my cretion should be com- 
plete. 


CHAPTER Five 


Itwas on adreary night of November that I beheld the accomplishmentof 
my toils. With an anxiety that almost amounted to agony, I collected the 
instruments of life around me, that I might infuse a spark of being into 
the lifeless thing that lay at my feet, It was already one on the morning; the 
rain pattered dismally against the panes, and my candle was nearly burnt 
out, when, by the glimmer of the half-extinguished light, 1 saw the dull 
yellow eye of the creature open; it breathed hard, anda convulsive motion 
agitated its limbs. 

How can 1 describe my emotions at this catastrophe, or how delineate 
the wretch whom with such infinite pains and care I had endeavoured to 
form? His limbs were in proportion, and I had selected his features as 
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beautiful. Beautiful! Great God! His yellow skin scarcely covered the 
work of muscles and arteries beneath; his hair was of a lustrous black, and 
flowing; his teeth of a pearly whiteness; but these luxuriances only 
formed a more horrid contrast with his watery eyes, that seemed almost of 
the same colour as the dun-white sockets in which they were set, his 
shrivelled complexion and straight black lips. 

‘The different accidents of life are not so changeable as the feelings of 
human nature. I had worked hard for nearly two years, for the sole 
purpose of infusing life into an inanimate body. For this I had deprived 
myself of rest and health, 1 had desired it with an ardour that far ex- 
ceeded moderation; but now that I had finished, the beauty of the dream 
vanished, and breathless horror and disgust filled my heart, Unable to 
endure the aspectof the being I had created, I rushed out of the roomand 
continued a long time traversing my bedchamber, unable to compose my 
mind to sleep. At length lassitude succeeded to the tumult I had before 
endured, and I threw myself on the bed in my clothes, endeavouring to 
seek a few moments of forgetfulness, But it was in vain; I slept, indeed, 
‘but I was disturbed by the wildest dreams, I thought I saw Elizabeth, in the 
bloom of health, walking in the streets of Ingolstadt. Delighted and 
surprised, 1 embraced her, but as I imprinted the first kiss on her lips, 
they became livid with the hue of death; her features appeared to change, 
and I thought that 1 held the corpse of my dead mother in my arms: a 
shroud enveloped her form, and I saw the grave-worms crawling in the 
folds of the flannel, I started from my sleep with horror; a cold dew 
covered my forehead, my teeth chattered, and every limb became con- 
vulsed; when, by the dim and yellow light of the moon, as it forced its way 
through the window shutter, I beheld the wretch—the miserable monster 
whom I created. He held up the curtain of the bed; and his eyes, if eyes 
they may be called, were fixed on me. His jaws opened, and he muttered 
some inarticulate sounds, while a grin wrinkled his cheeks, He might have 
Spoken, but I did not hear; one hand was stretched out, seemingly to 
detain me, but I escaped and rushed downstairs. I took refuge in the 
courtyard belonging to the house which I inhabited, where I remained 
during the rest of the night, walking up and down in the greatest agita- 
tion, listening attentively, catching and fearing each sound as if it were to 
announce the approach of the demoniacal corpse to which I had so 
miserably given life. 

‘Oh! No mortal could support the horror of that countenance. A mum- 
my again endued with animation could not be so hideous as that wretch. L 
had gazed on him while unfinished; he was ugly then, but when those 
muscles and joints were rendered capable of motion, it became a thing 
such as even Dante could not have conceived. 

T passed the night wretchedly. Sometimes my pulse beat so quickly and 
hardly that I felt the palpitation of every artery; at others, I nearly sank to 
the ground through languor and extreme weakness. Mingled with this 
horror, I felt the bitterness of disappointment; dreams that had been my 
food and pleasant rest for so long a space were now become a hell to me; 
and the change was so rapid, the overthrow so complete! 

‘Morning, dismal and wet, at length dawned and discovered to my 
sleepless and aching eyes the church of Ingolstadt, its white steeple and 
‘lock, which indicated the sixth hour. The porter opened the gates of the 

q ‘court, which had that night been my asylum, and I issued into the streets, 
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icing them with quick steps, as if I sought to avoid the wretch whom I 
fared every turning of the street would present to my view. I did otdare 
return to the apartment which I inhabited, but felt impelled to hurry on, 
although drenched by the rain which poured from a black and comfort- 
Jess sk 

T continued walking in this manner for some time, endeavouring by 
bodily exercise to ease the load that weighed upon my mind. I traversed 
the streets without any clear conception of where I was or what I was 
doing, My heart palpitated in the sickness of fear, and I hurried on with 
irregular steps, not daring to look about me: 


Like one who, on a lonely road, 
Doth walk in fear and dread, 
And, having once turned raund, walks om, 
enan tuya no more thea y 
‘Dat dose heh Be Eat 


ing thus, I came at length opposite to the inn at which the 
igences and carriages usually stopped. Here I paused, I knew 
tI remained’some minutes with my eyes fixed on a coach that 
‘was coming towards me from the other end of the street. Asit drew nearer 
Tolserved that it was the Swiss diligence it stopped just where 1 was 
standing, and on the door being opened, I perceived Henry Clerval, who, 

ing me, instantly sprung out. "My dear Frankenstein,” exclaimed 
he, “how glad I am to see you! How fortunate that you should be here at 
the very moment of my alighting!” 

Nothing could equal my delight on seeing Clerval; his presence 
brought back to my thoughts my father, Elizabeth, and all those scenes of 
home so dear to my recollection. I grasped his hand, and in a moment 
forgot my horror and misfortune; I felt suddenly, and for the first time 
during many months, calm and serene joy. I welcomed my friend, there- 
fore, in the most cordial manner, and we walked towards my college. 
‘Clerval continued talking for some time about our mutual friends and his 
‘own good fortune in being permitted to come to Ingolstadt, “You may 
easily believe,” said he, “how great was the difficulty to persuade my 
father that all necessary knowledge was not comprised in the noble art of 
bookkeeping; and, indeed, I believe I left him incredulous to the last, for 
his constant answer to my unwearied entreaties was the same as that of the 
Dutch schoolmaster in The Vicar of Wakefield: "I have ten thousand florins 
a year without Greek, I eat heartily without Greek.’ But his affection for 
meat length overcame his dislike of learning, and he has permitted me to 
undertake a voyage of discovery to the land of knowledge,” 

“It gives me the greatest delight to see you; but tell me how you left my 
father, brothers, and Elizabeth.” 

“Very well, and very happy, only a litle uneasy that they hear from you 
so seldom. By the by, I mean to lecture you a little upon their account 
myself. But, my dear Frankenstein," continued he, stopping short and 
gazing full in my face, "I did not before remark how very ill you appear: 
thin and pale; you look as if you had been watching for several nights. 


Coleridge's “Ancient Mariner.” 
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*You have guessed right; I have lately been so deeply engaged in one 
‘occupation that I have not allowed myself sufficient rest, as you see; but I 
hope, I sincerely hope, that all these employments are now atan end and 
that Í am at length free. 

T trembled excessively: I could not endure to think of, and far less to 
allude to, the occurrences of the preceding night. I walked with a quick 
pace, and we soon arrived at my college. I then reflected, and the thought 
made me shiver, that the creature whom I had left in my apartment might 
still be there, alive and walking about. I dreaded to behold this monster, 
but 1 feared still more that Henry should see him. Entreating him, 
therefore, to remain a few minutesat the bottom of the stairs, 1 darted up 
towards my own room. My hand was already on the lock of the door 
before I recollected myself, I then paused, and a cold shivering came over 
me. I threw the door forcibly open, as children are accustomed to do 
when they expect a spectre to stand in waiting for them on the other side; 
but nothing appeared. 1 stepped fearfully in: the apartment was empty, 
and my bedroom was also freed from its hideous guest. I could hardly 
believe that so great a good fortune could have befallen me, but when I 
became assured that my enemy had indeed fled, I clapped my hands for 
joy and ran down to Clerval. 

‘We ascended into my room, and the servant presently brought break- 
fast; but I was unable to contain myself, It was not joy only that possessed 
me; I felt my flesh tingle with excess of sensitiveness, and my pulse beat 
rapidly. I was unable to remain for a single instant in the same place; I 
jumped over the chairs, clapped my hands, and laughed aloud. Clerval at 
first attributed my unusual spirits to joy on his arrival, but when he 
observed me more attentively, he saw a wildness in my eyes for which he 
could not account, and my loud, unrestrained, heartless laughter fright- 
ened and astonished him. 

“My dear Victor,” cried he, “what, for God's sake, is the matter? Do not 
laugh in that manner. How ill you are! What is the cause of all this?” 

“Do not ask me,” cried 1, putting my hands before my eyes, for I 
thought I saw the dreaded spectre glide into the room; “he can tell. Oh, 
save me! Save me!” I imagined that the monster seized me; I struggled 
furiously and fell down in a fit- 

Poor Clerval! What must have been his feelings? A meeting, which he 
anticipated with such joy, so strangely turned to bitterness, But I was not 
the witness of his grief, for I was lifeless and did not recover my senses for 
a long, long time. 

‘This was the commencement of a nervous fever which confined me for 
several months, During all that time Henry was my only nurse. I after- 
wards learned that, knowing my father’s advanced age and unfitness for 
go long a journey, and how wretched my sickness would make Elizabeth, 
he spared them this grief by concealing the extent of my disorder. He 
new that I could not havea more kind and attentive nurse than himself; 
and, firm in the hope he felt of my recovery, he did not doubt that, instead 
of doing harm, he performed the kindest action that he could towards 
them. 

‘But I was in reality very ill, and surely nothing but the unbounded and 
unremitting attentions of my friend could have restored me to life. The 
form of the monster on whom I had bestowed existence was forever 
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before my eyes, and I raved incessantly concerning him. Doubtless my 
words surprised Henry; he at first believed them to be the wanderings of 
my disturbed imagination, but the pertinacity with which 1 continually 
recurred to the same subject persuaded him that my disorder indeed 
owed its origin to some uncommon and terrible event. 

By very slow degrees, and with frequent relapses that alarmed and 
grieved my friend, I recovered. 1 remember the first time I became 
Capable of observing outward objects with any kind of pleasure, I per- 
ceived that the fallen leaves had disappeared and that the young buds 
‘were shooting forth from the trees that shaded my window. It wasa divine 
spring, and the season contributed greatly to my convalescence. I felt also 
sentiments of joy and affection revive in my bosom; my gloom dis- 
appeared, and in a short time I became as cheerful as before 1 was 
attacked by the fatal passion, 

“Dearest Clerval,” exclaimed 1, “how kind, how very good you are to 
me, This whole winter, instead of being spent in study, as you promised 
yourself, has been consumed in my sick room. How shall Lever repay you? 
1 feel the greatest remorse for the disappointment of which I have been 
the occasion, but you will forgive me.” 

“You will repay me entirely if you do not discompose yourself, but get 
well as fast as you can; and since you appear in such good spirits, I may 
speak to you on one subject, may I not?” 

Ttrembled. One subject! What could it be? Could he allude to an object 
on whom I dared not even think? 

“Compose yourself,” said Clerval, who observed my change of colour, 
“I will not mention it ifit agitates you; but your father and cousin would be 
very happy if they received a letter from you in your own handwriting. 
‘They hardly know how ill you have been and are uneasy at your long 
silence.” 

“Is that all, my dear Henry? How could you suppose that my first 
thought would not fly towards those dear, dear friends whom I love and 
who are so deserving of my love?” 

“If this is your present temper, my friend, you will perhaps be glad to 
see a letter that has been lying here some days for you; it is from your 
cousin, 1 believe.” 


CHAPTER SIX 


Clerval then put the following letter into my hands. It was from my own 
Elizabeth: i if 


My pranesr Coven, 

‘ou have been ill, very ill, and even the constant letters of 
dear kind Henry are not sufficient to reassure me on your 
account. You ate forbidden to write—to hold a pen; yet one 
word from you, dear Victor, is necessary to calm our 
apprehensions, For a long time I have thought that each 
post would bring this line, and my persuasions have res- 
trained my uncle from undertaking a journey to Ingolstadt. 
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1 have prevented his encountering the inconveniences and 
perhaps dangers of so long a journey, yet how often have I 
Fegretied not being able to perform it myself! I figure to 
myself that the task of attending on your sickbed has de- 
volved on some mercenary old nurse, who could never 
guess your wishes nor minister to them with the care and 
affection of your poor cousin. Yet that is over now: Clerval 
Writes that indeed you are getting better, I eagerly hope that 
‘you will confirm this intelligence soon in your own hand- 
Writing. 

Get well—and return to us, You will find a happy, cheer- 
ful home and friends who love you dearly. Your father's 
health is vigorous, and he asks but to see you, but to be 
assured that you are well; and not a care will ever cloud his 
benevolent countenance, How pleased you would be to 
remark the improvement of our Ernest! He is now sixteen 
and full of activity and spirit. He is desirous to be a true 

iss and to enter into foreign service, but we cannot part 
with him, at least until his elder brother return to us. My 
uncle is not pleased with the idea of a military career in a 
distant country, but Ernest never had your powers of ap- 
plication. He looks upon study as an odious fetter; his time is 
Spent in the open alr, climbing the hills or rowing on the 
lake, I fear that he will become an idler unless we yield the 
pitt and permit him to enter on the profession which he 

jas selected 

Little alteration, except the growth of our dear children, 
has taken place since you left us. The blue lake and snow- 
clad mountains—they never change; and I think our placid 
home and our contented hearts are regulated by the same 
immutable laws. My trifling occupations take up my time 
and amuse me, and I am rewarded for any exertions by 
Seeing none but happy, kind faces around me. Since you left 
ts, but one change has taken place in our little household, 
‘Do you remember on what occasion Justine Moritz entered 
our family? Probably you do not; I will relate her history, 
therefore, ina few words. Madame Moritz, her mother, was 
a widow with four children, of whom Justine was the third. 
“This girl had always been the favourite of her father, but 
ehrough a strange perversity, her mother could not endure 
her, and after the death of M. Moritz, treated her very ill. 
My aunt observed this, and when Justine was twelve years of 
age, prevailed on her mother tò allow her to liye at our 
house. The republican institutions of our country have pro- 
duced simpler and happier manners than those which pre- 
ail in the great monarchies that surround it. Hence there is 
less distinction between the several classes of its inhabitants; 
and the lower orders, being neither so poor nor so despised, 
their manners are more refined and moral. A servant in 
Geneya does not mean the same thing as a servant in France 
and England. Justine, thus received in our family, learned 
the duties of a servant, a condition which, in our fortunate 
‘country, does not include the idea of ignorance and a sacri- 
fice of the dignity of a human being. $ ; 

justine, you may remember, was a great favourite of 
STE) iad ee fre ae 
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anil humour, one glance from Justine could dissipate it, for 
er ie Arro iene moaned 
Angelica ahe looked so franksheated and happy. My aunt 
conceived a great attachment for her, by which she was 
{hduced to give her an education superior to that which she 
had at first intended, This benefit was fully repaid; Justine 
Was the most grateful liue creature in the world: Ï do not 
Pean that she made any profesons; I never heard one pas 
her lips but you could see by her eyes that she almost 
adoret her protectress: Although her disposition waa gay 
and in many respects inconsiderate, yet she paid the 
test attention to every gesture of my aunt, She thought 
fer the model of all excellence and endeavoured to imitate 
her phraseology and manners, so that even now she often 
reminds me of her. 

‘When my dearest aunt died everyone was too much occu- 
pied in their own grief to notice poor Justine, who had 
Euended her during her illness with the niost anxious affec- 
ton Poor Justine was very H, but other trials were reserved 
jor her. 

‘One by one, her brothers and sister died; and her 
mother, with the exception of her neglected daughter, was 
left childless. The conscience of the woman was troubled; 
she began to think that the deaths of her favourites was a 
judgment from heaven to chastise her partiality, She was a 
Roman Catholic and I believe her confessor confirmed the 
idea which she had conceived. Accordingly, a few months 
after your departure for Ingolstadt, Justine was called 
home by her Tepentant mother. Poor gl She wept when 
she quitted our house: she was much altered since the death 
Ot my aunt griet had given softness and a winning mildness 
to her manners which had before been remarkable for 
Vivacity. Nor was her residence at her mother's house of a 
nature to restore her gaiety. The poor woman was very 
vacating in her repentance Shesoretines begged Justine 
to forgive her unkindness but much oftener accused her of 
having caused the deaths of her brothers and sister. Perpe- 
tual fretting at length threw Madame Moritz into a decline, 
which at fist increased her irritability, but she is now at 
peace forever, She died on the first approach of cold weath- 
Er, at the beginning of this last winter. Justine has returned 
tous, and [assure you I love her tenderly. She is very clever 
and gentle and extremely pretty; as I mentioned before, het 
mien and her expressions continually remind me of my 
dear aunt 

Tmust say also a few words to you, my dear cousin, of little 
darling William. 1 wish you could see him, he is very tall of 
his age, with sweet laughing blue eyes, dark eyelashes, and 
curling hair. When he smiles, two little dimples appear on 
each cheek, which are rosy with health. He has already had 
One or two lite wives, but Louisa Biron is his favourite, a 
prety little girl of five years of age. 

P Now, deaf Victor, I dare say you wish to be indulged in a 
litle gossip concerning the good people of Geneva. The 
pretty Miss Mansfield has already fecelved the congratula: 
{ory visits on her approaching marriage with a young En- 
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glishman, John Melbourne, Esq. Her ugly sister, Manon, 
married M. Duvillard, the rich banker, fast autumn, Your 
Sruni aiak Lous Manoir, has suffered several 
misfortunes since the departure of rval from Geneva. 
noe aay elie a ava 
eae ery pen eens 
Manoir, but she is very much admired and a favourite with 


everybody, 

1 have written myself into better spirits, dear cousin; but 
my anxiety returns upon me as 1 conclude. Write, dearest 
Victor—one line—one word will be a blessing to us. Ten 
thousand thanks to Henry for his kindness, his affection, 
and his many letters; we are sincerely grateful. Adieu! My 
Cousin, take care of yourself, and, I entreat you, write! 


ELIZABETH Lavenza 
Geneva, March 18th, 17— 


“Dear, dear Elizabeth!” I exclaimed when I had read her letter. “I will 
‘write instantly and relieve them from the anxiety they must feel." I wrote, 
and this exertion greatly fatigued me; but my convalescence had com- 
menced, and proceeded regularly. In another fortnight I wasable to leave 
my chamber, 

‘One of my first duties on my recovery was to introduce Clerval to the 
several professors of the university. In doing this, I underwent a kind of 
rough usage, ill befitting the wounds that my mind had sustained. Ever 
since the fatal night, the end of my labours, and the beginning of my 
misfortunes, 1 had conceived a violent antipathy even to the name of 
natural philosophy, When I was otherwise quite restored to health, the 
sight of a chemical instrument would renew all the agony of my nervous 
symptoms. Henry saw this and had removed all my apparatus from my 
Mew. He had also changed my apartment, for he perceived that I had 
acquired a dislike for the room which had previously been my laboratory. 
But these cares of Clerval were made of no avail when I visited the 
professors. M, Waldman inflicted torture when he praised, with kindness 
End warmth, the astonishing progress I had made in the sciences. He soon 
perceived that I disliked the subject, but not guessing the real cause, he 
Attributed my feelings to modesty and changed the subject from my 
improvement to the science itself, with a desire, as I evidently saw, of 
drawing me out, What could I do? He meant to please, and he tormented. 
me. I felt as if he had placed carefully, one by one, in my view those 
instruments which were to be afterwards used in putting me toa slow and 
cruel death. I writhed under his words yet dared not exhibit the pain 1 
felt. Clerval, whose eyes and feelings were always quick in discerning the 
sensations of others, declined the subject, alleging, in excuse, his total 
ignorance; and the conversation took a more general turn. I thanked my 
friend from my heart, but I did not speak. I saw plainly that he was 
surprised, but he never attempted to draw my secret from me; and 
although Lloved him with a mixture of affection and reverence that knew 
no bounds, yet I could never persuade myself to confide to him that event 
which was so often present to my recollection but which I feared the detail 
to another would only impress more deeply. 
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M. Krempe was not equally docile; and in my condition at that time, of 
almost insupportable sensitiveness, his harsh, blunt encomiums gave me 
than the benevolent approbation of M. Waldman. “D—n 
the fellow!" cried he. "Why, M. Clerval, T assure you he has outstripped us 
all, Ay, stare if you please; but itis nevertheless true. A youngster who, but 
a few years ago, believed in Cornelius Agrippa as firmly as in the Gospel, 
has now set himself at the head of the university; and if he is not soon 
pulled down, we shall all be out of countenance. Ay, ay,” continued he, 
observing my face expressive of suffering, “M. Frankenstein is modest, an 
excellent quality in a young man. Young men should be diffident of 
themselves, you know, M. Clerval; 1 was myself when young, but that 
wears out in a very short time.” y 

M. Krempe had now commenced a eulogy on himself, which happily 
turned the conversation from a subject that was so annoying to me. 

Clerval had never sympathized in my tastes for natural science, and his 
literary pursuits differed wholly from those which had occupied me. He 
came to the university with the design of making himself complete master 
of the Oriental languages, as thus he should open a field for the plan of 
life he had marked out for himself. Resolved to pursue no inglorious 
career, he turned his eyes towards the East asaffording scope for his spirit 
of enterprise. The Persian, Arabic, and Sanskrit languages engaged his 
attention, and I was easily induced to enter on the same studies, Idleness 
hadever been irksome to me, and now that I wished to fly from reflection 
and hated my former studies, I felt great relief in being the fellow pupil 
with my friend, and found not only instruction but consolation in the 
works of the Orientalists. I did not, like him, attempt a critical knowledge 
of their dialects, for I did not contemplate making any other use of them 
than temporary amusement. I read merely to understand their meaning, 
and they well repaid my labours, Their melancholy is soothing, and their 
Joy elevating, to a degree I never experienced in studying the authors of 
any other country. When you read their writings, life appears to consist in 
a warm sun and a garden of roses, in the smiles and frowns of a fair 
enemy, and the fire that consumes your own heart, How different from 
the manly and heroical poetry of Greece and Rome! 

‘Summer passed away in these occupations, and my return to Geneva 
was fixed for the latter end of autumn; but being delayed by several 
accidents, winter and snow arrived, the roads were deemed impassable, 
and my journey was retarded until the ensuing spring. I felt this delay 
very bitterly, for I longed to see my native town and my beloved friends, 
My return had only been delayed so long from an unwillingness to leave 
Clerval ina strange place before he had become acquainted with any of it 
inhabitants, The winter, however, was spent cheerfully, and although the 
spring was uncommonly late, when it came its beauty compensated for its 
dilatoriness 

The month of May had already commenced, and I expected the letter 
daily which was to fix the date of my departure, when Henry proposed a 
pedestrian tour in the environs of Ingolstadt, that 1 might bid a personal 
farewell to the country 1 had so long inhabited. I acceded with pleasure to 
this proposition: I was fond of exercise, and Glerval had always been my 
favourite companion in the rambles of this nature that I had taken among 
the scenes of my native country. 
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We passed a fortnight in these perambulations; my health and spirits 
Tind cng been restored, and they pained addivonal strength fron the 
salubrious air 1 breathed, the natural incidents of our progress, and the 
conversation of my friend. Study had before secluded me from the 
intercourse of my fellow creatures and rendered me unsocial, but Clerval 
called forth the better feelings of my heart; he again taught me to love the 
aspect of nature ant the cheerful faces of children. Excellent friend! How 
sincerely did you love me and endeavour to elevate my mind until it was 
ona level with your own! A selfish pursuit had cramped and narrowed me 
until your gentleness and affection warmed and opened my senses; I 
became the same happy creature who, a few years ago, loved and beloved 
by all, had no sorrow or care. When happy, inanimate nature had the 
power of bestowing on me the most delightful sensations. A serene sky 
and verdant fields filled me with ecstasy. The present season was indeed 
divine; the flowers of spring bloomed in the hedges, while those of 
summer were already in bud. I was undisturbed by thoughts which 
during the preceding year had pressed upon me, notwithstanding my 
endeavours to throw them off, with an invincible burden. 

Henry rejoiced in my gaiety and sincerely sympathized in my feelings; 
he exerted himself to amuse me, while he expressed the sensations that 
filled his soul. The resources of his mind on this occasion were truly 
astonishing; his conversation was full of imagination, and very often, in 
imitation of the Persian and Arabic writers, he invented tales of wonder- 
ful fancy and passion. At other times he repeated my favourite poems or 
drew me out into arguments, which he supported with great ingenuity. 

We returned to our college on a Sunday afternoon; the peasants were 
dancing, and everyone we met appeared gay and happy, My own spirits 
were high, and 1 bounded along with feelings of unbridled joy and 
hilarity. 


CHAPTER SEVEN 


On my return, I found the following letter from my father: 


My pear Victor, 

You have probably waited impatiently for a letter to fix 
the date of your return to us, and I was at first tempted to 
write only a few lines, merely mentioning the day on which I 
Should expect you, But that would be a cruel kindness, and I 
dare not do it, What would be your surprise, my son, when 
you expected a happy and glad welcome, to behold, on the 
Rontrary, tears and wretchedness? And how, Victor, can I 
felate our misfortune? Absence cannot have rendered you 
callous to our joys and griefs, and how shall I inflict pain on 
my long-absent son? L wish to prepare you for the woeful 
news, but I know itis impossible; even now your eye skims 
over ihe page to seek the words which are to convey to you 
the horrible tidings. 

‘William is dead! That sweet child, whose smiles delighted 
and warmed my heart, who was so gentle, yet so gay! 
he is murder 


no 
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Lwill not attempt to console you, but will simply relate the 
circumstances of the transaction. 

‘Last Thursday (May 7th) I, my niece, and your two 
brothers went to walk in Plainpalais. The evening was warm 
and serene, and we prolonged our walk farther than usual, 
ic was already dusk before we thought of returning, and 
then we discovered that William and Ernest, who had gone 
on before, were not to be found, We accordingly rested on a 
seat until they should return. Presently Ernest came and 
inquired if we had seen his brother; he said that he had been 
playing with him, that William had run away to hide him- 
Felt and that he vainly sought for him, and afterwards 
waited for him a long time, but that he did not return. 

“This account rather alarmed us, and we continued to 
search for him until night fell, when Elizabeth conjectured 
that he might have returned to the house. He was not there. 
We returned again, with torches, for I could not rest when I 
thought that my sweet boy had lost himself and was ex] 
to all the damps and dews of night; Elizabeth also suffered 
extreme anguish. About five in the morning I discovered 
my lovely boy, whom the night before I had seen blooming 
and active in health, stretched on the grass livid and 
motionless; the print of the murderer’ finger was on his 

He was conveyed home, and the anguish that was visible 
in my countenance betrayed the secret to Elizabeth, She was 
Very earnest to see the corpse. At first I attempted to pre- 
yent her, but she persisted, and entering the room where it 
lay, hastily examined the neck of the victim, and clasping 
her hands, exclaimed, “Oh, God! 1 have murdered my 
darling child’ 

She fainted, and was restored with extreme difficult 
When she again lived, it was only to weep and sigh. She told 
me that that same evening William had teased her to let him 
wear a very valuable miniature that she possessed of your 
mother. This picture is gone and was doubtless the tempta- 
tion which urged the murderer to the deed. We have no 
trace of him at present, although our exertions to discover 
him are unremitted; but they will not restore my beloved 
William! 

Come, dearest Victor; you alone can console Elizabeth. 
She weeps continually and accuses herself unjustly as the 
cause of his death; her words pierce my heart. We are all 
unhappy, but will not that be an additional motive for you, 
my son, to return and be our comforter? Your dear mother! 
Alas, Victor! I now say, thank God she did not live to witness 
the cruel, miserable death of her youngest darling! 

Come, Victor; not brooding thoughts of vengeance 
against the assassin, but with feelings of peace and gentle: 
ness, that will heal, instead of festering, the wounds of our 
minds. Enter the house of mourning, my friend, but with 
kindness and affection for those who love you, and not with 
hatred for your enemies. 

Your affectionate and afflicted father, 
‘ALPHONSE FRANKENSTEIN 
Geneva, May 12, 17— 


: 


Clerval, who had watched my countenance as I read this letter, was 
surprised to observe the despair that succeeded to the joy I at first 
expressed on receiving news from my friends. I threw the letter on the 
table and covered my face with my hands. 

"My dear Frankenstein,” exclaimed Henry when he perceived me weep 
with bitterness, “are you always to be unhappy? My dear friend, what has 
happened?” ` * 

Í motioned to him to take up the letter, while I walked up and down the 
room in the extremest agitation, Tears also gushed from the eyes of 
Clerval as he read the account of my misfortune. 

“Lean offer you no consolation, my friend,” said he 
irreparable, What do you intend to do?” 

“To go instantly to Geneva; come with me, Henry, to order the horses.” 

During our walk Clerval endeavoured to say a few words of consola- 
tion; he could only express his heartfelt sympathy. "Poor William!” said 
he. “Dear lovely child, he now sleeps with his angel mother! Who that h 
seen him bright and joyous in his young beauty but must weep over his 
‘untimely loss! To die so miserably, to feel the murderer's grasp! How 
much more a murderer, that could destroy such radiant innocence! Poor 
little fellow! One only consolation have we; his friends mourn and weep, 
but he is at rest. The pang is over, his sufferings are at an end forever. A 
sod covers his gentle form, and he knows no pain. He can no longer bea 
subject for pity; we must reserve that for his miserable survivors. 

Clerval spoke thus as we hurried through the streets; the words im- 
pressed themselves on my mind, and I remembered them afterwards in 
solitude. But now, as soon as the horses arrived, I hurried into a cabriolet 
and bade farewell to my friend. 

‘My journey was very melancholy. At first I wished to hurry on, for 1 
Jonged to console and sympathize with my loved and sorrowing friends; 
but when 1 drew near my native town, I slackened my progress. I could 
hardly sustain the multitude of feelings that crowded into my mind. I 
passed through scenes familiar to my youth but which I had not seen for 
early six years. How altered everything might be during that time! One 
sudden and desolating change had taken place; but a thousand little 
Gircumstances might have by degrees worked other alterations, which, 
although they were done more tranquilly, might not be the less decisive. 
Fear overcame me; I dared not advance, dreading a thousand nameless 
evils that made me tremble, although I was unable to define them. 

T remained two days at Lausanne in this painful state of mind. I 
contemplated the lake; the waters were placid, all around was calm, and 
the snowy mountains, "the palaces of nature,” were not changed. By 
degrees the calm and heavenly scene restored me, and I continued my 
journey toward Geneva. 

"The road ran by the side of the lake, which became narrower as I 
approached my native town. I discovered more distinetly the black sides 
of Jura and the bright summit of Mont Blane. I wept like a child. “Dear 
mountains! My own beautiful take! How do you welcome your wanderer? 
Your summits are clear; the sky and lake are blue and placid. Is this to 
prognosticate peace or to mock at my unhappiness?” 

Tear, my friend, that I shall render myself tedious by dwelling on these 
preliminary circumstances, but they were days of comparative happiness, 
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and I think of them with pleasure. My country, my beloved country! Who 
buta native can tell the delight I took in again beholding thy streams, thy 
mountains, and more than all, thy lovely lake! 

Yet, as 1 drew nearer home, grief and fear again overcame me. Night 
also closed around, and when I could hardly see the dark mountains, | felt 
‘tll more gloomily. The picture appeared a vast and dim seene of evil, and 
1 foresaw obscurely that 1 was destined to become the most wretched of 
human beings. Alas! 1 prophesied truly, and failed only in one single 
‘circumstance, that in all the misery I imagined and dreaded, I did not 
conceive the hundredth part of the anguish I was destined to endure. 

It was completely dark when I arrived in the environs of Geneva; the 
gates of the town were already shut, and I was obliged to pass the night at 
Secheron, a village at the distance of halfa league from the city. The sky 
was serene, and as I was unable to rest, I resolved to visit the spot where 
my poor William had been murdered. As 1 could not pass through the 
town, 1 was obliged to cross the lake in a boat to arrive at Plainpalais. 
During this short voyage I saw the lightnings playing on the summit of 
Mont Blanc in the most beautiful figures. The storm appeared to 
approach rapidly; and, on landing, I ascended a low hill, that I might 
observe its progress. It advanced; the heavens were clouded, and 1 soon 
felt the rain coming slowly in large drops, but its violence quickly in- 
creased. 

1 quitted my seat and walked on, although the darkness and storm 
increased every minute and the thunder burst with a terrific crash over 
my head. It was echoed from Saléve, the Juras, and the Alps of Savoy; 
vivid flashes of lightning dazzled my eyes, illuminating the lake, making it 
appear like a vast sheet of fire; then for an instant everything seemed of a 
pitchy darkness, until the eye recovered itself from the preceding flash. 
‘The storm, asis often the case in Switzerland, appeared at once in various 
parts of the heavens. The most violent storm hung exactly north of the 
town, over that part of the lake which lies between the promontory of 
Belrive and the village of Copét. Another storm enlightened Jura with 
faint flashes, and another darkened and sometimes disclosed the Môle, a 
peaked mountain to the east of the lake. 

While I watched the tempest, so beautiful yet terrific, I wandered on 
with a hasty step. This noble war in the sky elevated my spirits; I clasped 
my hands and exclaimed aloud, "William, dear angel! This is thy funeral, 
this thy dirge!” As I said these words, I perceived in the gloom a figure 
which stole from behind a clump of trees near me; I stood fixed, gazing 
intently; I could not be mistaken, A flash of lightning illuminated the 
object and discovered its shape plainly to me; its gigantic stature, and the 
deformity of its aspect, more hideous than belongs to humanity, instantly 
informed me that it was the wretch, the filthy demon to whom T had given 
life. What did he there? Could he be (I shuddered at the conception) the 
murderer of my brother? No sooner did that idea cross my imagination, 
than I became convinced of ts truth; my teeth chattered, and I was forced 
to lean against a tree for support. The figure passed me quickly, and I lost 
it in the gloom. Nothing in human shape could have destroyed that fair 
child. He was the murderer! I could not doubt it. The mere presence of 
the idea was an irresistible proof of the fact. I thought of pursuing the 
devil, but it would have been in vain, for another flash discovered him to 
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me hanging among the rocks of the nearly perpendicular ascent of Mont 
Saléve, a hili that bounds Plainpalais on the south. He soon reached the 
summit and disappeared. 

1 remained motionless. The thunder ceased, but the rain still con- 
tinued, and the scene was enveloped in an impenetrable darkness. 1 
revolved in my mind the events which I had until now sought to forget: 
the whole train of rhy progress towards the creation, the appearance of 
the work of my own hands alive at my bedside, its departure, Two years 
had now nearly elapsed since the night on which he first received life, and 
was this his first crime? Alas! I had turned loose into the world a depraved 
wretch whose delight was in carnage and misery; had he not murdered 
my brother? 

No one can conceive the anguish I suffered during the remainder of 
the night, which I spent, cold and wet, in the open air. But I did not feel 
the inconvenience of the weather; my imagination was busy in scenes of 
evil and despair. I considered the being whom I had cast among mankind. 
and endowed with the will and power to effect purposes of horror, such as 
the deed which he had now done, nearly in the light of my own vampire, 
my own spirit let loose from the grave and forced to destroy all that was 
dear to me, 

‘Day dawned, and I directed my steps towards the town. The gates were 
‘open, and I hastened to my father’s house. My first thought was to 
discover what I knew of the murderer and cause instant pursuit to be 
made. But I paused when I reflected on the story that I had to tell. A being 
whom I myself had formed, and endued with life, had met me at mid- 
night among the precipices of an inaccessible mountain. I remembered 
also the nervous fever with which I had been seized just at the time that I 
dated my creation, and which would give an air of delirium to a tale 
otherwise so utterly improbable, I well knew that if any other had com- 
municated such a relation to me, I should have looked upon it as the 
ravings of insanity. Besides, the strange nature of the animal would elude 
all pursuit, even if I were so far credited as to persuade my relatives to 
commence it, And then of what use would be pursuit? Who could arrest a 
creature capable of scaling the overhanging sides of Mont Saléve? These 
reflections determined me, and I resolved to remain silent. 

‘It was about five in the morning when I entered my father's house, 1 
told the servants not to disturb the family and went into the library to 
attend their usual hour of rising: 

‘Six years had elapsed, passed as a dream but for one indelible trace, and 
1 stood in the same place where I had last embraced my father before my 
departure for Ingolstadt. Beloved and venerable parent! He still re- 
mained to me. I gazed on the picture of my mother which stood over the 
mantelpiece, It was a historical subject, painted at my father's desire, and 
represented Caroline Beaufort in an agony of despair, kneeling by the 
coffin of her dead father. Her garb was rustic and her cheek pale, but 
there wasan air of dignity and beauty that hardly permitted the sentiment 
of pity. Below this picture wasa miniature of William, and my tears flowed 
when I looked upon it. While I was thus engaged, Ernest entered; he had 
heard me arrive and hastened to welcome me. He expressed a sorrowful 
delight to see me, "Welcome, my dearest Victor,” said he. “Ah! I wish you 
had come three months ago, and then you would have found usall joyous 
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and delighted. You come to us now to share a misery which nothing can 
alleviate; yet your presence will, I hope, revive our father, who seems 
sinking under his misfortune; and your persuasions will induce poor 
Elizabeth to cease her vain and tormenting self-accusations. Poor Wil- 
liam! He was our darling and our pride!” 

‘Tears, unrestrained, fell from my brother's eyes; a sense of mortal 
agony crept over my frame. Before, I had only imagined the wretched- 
ness of my desolated home; the reality came on me a new and a not less 
terrible disaster, 1 tried to calm Ernest; I inquired more minutely con- 
cerning my father and her I named my cousin. 

“She most of all,” said Ernest, “requires consolation; she accused her- 
self of having caused the death of my brother, and that made her very 
wretched. But since the murderer has been discoyered—" 

“The murderer discovered! Good God! How can that be? Who could 
attempt to pursue him? It is impossible; one might as well try to overtake 
the winds or confine a mountain stream with a straw. Isaw him too; he was 
free last night 

“I do not know what you mean," replied my brother in accents of 
wonder, “but to us the discovery we have made completes our misery. No 
one would believe it at first; and even now Elizabeth will not be convinced, 
notwithstanding all the evidence. Indeed, who would credit that Justine 
Moritz, who was so amiable and fond of all the family, could suddenly 
become capable of so frightful, so appalling a crime?” 

“Justine Moritz! Poor, poor girl, is she the accused? But itis wrongfully: 
everyone knows that; no one believes it, surely, Ernest?” 

“No one did at first, but several circumstances came out that have 
almost forced conviction upon us; and her own behaviour has been so 
confused as to add to the evidence of facts a weight that, 1 fear, leaves no 
hope for doubt. But she will be tried today, and you will then hear all,” 

He related that, the morning on which the murder of poor William had 
been discovered, Justine had been taken ill and confined to her bed for 
several days. During this interval one of the servants, happening to 
examine the apparel she had worn on the night of the murder, had 
discovered in her pocket the picture of my mother, which had been 
judged to be the temptation of the murderer. The servant instantly 
showed it to one of the others, who, without saying a word to any of the 
family, went to a magistrate; and, upon their deposition, Justine was 
apprehended. On being charged with the fact, the poor gril confirmed 
the suspicion in a great measure by her extreme confusion of manner. 

‘This was a strange tale, but it did not shake my faith, and 1 replied 
earnestly, "You are all mistaken; I know the murderer. Justine, poor, 
ood Justine, is innocent.” 

At that instant my father entered. I saw unhappiness deeply impressed 
on his countenance, but he endeavoured to welcome me cheerfully, and 
after we had exchanged our mournful greeting, would have introduced 
some other topic than that of our disaster, had not Ernest exclaimed, 
“Good God, Papa! Victor says that he knows who was the murderer of 
poor William.” 

“We do also, unfortunately,” replied my father; “for indeed I had 
rather have been forever ignorant than have discovered so much depray- 
ity and ingratitude in one I valued so highly.” 
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“My dear father, you are mistaken; Justine is innocent.” 

“If she is, God forbid that she should suffer as guilty. She is to be tried 
today, and I hope, I sincerely hope, that she will be acquitted.’ 

This speech calmed me. I was firmly convinced in my own mind that 
Justine, and indeed every human being, was guiltless of this murder. I 
had no fear, therefore, that any circumstantial evidence could be brought 
forward strong enotigh to convict her. My tale was not one to announce 
publicly; its astounding horror would be looked upon as madness by the 
vulgar. Did anyone indeed exist, except I, the creator, who would believe, 
‘unless his senses convinced him, in the existence of the living monument 
of presumption and rash ignorance which I had let loose upon the world? 

We were soon joined by Elizabeth. Time had altered her since I last 
beheld her; it had endowed her with loveliness surpassing the beauty of 
her childish years. There was the same candour, the same vivacity, but it 
was allied to an expression more full of sensibility and intellect. She 
welcomed me with the greatest affection. “Your arrival, my dear cousin,” 
said she, “fills me with hope. You perhaps will find some means to justify 
mmy poor gules Justine; Alas! Who safe, ihe be convicted of crime? 
rely on her innocence as certainly as T do upon my own. Our misfortune is 
doubly hard to us; we have not only lost that lovely darling boy, but this 
poor girl, whom I sincerely love, is to be torn away by even a worse fate. If 
sheis condemned, I never shall know joy more, But she will not, I am sure 
she will not; and then I shall be happy again, even after the sad death of 
my little William.” 

“She is innocent, my Elizabeth,” said T, “and that shall be prov 
nothing, but let your spirits be cheered by the assurance of her acquittal.” 

“How kind and generous you are! Everyone else believes in her guilt, 
and that made me wretched, for { knew that it was impossible; and to see 
everyone else prejudiced in so deadly a manner rendered me hopeless 
and despairing.” She wept. 

“Dearest niece,” said my father, “dry your tears. Ishe is, as you believe, 
innocent, rely on the justice of our laws, and the activity with which I shall 
prevent the slightest shadow of partiality.’ 


CHAPTER EIGHT 


We passed a few sad hours until eleven o'clock, when the trial was to 
commence. My father and the rest of the family being obliged to attend as 
witnesses, I accompanied them to the court. During the whole of this 
wretched mockery of justice I suffered living torture, It was to be decided 
whether the result of my curiosity and lawless devices would cause the 
death of two of my fellow beings: one a smiling babe full of innocence and 
joy, the other far more dreadfully murdered, with every aggravation of 
infamy that could make the murder memorable in horror, Justine also 
was a girl of merit and possessed qualities which promised to render her 
life happy; now all was to be obliterated in an ignominious grave, and I the 
cause! A thousand times rather would I have confessed myself guilty of 
the crime ascribed to Justine, but I was absent when it was committed, and 
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such a declaration would have been considered as the ravings of a mad- 
man and would not have exculpated her who suffered through me. 

‘The appearance of Justine was calm. She was dressed in mourning, and 
her countenance, always engaging, was rendered, by the solemnity of her 
feelings, exquisitely beautiful. Yet she appeared confident in innocence 
and did not tremble, although gazed on and execrated by thousands, for 
all the kindness which her beauty might otherwise have excited was 
obliterated in the minds of the spectators by the imagination of the 
enormity she was supposed to have committed; She was tranquil yet her 
tranquillity. was evidently constrained; and as her confusion had before 
been adduced as a proof of her guilt, she worked up her mind to an 
appearance of courage. When she entered the court she threw her eyes 
round it and quickly discovered where we were seated. A tear seemed to 
dim her eye when she saw us, but she quickly recovered herself, and a look 
of sorrowful affection seemed to attest her utter guiltlessnest 

‘The trial began, and after the advocate against her had stated the 
charge, several witnesses were called. Several strange facts combined 
against her, which might have staggered anyone who had not such proof 
of her innocence as I had. She had been out the whole of the night on 
which the murder had been committed and towards morning had been 
perceived by a market-woman not far from the spot where the body of the 
‘murdered child had been afterwards found, The woman asked her what 
she did there, but she looked very strangely and only returned a confused 
and unintelligible answer. She returned to the house about eight o'clock, 
and when one inquired where she had passed the night, she replied that 
she had been looking for the child and demanded earnestly if anything 
had been heard concerning him, When shown the body, she fell into 
violent hysterics and kept her bed for several days. The picture was then 
produced which the servant had found in her pocket; and when Eli- 
zabeth, in a faltering voice, proved that it was the same which, an hour 
before the child had been missed, she had placed round his neck, a 
murmur of horror and indignation filled the court. 

Justine was called on for her defence. As the trial had proceeded, her 
countenance had altered. Surprise, horror, and misery were strongly 
expressed, Sometimes she struggled with her tears, but when she was 
desired to plead, she collected her powers and spoke in an audible 
although variable voice 

“God knows,” she said, “how entirely I am innocent. But 1 do not 
pretend that my protestations should acquit me; I rest my innocence ona 
plain and simple explanation of the facts which have been adduced 
against me, and I hope the character 1 have always borne will incline my 
judges to a favourable interpretation where any circumstance appears 
doubtful or suspicious.” 

She then related that, by the permission of Elizabeth, she had 
the evening of the night on which the murder had been committed at the 
house of an aunt at Chéne, a village situated at about a league from 
Geneva. On her return, at about nine o'clock, she met a man who asked 
her if she had seen anything of the child who was lost. She was alarmed by 
this account and passed several hours in looking for him, when the gates 
of Geneva were shut, and she was forced to remain several hours of the 
night in a barn belonging to a cottage, being unwilling to call up the 
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inhabitants, to whom she was well known. Most of the night she spent here 
watching: towards morning she believed that she slept for a few minutes; 
some steps disturbed her, and she awoke. It was dawn, and she quitted her 
asylum, that she might again endeavour to find my brother. If she had 
gone near the spot where his body lay, it was without her knowledge. That 
she had been bewildered when questioned by the market-woman was not 
surprising, since she had passed a sleepless night and the fate of poor 
William was yet uncertain, Concerning the picture she could give no 
account. 

“T know,” continued the unhappy victim, “how heavily and fatally this 
one circumstance weighs against me, but I have no power of explaining it; 
and when I have expressed my utter ignorance, I am only left to conjec- 
ture concerning the probabilities by which it might have been placed in 
my pocket. But here also I am checked. I believe that I have no enemy on 
earth, and none surely would have been so wicked as to destroy me 
wantonly. Did the murderer place it there? 1 know of no opportunity 
afforded him for so doing; or, if 1 had, why should he have stolen the 
Jewel, to part with it again so soon? 

“I commit my cause to the justice of my judges, yet I see no room for 
hope. I beg permission to have a few witnesses examined concerning my 
character, and if their testimony shall not overweigh my supposed guilt, I 
must be condemned, although 1 would pledge my salvation on my inno- 

Several witnesses were called who had known her for many years, and 
they spoke well of her; but fear and hatred of the crime of which they 
supposed her guilty rendered them timorous and unwilling to come 
forward. Elizabeth saw even this last resource, her excellent dispositions 
and irreproachable conduct, about to fail the accused, when, although 
violently agitated, she desired permission to address the court. 

“Tam,” said she, “the cousin of the unhappy child who was murdered, 


or rather his sister, for I was educated by and have lived with his parents 
ever since and even long before his birth. It may therefore be judged 
indecent in me to come forward on this occasion, but when I see a fellow 


Lam well acquainted with the accused. I have lived in the same house wi 
her, at one time for five and at another for nearly two years. During all 
that period she appeared to me the most amiable and benevolent of 
human creatures. She nursed Madame Frankenstein, my aunt, in her last 
illness, with the greatest affection and care and afterwards attended her 
own mother during a tedious illness, ina manner that excited the admira- 
tion ofall who knew her, after which she again lived in my uncle's house, 
Where she was beloved by all the family. She was warmly attached to the 
child who is now dead and acted towards him like a most affectionate 
mother. For my own part, I do not hesitate to say that, notwithstanding all 
the evidence produced against her, I believe and rely on her perfect 
innocence. She had no temptation for such an action; as to the bauble on 
Which the chief proof rests, if she had earnestly desired it, I should have 
willingly given it to her, so much do I esteem and value her.” 

‘A murmur of approbation followed Elizabeth's simple and powerful 
‘appeal, but it was excited by her generous interference, and not in favour 
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of poor Justine, on whom the public indignation was turned with renewed 
violence, charging her with the blackest ingratitude. She herself wept as 
Elizabeth spoke, but she did not answer. My own agitation and anguish 
was extreme during the whole trial. I believed in her innocence; 1 knew it 
Could the demon who had (I did not for a minute doubt) murdered my 
brother also in his hellish sport have betrayed the innocent to death and 
ignominy? 1 could not sustain the horror of my situation, and when L 
perceived that the popular voice and the countenances of the judges had 
Already condemned my unhappy victim, 1 rushed out of the court in 
agony. The tortures of the accused did not equal mine; she was sustained 
by innocence, but the fangs of remorse tore my bosom and would not 
forgo their hold. 

T passed a night of unmingled wretchedness. In the morning 1 went to 
the court; my lips and throat were parched, I dared not ask the fatal 
question, but 1 was known, and the officer guessed the cause of my visit. 
‘The ballots had been thrown; they were all black, and Justine was conde- 
mned. 

T cannot pretend to describe what I then felt. I had before experienced 
sensations of horror, and I have endeavoured 10 bestow upon them 
adequate expressions, but words cannot convey an idea of the heart- 
sickening despair that 1 then endured. The person to whom I addressed 
myself added that Justine had already confessed her guilt. "That evi- 
dence,” he observed, “was hardly required in so glaring a case, but lam 
glad of it; and, indeed, none of our judges like to condemn a criminal 
upon circumstantial evidence, be it ever so decisive.” 

“This was strange and unexpected intelligence; what could it mean? 
Had my eyes deceived me? And was I really as mad as the whole world 
would believe me to be if 1 disclosed the object of my suspicions? I 
hastened to return home, and Elizabeth eagerly demanded the result. 

“My cousin,” replied I, “it is decided as you may have expected; all 
Judges had rather that ten innocent should suffer than that one guilty 
should escape. But she has confessed.” 

This was a dire blow to poor Elizabeth, who had relied with firmness 
upon Justine’s innocence, “Alas!” said she. “How shall Lever again believe 
in human goodness? Justine, whom I loved and esteemed as my sister, 
how could she put on those smiles of innocence only to betray? Her mild 
eyes seemed incapable of any severity or guile, and yet she has committed 
a murder.” 

Soon after we heard that the poor victim had expressed a desire to see 
my cousin. My father wished her not to go but said that he left it to her 
own judgment and feelings to decide. “Yes,” said Elizabeth, "I will go, 
although she is guilty; and you, Victor, shall accompany me; | cannot go 
alone.” The idea of this visit was torture to me, yet I could not refuse, 

We entered the gloomy prison chamber and beheld Justine sitting on 
some straw at the farther end; her hands were manacled, and her head 
rested on her knees. She rose on seeing us enter, and when we were left 
alone with her, she threw herself at the feet of Elizabeth, weeping bitterly. 
My cousin wept also 

“Oh, Justine!” said she. “Why did you rob me of my last consolation? I 
relied on your innocence, and although 1 was then very wretched, I was 
not so miserable as {am now.” 

“And do you believe that 1 am so very, very wicked? Do you also join. 
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with my enemies to crush me, to condemn me as a murderer?" Her voice 
was suffocated with sobs. 

__ “Rise, my poor girl," said Elizabeth; “why do you kneel, if you are 
innocent? I am not one of your enemies; I believed you guiltless, notwith- 
standing every evidence, until 1 heard that you had yourself declared 
your guilt. That report, you say, is false; and be assured, dear Justine, that 
nothing can shake my confidence in you for a moment, but your own 
confession.” 

“I did confess, but I confessed a lie. 1 confessed, that I might obtain 
absolution; but now that falsehood lies heavier at my heart than all my 
other sins. The God of heaven forgive me! Ever since I was condemned, 
my confessor has besieged me; he threatened and menaced, until I almost 
began to think that I was the monster that he said I was. He threatened 
‘excommunication and hell fire in my last moments if I continued obdu- 
rate. Dear lady, I had none to support me; all looked on me as a wretch 
doomed to ignominy and perdition. What could I do? In an evil hour T 
subscribed to a lie; and now only am I truly miserable." 

She paused, weeping, and then continued, "I thought with horror, my 
sweet lady, that you should believe your Justine, whom your blessed aunt 
had so highly honoured and whom you loved, was a creature capable of a 
crime which none but the devil himself could have perpetrated. Dear 
William! Dearest blessed child! T soon shall see you again in heaven, where 
we shall all be happy; and that consoles me, going as I am to suffer 
ignominy and death.” 

“Ob, Justine! Forgive me for having for one moment distrusted you. 
Why did you confess? But do not mourn, dear girl. Do not fear. I will 
proclaim, I will prove your innocence, I will melt the stony hearts of your 
enemies by my tears and prayers. You shall not die! You, my playfellow, 
my companion, my sister, perish on the scaffold! No! No! I never could 
survive so horrible a misfortune.” 

Justine shook her head mournfully. "I do not fear to die,” she said; 
“that pang is past. God raises my weakness and gives me courage (0 
endure the worst. I leave a sad and bitter world; and if you remember me 
and think of me as of one unjustly condemned, I am resigned to the fate 
awaiting me. Learn from me, dear lady, to submit in patience to the will of 
heaven!” 

During this conversation I had retired to a corner of the prison room, 
where 1 could conceal the horrid anguish that possessed me. Despair! 
Who dared talk of that? The poor victim, who on the morrow was to pass 
the awful boundary between life and death, felt not, as I did, such deep 
and bitter agony. I gnashed my teeth and ground them together, uttering 
a groan that came from my inmost soul. Justine started, When she saw 
who it was, she approached me and said, "Dear sir, you are very kind to 
visit me; you, I hope, do not believe that I am guilty 

Tcould not answer. “No, Justine,” said Elizabeth; "he is more convinced 
of your innocence than I was, for even when he heard that you had 
confessed, he did not credit it." 

“T truly thank him. In these last moments 1 feel the sincerest gratitude 
towards those who think of me with kindness. How sweet is the affection 
of others to such a wretch as T am! It removes more than half my 
misfortune, and I feel as if I could die in peace now that my innocence is 
acknowledged by you, dear lady, and your cousin. 
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‘Thus the poor sufferer tried to comfort others and herself. She indeed 
gained the resignation she desired, But I, the true murderer, felt the 
never-dying worm alive in my bosom, which allowed of no hope or 
consolation. Elizabeth also wept and was unhappy, but hers also was the 
misery of innocence, which, like a cloud that passes over the fair moon, 
for a while hides but cannot tarnish its brightness, Anguish and despair 
had penetrated into the core of my heart; I bore a hell within me which 
nothing could extinguish, We stayed several hours with Justine, and it was 
with great difficulty that Elizabeth could tear herself away. “I wish,” cried 
she, "that 1 were to die with you; I cannot live in this world of misery.” 

‘Justine assumed an air of cheerfulness, while she with difficulty repres- 
sed her bitter tears, She embraced Elizabeth and said in a voice of half- 
suppressed emotion, “Farewell, sweet lady, dearest Elizabeth, my beloved 
and only friend; may heaven, in its bounty, bless and preserve you; may 
this be the last misfortune that you will ever suffer! Live, and be happy, 
and make others so.” 

‘And on the morrow Justine died, Elizabeth's heart-rending eloquence 
failed to move the judges from their settled conviction in the criminality 
of the saintly sufferer, My passionate and indignant appeals were lost 
‘upon them, And when received their cold answers and heard the harsh, 
unfeeling reasoning of these men, my purposed avowal died away on my 
lips. Thus I might proclaim myself a madman, but not revoke the sent- 
ence passed upon my wretched victim. She perished on the scaffold as a 
murderess! 

From the tortures of my own heart, 1 turned to contemplate the deep 
and voiceless grief of my Elizabeth. This also was my doing! And my 
father's woe, and the desolation of that late so smiling home—all was the 
‘work of my thrice-accursed hands! Ye weep, unhappy ones, but these are 
not your lasttears! Again shall you raise the funeral wail, and the sound of 
your lamentations shall again and again be heard! Frankenstein, your 
son, your kinsman, your early, much-loved friend; he who would spend 
each vital drop of blood for your sakes, who has no thought nor sense of 
Joy except asit is mirrored also in your dear countenances, who would fill 
the air with blessings and spend his life in serving you—he bids you weep, 
toshed countless tears: happy beyond his hopes, if thus inexorable fate be 
satisfied, and if the destruction pause before the peace of the grave have 
succeeded to your sad torments! 

‘Thus spoke my prophetic soul, as, torn by remorse, horror, and de- 
spair, I beheld those I loved spend vain sorrow upon the graves of William 
and Justine, the first hapless victims to my unhallowed arts, 


CHAPTER NINE 


Nothing is more painful to the human mind than, after the feelings have 
been worked up by a quick succession of events, the dead calmness of 
inaction and certainty which follows and deprives the soul both of hope 
and fear. Justine died, she rested, and I was alive. The blood flowed freely 
in my veins, but a weight of despair and remorse pressed on my heart 
which nothing could remove. Sleep fled from my eyes; I wandered like an. 
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evil spirit, for I had committed deeds of mischief beyond description 
orrible, and mote, much more (I persuaded myself was yet behing, Yet 
my heartoverflowed with kindness and the love of virtue, I had begun life 
with benevolent intentions and thirsted for the moment when I should 
put them in practice and make myself useful to my fellow beings. Now all 
‘was blasted; instead of that serenity of conscience which allowed me to 
look back upon the past with self-satisfaction, and from thence to gather 

omise of new hopes, I was seized by remorse and the sense of guilt, 
Which hurried me away to a hell of intense tortures such as no language 
can describe. 

This state of mind preyed upon my health, which had perhaps never 
entirely recovered from the first shock it had sustained. I shunned the 
face of man; all sound of joy or complacency was torture to me; solitude 
‘was my only consolation—deep, dark, deathlike solitude. 

‘My father observed with pain the alteration perceptible in my disposi- 
tion and habits and endeavoured by arguments deduced from the feel- 
ings of his serene conscience and guiltless life to inspire me with fortitude 
and awaken in me the courage to dispel the dark cloud which brooded 
over me. "Do you think, Victor,” said he, “that I do not suffer also? Noone 
could love a child more than I loved your brother’—tears came into his 
eyes as he spoke—"but is it not a duty to the survivors that we should 
refrain from augmenting their unhappiness by an appearance of immod- 
erate grief? It is also a duty owed to yourself, for excessive sorraw 
prevents improvement or enjoyment, or even the discharge of daily 
Usefulness, without which no man is fit for society.” 

“This advice, although good, was totally inapplicable to my case; I 
should have been the first to hide my grief and console my friends if 
remorse had not mingled its bitterness, and terror its alarm, with my 
other sensations. Now 1 could only answer my father with a look of 
despair and endeavour to hide myself from his view. 

‘About this time we retired to our house at Belrive. This change was 
particularly agreeable to me. The shutting of the gates regularly at ten 
o'clock and the impossibility of remaining on the lake after that hour had 
rendered our residence within the walls of Geneva very irksome to me. l 
was now free. Often, after the rest of the family had retired for the night, I 
took the boat and passed many hours upon the water. Sometimes, with my 
Sails set, I was carried by the wind; and sometimes, after rowing into the 
middle of the lake, I left the boat to pursue its own course and gave way to 
my own miserable reflections. I was often tempted, when all was at peace 
around me, and I the only unquiet thing that wandered restless in a scene 
so beautiful and heavenly—if | except some bat, or the frogs, whose harsh 
and interrupted croaking was heard only when I approached the shore— 
often, I say, I was tempted to plunge into the silent lake, that the waters 
might close over me and my calamities forever. But I was restrained, 
when I thought of the heroic and suffering Elizabeth, whom I tenderly 
loved, and whose existence was bound up in mine. I thought also of my 
father and surviving brother; should I by my base desertion leave them 
exposed and unprotected to the malice of the fiend whom I had let loose 
among them? y~ 

"AL these moments I wept bitterly and wished that peace would revisit 
my mind only that I might afford them consolation and happiness. But 
that could not be. Remorse extinguished every hope. I had been the 
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author of unalterable evils, and I lived in daily fear lest the monster whom 
Thad created should perpetrate some new wickedness. I had an obscure 
feeling that all was not over and that he would still commit some signal 
crime, which by its enormity should almost efface the recollection of the 
past. There was always scope for fear so long as anything 1 loved re- 
mained behind. My abhorrence of this fiend cannot be conceived, When L 
thought of him I gnashed my teeth, my eyes became inflamed, and I 
ardently wished to extinguish that life which I had so thoughtlessly 
bestowed. When I reflected on his crimes and malice, my hatred and 
revenge burst all bounds of moderation. I would have made a pilgrimage 
to the highest peak of the Andes, could I when there have precipitated 
him to their base. I wished to see him again, that I might wreak the utmost 
extent of abhorrence on his head and avenge the deaths of William and 
Justine. 

‘Our house was the house of mourning. My father’s health was deeply 
shaken by the horror of the recent events. Elizabeth was sad and despon- 

ing; she no longer took delight in her ordinary occupations; all pleasure 
seemed to her sacrilege toward the dead; eternal woe and tears she then 
thought was the just tribute she should pay to innocence so blasted and 
destroyed, She was no longer that happy creature who in easlier youth 
wandered with me on the banks of the lake and talked with ecstasy of our 
future prospects. The first of those sorrows which are sent to wean us 
from the earth had visited her, and its dimming influence quenched her 
dearest smiles. 

“When I reflect, my dear cousin,” said she, “on thé miserable death of 
Justine Moritz, 1 no longer see the world and its works as they before 
‘appeared to me. Before, I looked upon the accounts of vice and injustice 
that I read in books or heard from others as tales of ancient days or 
imaginary evils; at least they were remote and more familiar to reason 
than to the imagination; but now misery has come home, and men appear 
to me as monsters thirsting for each other's blood. Yet 1 am certainly 
unjust. Everybody believed that poor gir! to be guilty, and if she could 
have committed the crime for which she suffered, assuredly she would 
have been the most depraved of human creatures. For the sake of a few 
Jewels, to have murdered the son of her benefactor and friend, a child 
‘whom she had nursed from its birth, and appeared to loves ifit had been 
her own! I could not consent to the death of any human being, but 
certainly I should have thought such a creature unfit to remain in the 
society of men. But she was innocent. I know, I feel, she was innocent; you 
are of the same opinion, and that confirms me. Alas! Victor, when 
falsehood can look so like the truth, who can assure themselves of certain 
happiness? I feel as if I were walking on the edge of a precipice, towards 
which thousands are crowding and endeavouring to plunge me into the 
abyss. William and Justine were assassinated, and the murderer escapes; 
he walks about the world free, and perhaps respected. But even if I were 
condemned to suffer on the scaffold for the same crimes, 1 would not 
change places with such a wretch.” 

__ T listened to this discourse with the extremest agony. I, notin deed, but 
in effect, was the true murderer. Elizabeth read my anguish in my counte- 
nance, and kindly taking my hand, said, “My dearest friend, you must 
calm yourself. These events have affected me, God knows how deeply; 
but I am not so wretched as you are, There is an expression of despair, 


FRANKENSTEIN 123 


and sometimes of revenge, in your countenance that makes me tremble. 
Dear Victor, banish these dark passions. Remember the friends around 
you, who centre all their hopes in you. Have we lost the power of render- 
ing you happy? Ah! While we love, while we are true to each other, here in 
this land of peace and beauty, your native country, we may reap every 
tranquil blessing—what can disturb our peace?” 

‘And could not such words from her whom I fondly prized before every 
other gift of fortune suffice to chase away the fiend that lurked in my 
heart? Even as she spoke I drew near to her, as ifin terror, lest at that very 
‘moment the destroyer had been near to rob me of her. 

‘Thus not the tenderness of friendship, nor the beauty of earth, nor of 
heaven, could redeem my soul from woe; the very accents of love were 
ineffectual. I was encompassed by a cloud which no beneficial influence 
could penetrate. The wounded deer dragging its fainting limbs to some 
fbatroaden braker there to gazenpon the arrow which had pierced i and 
to die, was but a type of me- 

Sometimes I could cope with the sullen despair that overwhelmed me, 
but sometimes the whirlwind passions of my soul drove me to seek, by 
bodily exercise and by change of place, some relief from my intolerable 
sensations. It was during an access of this kind that I suddenly left my 
home, and bending my steps towards the near Alpine valleys, sought in 
the magnificence, the eternity of such scenes, to forget myself and my 
ephemeral, because human, sorrows. My wanderings were directed to- 
wards the valley of Chamounix. I had visited it frequently during my 
boyhood. Six years had passed since then: / was a wreck, but nought had 
changed in those savage and enduring scenes. 

1 performed the first part of my journey on horseback. I afterwards 
hired a mule, as the more sure-footed and least liable to receive injury on 
these rugged roads. The weather was fine; it was about the middle of the 
month of August, nearly two months after the death of Justine, that 
miserable epoch from which I dated all my woe. The weight upon my 
spirit was sensibly lightened as I plunged yet deeper in the ravine of Arve. 
‘The immense mountains and precipices that overhung me on every side, 
the sound of the river raging among the rocks, and the dashing of the 
waterfalls around spoke of a power mighty as Omnipotence—and I 
‘ceased to fear or to bend before any being less almighty than that which 
had created and ruled the elements, here displayed in their most terrific 
guise. Sill, as I ascended higher, the valley assumed a more magnificent 
End astonishing character. Ruined castles hanging on the precipices of 
Piny mountains, the impetuous Arve, and cottages every here and there 
peeping forth from among the trees formed a scene of singular beauty. 
But it was augmented and rendered sublime by the mighty Alps, whose 
white and shining pyramids and domes towered above all, as belonging to 
Mnother earth, the habitations of another race of beings 

I passed the bridge of Pélissier, where the ravine, which the river forms, 
opened before me, and I began to ascend the mountain that overhangs it, 
Soon after, 1 entered the valley of Chamounix. This valley is more 
wonderful and sublime, but not so beautiful and picturesque as that of 
Servox, through which I had just passed. The high and snowy mountains 
were its immediate boundaries, but 1 saw no more ruined castles and 
fertile fields. Immense glaciers approached the road; I heard the rumb- 
ling thunder of the falling avalanche and marked the smoke of its pass- 
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age. Mont Blanc, the supreme and magnificent Mont Blanc, raised itself 
Bm the surrounding aiguilles, and its tremendous dome overlooked the 
valle 

"A ingling long-lost sense of pleasure often came across me during this 
journey. Some turn in the road, some new object suddenly perceived and 
Tecognized, reminded me of days gone by, and were associated with the 
lighthearted gaiety of boyhood. The very winds whispered in soothing 
accents, and maternal Nature bade me weep no more. Then again the 
kindly influence ceased to act—I found myself fettered again to grief and 
indulging in all the misery of reflection. Then I spurred on my animal, 
striving so to forget the world, my fears, and more than all, myself—or, in 
a more desperate fashion, 1 alighted and threw myself on the grass, 
‘weighed down by horror and despair. 

At length I arrived at the village of Chamounix; Exhaustion succeeded 
to the extreme fatigue both of body and of mind which 1 had endured. 
For a short space of time I remained at the window watching the pallid 
lightnings that played above Mont Blanc and listening to the rushing of 
the Arve, which pursued its noisy way beneath. The same lulling sounds 
acted as a lullaby to my too keen sensations; when I placed my head upon 
my pillow, sleep crept over me; I felt it as it came and blessed the giver of 
oblivion 


CHAPTER TEN 


1 spent the following day roaming through the valley. I stood beside the 
sources of the Arveiron, which take their rise in a glacier, that with slow 
pace is advancing down from the summit of the hills to barricade the 
valley. The abrupt sides of vast mountains were before me; the icy wall of 
the glacier overhung me; a few shattered pines were scattered around; 
and the solemn silence of this glorious presence-chamber of imperial 
nature was broken only by the brawling waves or the fall of some vast 
fragment, the thunder sound of the avalanche or the cracking, reverber- 
ated along the mountains, of the accumulated ice, which, through the 
silent working of immutable laws, was ever and anon rent and torn, as ifit 
had been but a plaything in their hands. These sublime and magnificent 
scenes afforded me the greatest consolation that 1 was capable of receiv- 
ing. They elevated me from all littieness of feeling, and although they did 
not remove my grief, they subdued and tranquillized jt. In some degree, 
also, they diverted my mind from the thoughts over which it had brooded 
for the last month. I retired to rest at night; my slumbers, as it were, 
waited on and ministered to by the assemblance of grand shapes which T 
had contemplated during the day. They congregated round me; the 
unstained snowy mountaintop, the glittering pinnacle, the pine woods, 
and ragged bare ravine, the eagle, soaring amidst the clouds—they all 
gathered round me and bade me be at peace. 

Where had they fled when the next morning I awoke? All of soul- 
inspiriting fled with sleep, and dark melancholy clouded every thought. 
‘The rain was pouring in torrents, and thick mists hid the summits of the 
‘mountains, so that [even saw not the faces of those mighty friends. Still 1 
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would penetrate their misty veil and seek them in their cloudy retreats. 
What were rain and storm to me? My mule was brought to the door, and I 
resolved to ascend to the summit of Montanvert. I remembered the effect 
that the view of the tremendous and ever-moving glacier had produced 
upon my mind when 1 first saw it, It had then filled me with a sublime 
ecstasy that gave wings to the soul and allowed it to soar from the obsure 
world to light and joy. The sight of the awful and majestic in nature had 
indeed always the effect of solemnizing my mind and causing me to forget 
the passing cares of lif. I determined to go without a guide, for I was well 

juainted with the path, and the presence of another would destroy the 
solitary grandeur of the scene. 

‘The ascent is precipitous, but the path is cut into continual and short 
windings, which enable you to surmount the perpendicularity of the 
mountain. It isa scene terrifically desolate. In a thousand spots the traces 
of the winter avalanche may be perceived, where trees lie broken and 
strewed on the ground, some entirely destroyed, others bent, leaning 
upon the jutting rocks of the mountain or transversely upon other trees. 
The path, as you ascend higher, is intersected by ravines of snow, down 
which stones continually roll from above: one of them is particularly 
dangerous, as the slightest sound, such as even speaking in a loud voice, 
produces a concussion of air sufficient to draw destruction upon the head 
of the speaker. The pines are not tall or luxuriant, but they are sombre 
and add an air of severity to the scene. I looked on the valley beneath; vast 
mists were rising from the rivers which ran through it and curling in thick 
‘wreaths around the opposite mountains, whose summits were hid in the 
uniform clouds, while rain poured from the dark sky and added to the 
‘melancholy impression I received from the objects around me. Alas! Why 
does man boast of sensibilities superior to those apparent in the brute; it 
only renders them more necessary beings. If our impulses were confined 
to hunger, thirst, and desire, we might be nearly free; but now we are 
moved by every wind that blows and a chance word or scene that that 
word may convey to us. 


We rest; a dream has power to poison sleep. 
We rise; one wand'ring thought pollutes the day. 

We feel, conceive, or reason; laugh or weep 
Embrace fond woe, or cast our cares away; 

Tt is the sa: for, Be oy oro 

th of its departure still is free. 
‘Mani yesterday may ne'er be ike his ros 

fought may endure but mutability! 


It was nearly noon when I arrived at the top of the ascent. For some 
time I sat upon the rock that overlooks the sea of ice. A mist covered both 
that and the surrounding mountains. Presently a breeze dissipated the 
cloud, and I descended upon the glacier. The surface is very uneven, 
rising like the waves of a troubled sea, descending low, and interspersed 
by rifts that sink deep. The field of ice is almost a league in width, but I 
spent nearly two hours in crossing it. The opposite mountain is a bare 
perpendicular rock. From the side where 1 now stood Montanvert was 
Exattly opposite, at the distance ofa league; and above it rose Mont Blanc, 
in awful majesty. [remained in a recess of the rock, gazing on this 

Wonderful and stupendous scene, The sea, or rather the vast river of ice, 
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wound among its dependent mountains, whose aerial summits hung over 
its recesses. Their icy and glittering peaks shone in the sunlight over the 
clouds, My heart, which was before sorrowful, now swelled with some- 
thing like joy; 1 exclaimed, "Wandering spirits, if indeed ye wander, and 
do not rest in your narrow beds, allow me this faint happiness, or take me, 
as your companion, away from the joys of life’ 

‘As I said this I suddenly beheld the figure of a man, at some distance, 
advancing towards me with superhuman speed. He bounded over the 
crevices in the ice, among which I had walked with caution; his stature, 
also, as he approached, seemed to exceed that of man. I was troubled; a 
mist came over my eyes, and I felt a faintness seize me; but I was quickly 
restored by the cold gale of the mountains. I perceived, as the shape came 
nearer (sight tremendous and abhorred!) that it was the wretch whom 1 
had created. I trembled with rage and horror, resolving to wait his 
approach and then close with him in mortal combat. He approached; his 
countenance bespoke bitter anguish, combined with disdain and maligni- 
ty, while its unearthly ugliness rendered it almost too horrible for human 
eyes, But I scarcely observed this; rage and hatred had first deprived me 
of utterance, and I recovered only to overwhelm him with words express- 
ive of furious detestation and contempt. 

“Devil,” I exclaimed, “do you dare approach me? And do not you fear 
the fierce vengeance of my arm wreaked on your miserable head? Be- 
gone, vile insect! Or rather, stay, that I may trample you to dust! And, oh! 
‘That I could, with the extinction of your miserable existence, restore 
those victims whom you have so diabolically murdered!” 

“I expected this reception,” said the demon, “All men hate the wretch- 
ed; how, then, must Ibe hated, who am miserable beyond all living things! 
Yet you, my creator, detest and spurn me, thy creature, to whom thou art 
bound by ties only dissoluble by the annihilation of one of us. You 
purpose to kill me, How dare you sport thus with life? Do your duty 
towards me, and I will do mine towards you and the rest of mankind, If 
you will comply with my conditions, I will leave them and you at peace; but 
if you refuse, 1 will glut the maw of death, until it be satiated with the 
blood of your remaining friends,” 

“Abhorred monster! Fiend that thou art! The tortures of hell are too 
mild a vengeance for thy crimes, Wretched devil! You reproach me with 
your creation; come on, then, that I may extinguish the spark which I so 
negligently bestowed, 

My rage was without bounds; I sprang on him, impelled by all the 
feelings which can arm one being against the existence of another. 

He easily eluded me and said, “Be calm! I entreat you to hear me before 
you give vent to your hatred on my devoted head, Have I not suffered 
‘enough, that you seek to increase my misery? Life, although it may only be 
an accumulation of anguish, is dearto me, and I will defend it, Remem- 
ber, thou hast made me more powerful than thyself; my height issuperior 
tw thine, my joints more supple. But I will not be tempted to set myself in 
opposition to thee, Lam thy creature, and I will be even mild and docile to 
my natural lord and king if thou wilt also perform thy part, the which 
thou owest me. Oh, Frankenstein, be not equitable to every other and 
trample upon me alone, to whom thy justice, and even thy clemency and 
affection, is most due. Remember that I am thy creature; I ought to be thy 
‘Adam, but I'am rather the fallen angel, whom thou drivest ftom joy for 
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no misdeed, Everywhere 1 see bliss, from which 1 alone am irrevocably 
excluded, I was benevolent and good; misery made mea fiend. Make me 
happy, and I shall again be virtuous.” 

“Begone! I will not hear you, There can be no community between you 
and me; we are enemies. Begone, or let us try our strength in a fight, in 
which one must fall,” 

‘How can I move thee? Will no entreaties cause thee to turn a favour- 
able eye upon thy creature, who implores thy goodness and compassion? 
Believe me, Frankenstein, I was benevolent; my soul glowed with loveand 
humanity; but am 1 not alone, miserably alone? You, my creator, abhor 
me; what hope can I gather from your fellow creatures, who owe me 
nothing? They spurn and hate me. The desert mountains and dreary 
glaciers are my refuge. I have wandered here many days; the caves of ice, 
Which I only do not fear, are a dwelling to me, and the only one which man 
does not grudge. These bleak skies I hail, for they are kinder to me than 
‘your fellow beings. If the multitude of mankind knew of my existence, 
they would do as you do, and arm themselves for my destruction. Shall I 
not then hate them who abhor me? I will keep no terms with my enemies. 1 
am miserable, and they shall share my wretchedness. Yet it is in your 
power to recompense me, and deliver them from an evil which it only 
Femains for you to make so great, that not only you and your family, but 
thousands of others, shall be swallowed up in the whirlwinds of its rage. 
Let your compassion be moved, and do not disdain me. Listen to my tale; 
when you have heard that, abandon or commiserate me, as you shall 
judge that I deserve. But hear me. The guilty are allowed, by human laws, 
bloody as they are, to speak in their own defence before they are conde- 
mned, Listen to me, Frankenstein, You accuse me of murder, and yet you 
would, with a satisfied conscience, destroy your own creature. Oh, praise 
the eternal justice of man! Yet I ask you not to spare me; listen to me, and 
then, if you can, and if you will, destroy the work of your hands.” 

“Why do you call to my remembrance,” I rejoined, “circumstances of 
which I shudder to reflect, that I have been the miserable origin and 
author? Cursed be the day, abhorred devil, in which you first saw light! 
Cursed (although I curse myself) be the hands that formed you! You have 
made me wretched beyond expression. You have left me no power to 
sider whether Lam just to you or not. Begone! Relieve me from the 
sight of your detested form.” 

* Thus I relieve thee, my creator,” he said, and placed his hated hands 
before my eyes, which I flung from me with violence; “thus I take from 
thee sight which you abhor. Still thou canst listen to meand grant me thy 
Compassion, By the virtues that I once possessed, I demand this from you, 
Hear my tale; itis long and strange, and the temperature of this place is 
not fitting to your fine sensations; come to the hut upon the mountain 
‘The sun is yet high in the heavens; before it descends to hide itself behind 
your snowy precipices and illuminate another world, you will have heard 
ny story and can decide, On you it rests, whether I quit forever the 
neighbourhood of man and lead a harmless life, or become the scourge of 
your fellow creatures and the author of your own speedy ruin.” 

"As he said this he led the way across the ice; I followed, My heart was 
full, and I did not answer him, but as I proceeded, I weighed the various 
arguments that he had used and determined at least to listen to his tale. I 
‘was partly urged by curiosity, and compassion confirmed my resolution. I 
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had hitherto supposed him to be the murderer of my brother, and 1 
eagerly sought a confirmation or denial of this opinion, For the first time, 
also, [felt what the duties of a creator towards his creature were, and that 
T ought to render him happy before 1 complained of his wickedness. 
“These motives urged me to comply with his demand. We crossed the ic 
therefore, and ascended the opposite rock, The air was cold, and the rai 
again began to descend; we entered the hut, the fiend with an air of 
exultation, I with a heavy heart and depressed spirits. But I consented to 
listen, and seating myself by the fire which my odious companion had 
lighted, he thus began his tale, 


CHAPTER ELEVEN 


“Ivis with considerable difficulty that 1 remember the original era of my 
being; all the events of that period appear confused and indistinct. A 
strange multiplicity of sensations seized me, and I saw, felt, heard, and 
smelt at the same time; and it was, indeed, a long time before I learned to 
distinguish between the operations of my various senses. By degrees, I 
remember, a stronger light pressed upon my nerves, so that I was obliged 
toshut my eyes. Darkness then came over me and troubled me, but hardly 
had 1 felt this when, by opening my eyes, as I now suppose, the light 
poured in upon me again. I walked and, I believe, descended, but 1 
presently found a great alteration in my sensations. Before, dark and 
Opaque bodies had surrounded me, impervious to my touch or sight; but T 
now found that I could wander on at liberty, with no obstacles which I 
could not either surmount or avoid. The light became more and more 
oppressive to me, and the heat wearying me as I walked, I sought a place 
where 1 could receive shade. This was the forest near Ingolstadt; and here 
1 lay by the side of a brook resting from my fatigue, until 1 felt tormented 
by hunger and thirst. This roused me from my nearly dormant state, and 
Late some berries which I found hanging on the trees or lying on the 
ground, I slaked my thirst at the brook, and then lying down, was over- 
come by sleep. 

“It was dark when I awoke; I felt cold also, and half frightened, as it 
were, instinctively, finding myself so desolate. Before I had quitted your 
apartment, on a sensation of cold, I had covered myself with some clothes, 
but these were insufficient to secure me from the dews of night, I was a 

helpless, miserable wretch; I knew, and could distinguish, nothing; 
jut feeling pain invade me on all sides, I sat down and wept, 

“Soon a gentle light stole over the heavens and gave me a sensation of 
pleasure. T started up and beheld a radiant form rise from among the 
trees." I gazed with a kind of wonder, It moved slowly, but it enlightened 
my path, and I again went out in search of berries. 1 was still cold when 
under one of the trees I found a huge cloak, with which I covered myself, 
and sat down upon the ground. No distinct ideas occupied my mind; all 
was confused. I felt light, and hunger, and thirst, and darkness; innumer- 
able sounds rang in my ears, and on all sides various scents saluted me; the 
only object that I could distinguish was the bright moon, and I fixed my 
eyes on that with pleasure, 


"The moon, 
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Several changes of day and night passed, and the orb of night had 
greatly lessened, when I began to distinguish my sensations from each 
other. I gradually saw plainly the clear stream that supplied me with drink 
and the trees that shaded me with their foliage. 1 was delighted when I 
first discovered that a pleasant sound, which often saluted my ears, 
proceeded from the throats of the little winged animals who had often 
intercepted the light from my eyes. I began also to observe, with greater 
accuracy, the forms that surrounded me and to perceive the boundaries 
of the radiant roof of light which canopied me. Sometimes 1 tried to 
imitate the pleasant songs of the birds but was unable. Sometimes I wished 
1o express my sensations in my own mode, but the uncouth and inarticu- 
late sounds which broke from me frightened me into silence again. 

“The moon had disappeared from the night, and again, witha lessened 
form, showed itself, while I still remained in the forest. My sensations had 
by this time become distinct, and my mind received every day additional 
ideas. My eyes became accustomed to the light and to perceive objects in 
their right forms; 1 distinguished the insect from the herb, and by de- 
grees, one herb from another. I found that the sparrow uttered none but 
harsh notes, whilst those of the blackbird and thrush were sweet and 
enticing. 

‘One day, when I was oppressed by cold, I found a fire which had been 
left by some wandering beggars, and was overcome with delight at the 
warmth I experienced from it. In my joy 1 thrust my hand into the live 
embers, but quickly drew it out again with a cry of pain, How strange, 1 
thought, that the same cause should produce such opposite effects! 1 
examined the materials of the fire, and to my joy found it to be composed 
of wood. I quickly collected some branches, but they were wet and would 
hot burn. I was pained at this and sat still watching the operation of the 
fire. The wet wood which I had placed near the heat dried and itself 
became inflamed. I reflected on this, and by touching the various bran- 
ches, I discovered the cause and busied myself in collecting a great 
‘quantity of wood, that I might dry it and have a plentiful supply of fire. 
When night came on and brought sleep with it, 1 was in the greatest fear 
lest my fire should be extinguished. I covered it carefully with dry wood 
and leaves and placed wet branches upon it; and then, spreading my 
doak, I lay on the ground and sank into sleep. 

“It was morning when I awoke, and my first care was to visit the fire. 1 
uncovered it, and a gentle breeze quickly fanned it into a flame. 1 
observed this also and contrived a fan of branches, which roused the 
embers when they were nearly extinguished. When night came again 1 
found, with pleasure, that the fire gave light as well as heat and that the 
discovery of this element was useful to mein my food, for I found some of 
the offals that the travellers had left had been roasted, and tasted much 
more savoury than the berries 1 gathered from the trees. I tried, there- 
fore, to dress my food in the same manner, placing it on the live embers. L 
found that the berries were spoiled by this operation, and the nuts and 
roots much improved. 

"Food, however, became scarce, and I often spent the whole day sear- 
ching in vain for a few acorns to assuage the pangs of hunger. When 1 
found this, E resolved to quit the place that 1 had hitherto inhabited, to 
seek for one where the few wants I experienced would be more easily 
satisfied. In this emigration I exceedingly lamented the loss of the fire 
Which I had obtained through accident and knew not how to reproduce it. 
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1 gave several hours to the serious consideration of this difficulty, but I 
was obliged to relinquish all attempt to supply it, and wrapping myself up 
in my cloak, I struck across the wood towards the setting sun. I passed 
three days in these rambles and at length discovered the open country. A 
great fall of snow had taken place the night before, and the fields were of 
one uniform white; the appearance was disconsolate, and I found my feet 
chilled by the cold damp substance that covered the ground. 

“It was about seven in the morning, and I longed to obtain food and 
shelter; at length I perceived a small hut, on a rising ground, which had 
doubtless been built for the convenience of some shepherd, This was a 
new sight to me, and I examined the structure with great curiosity. 
Finding the door open, I entered, An old man sat in it, near a fire, over 
which he was preparing his breakfast. He turned on hearing a noise, and 
perceiving me, shrieked loudly, and quitting the hut, ran across the fields 
with a speed of which his debilitated form hardly appeared capable. His 
appearance, different from any I had ever before seen, and his flight 
somewhat surprised me. But I was enchanted by the appearance of the 
hut; here the snow and rain could not penetrate; the ground was dry; and 
it presented to me then as exquisite and divine a retreat as Pandemonium 
appeared to the demons of hell after their sufferings in the lake of fire. 1 
greedily devoured the remnants of the shepherd's breakfast, which con- 
sisted of bread, cheese, milk, and wine; the latter, however, I did not like, 
‘Then, overcome by fatigue, I lay down among some straw and fell asleep. 

t was noon when I awoke, and allured by the warmth of the sun, 
which shone brightly on the white ground, I determined to recommence 
my travels; and, depositing the remains of the peasant’s breakfast in a 
wallet I found, 1 proceeded across the fields for several hours, until at 
sunset I arrived at a village. How miraculous did this appear! The huts, 
the neater cottages, and stately houses engaged my admiration by turns, 
‘The vegetables in the gardens, the milk and cheese that Isaw placed atthe 
windows of some of the cottages, allured my appetite. One of the best of 
these I entered, but I had hardly placed my foot within the door before 
the children shrieked, and one of the women fainted. The whole village 
was roused; some fled, some attacked me, until, grievously bruised by 
stones and many other kinds of missile weapons, I escaped to the open 
country and fearfully took refuge in a low hovel, quite bare, and making a 
wretched appearance after the palaces I had beheld in the village. This 
hovel, however, joined a cottage of a neat and pleasant appearance, but 
after my late dearly bought experience, I dared notenter it. My place of 
refuge was constructed of wood, but so low that I could with difficulty sit 
upright in it. No wood, however, was placed on the earth, which formed 
the floor, bu it was dry; and although the wind entered it by innumerable 
chinks, I found it an agreeable asylum from the snow and rain, 

“Here, then, I retreated and lay down happy to have found a shelter, 
however miserable, from the inclemency of the season, and still more 
from the barbarity of man. 

“As soon as morning dawned I crept from my kennel, that I might view 
theadjacent cottage and discover if I could remain in the habitation I had 
found. It was situated against the back of the cottage and surrounded on 
the sides which were exposed by a pig sty and a clear pool of water. One 
part was open, and by that had crept in; but now I covered every crevice 

y which I might he perceived with stones and wood, yet in sucha manner 
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that I might move them on occasion to pass out; all the light I enjoyed 
anne than gi AHE Y, aed tat wecsuticen for sasi e 

“Having thus arranged my dwelling and carpeted it with clean straw, I 
retired, for I saw the figure of a man ata distance, and I remembered too 
Well my treatment the night before to trust myself in his power. I had first, 
however, provided for my sustenance for that day by a loaf of coarse 
bread, which I purloined, and a cup with which I could drink more 
conveniently than from my hand of the pure water which flowed by my 
retreat. The floor was a little raised, so that it was kept perfectly dry, and 
by its vicinity to the chimney of the cottage it was tolerably warm. 

“Being thus provided, I resolved to reside in this hovel until something 
should occur which might alter my determination. It was indeed a para- 
dise compared to the bleak forest, my former residence, the rain- 
dropping branches, and dank earth. Tate my breakfast with pleasure and 
was about to remove a plank to procure myself little water when I heard 
a step, and looking through a small chink, I beheld a young creature, with 
a pail on her head, passing before my hovel. The girl was young and of 

'ntle demeanour, unlike what I have since found cottagers and farm- 

louse servants to be, Yet she was meanly dressed, a coarse blue petticoat 
and a linen jacket being her only garb; her fair hair was plaited but not 
adorned: she looked patient yet sad. I lost sight of her, and in about a 
quarter of an hour she returned bearing the pail, which was now partly 
filled with milk, As she walked along, seemingly incommoded by the 
burden, a young man met her, whose countenance expressed a deeper 
despondence. Uttering a few sounds with an air of melancholy, he took 
the pail from her head and bore it to the cottage himself. She followed, 
and they disappeared. Presently I saw the young man again, with some 
tools in his hand, cross the field behind the cottage; and the girl was also 
busied, sometimes in the house and sometimes in the yard. 

“On examining my dwelling, 1 found that one of the windows of the 
cottage had formerly occupied a part of it, but the panes had been filled 
up with wood. In one of these was a small and almost imperceptible chink 
through which the eye could just penetrate. Through this crevice a small 
room was visible, whitewashed and clean but very bare of furniture. In 
one corner, near a small fire, satan old man, leaning hishead on his hands 
in a disconsolate attitude. The young girl was occupied in arranging the 
cottage; but presently she took something out of a drawer, which em- 
ployed her hands, and she sat down beside the old man, who, taking up an 
{istrument, began to play and to produce sounds sweeter than the voice 
of the thrush or the nightingale. It was a lovely sight, even to me, poor 
wretch who had never beheld aught beautiful before, The silver hair and 
benevolent countenance of the aged cottager won my reverence, while 
the gentle manners of the girl enticed my love. He played a sweet mourn- 
fulair which I perceived drew tears from the eyes of his amiable compan- 
ion, of which the old man took no notice, until she sobbed audibly; he then 
pronounced a few sounds, and the fair creature, leaving her work, knelt 
Fr his feet. He raised her and smiled with such kindness and affection that 
1 felt sensations of a peculiar and overpowering nature; they were a 
mixture of pain and pleasure, such as 1 had never before experienced, 
either from hunger or cold, warmth or food; and 1 withdrew from the 
window, unable to bear these emotions. s 

"Soon after this the young man returned, bearing on his shoulders a 
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load of wood. The gir! met him at the door, helped to relieve him of his 
burden, and taking some of the fuel into the cottage, placed it on the fire; 
then she and the youth went apart into a nook of the cottage, and he 
showed her a large loaf and a piece of cheese. She seemed pleased and 
‘went into the garden for some roots and plants, which she placed in water, 
and then upon the fi 


fire, She afterwards continued her work, whilst the 
young man went into the garden and appeared busily employed in 
digging and pulling up roots. After he had been employed thus about an 
hour, the young woman joined him and they entered the cottage 
together. 

"The old man had, in the meantime, been pensive, but on the appear- 
ance of his companions he assumed a more cheerful air, and they sat 
down to eat. The meal was quickly dispatched. The young woman was 
again occupied in arranging the cottage, the old man walked before the 
cottage in the sun for a few minutes, leaning on the arm of the youth. 
Nothing could exceed in beauty the contrast between these two excellent 
creatures. One was old, with silver hairs and a countenance beaming with 
benevolence and love; the younger was slight and graceful in his figure, 
and his features were moulded with the finest symmetry, yet his eyes and 
attitude expressed the utmost sadness and despondency. The old man 
returned to the cottage, and the youth, with tools different from those he 
had used in the morning, directed his steps across the fields. 

“Night quickly shut in, but to my extreme wonder, I found that the 
cottagers had a means of prolonging light by the use of tapers, and was 
delighted to find that the setting of the sun did not put an end to the 
pleasure I experienced in watching my human neighbours. In the even- 
ing the young gir! and her companion were employed in various occupa- 
tions which I did not understand; and the old man again took up the 
instrument which produced the divine sounds that had enchanted me in 
the morning. So soon as he had finished, the youth began, not to play, but 
to utter sounds that were monotonous, and neither resembling the har- 
mony of the old man’sinstrument nor the songs of the birds; I since found 
that he read aloud, but at that time I knew nothing of the science of words, 
or letters 

“The family, after having been thus occupied for a short time, exting- 
uuished their lights and retired, as I conjectured, to rest.” 


CHAPTER TWELVE 


“I lay on my straw, but I could not sleep. I thought of the occurrences of 
the day, What chiefly struck me was the gentle manners of these people, 
and 1 longed to join them, but dared not. 1 remembered too well the 
treatment I had suffered the night before from the barbarous villagers, 
and resolved, whatever course of conduct 1 might hereafter think it right 
to pursue, that for the present 1 would remain quietly in my hovel, 
watching and endeavouring to discover the motives which influenced 
ir actions. 

The cottagers arase the next morning before the sun. The youn 
woman arranged the cottage and prepared the food, and the yout 
departed after the first meal. ue 

Ps 4 


FRANKENSTEIN 153 


“This day was passed in the same routine as that which preceded it. The 
gung man was constantly employed out of doors, and the girl in various 
laborious occupations within. The old man, whom I soon perceived to be 
blind, employed his leisure hours on his instrument or in contemplation. 
Nothing could exceed the love and respect which the younger cottagers 
exhibited towards their venerable companion. They performed towards 
him every little office of affection and duty with gentleness, and he 
rewarded them by his benevolent smiles. 

“They were not entirely happy. The young man and his companion 
often went apart and appeared to weep I saw no caus for their unhappi- 
ness, but I was deeply affected by it, If such lovely creatures were miser- 
able, it was less strange that I, an imperfect and solitary being, should be 
wretched. Yet why were these gentle beings unhappy? They possessed a 
delightful house (for such it was in my eyes) and every luxury; they had a 
fire to warm them when chill and delicious viands when hungry; they 
were dressed in excellent clothes; and, still more, they enjoyed one 
another's company and speech, interchanging each day looks of affection 
and kindness. What did their tears imply? Did they really express pain? I 
was at first unable to solve these questions, but perpetual attention and 
time explained to me many appearances which were at first enigmatic. 

“A considerable period elapsed before I discovered one of the causes of 
the uneasiness of this amiable family: it was poverty, and they suffered 
that evil ina very distressing degree. Their nourishment consisted entire- 
ly of the vegetables of their garden and the milk of one cow, which gave 
very litle during the winter, when its masters could scarcely procure food 
to support it. They often, I believe, suffered the pangs of hunger very 
‘poignantly, especially the two younger cottagers, for several times they 
placed food before the old man when they reserved none for themselves. 

"This trait of kindness moved me sensibly. I had been accustomed, 
during the night, to steal a part of their store for my own consumption, 
but when I found that in doing this L inflicted pain on the cottagers, I 
abstained and satisfied myself with berries, nuts, and roots which 1 
gathered from a neighbouring wood. 

I discovered also another means through which I was enabled to assist 
their labours, I found that the youth spent a great part of each day in 
collecting wood for the family fire, and during the night I often took his 
tools, the use of which I quickly discovered, and brought home firing 
sufficient for the consumption of several days. 

"1 remember, the first time that I did this, the young woman, when she 
opened the door in the morning, appeared greatly astonished on seeing a 
great pile of wood on the outside. She uttered some words in a loud voice, 
and the youth joined her, who also expressed surprise. I observed, with 
pleasure, that he did not go to the forest that day, but spent it in repairing 
the cottage and cultivating the garden. 

By degrees I made a discovery of still greater moment. I found that 
these people possessed a method of communicating their experience and 
feelings to one another by articulate sounds. 1 perceived that the words 
they spoke sometimes produced pleasure or pain, smiles or sadness, inthe 
minds and countenances of the hearers. This was indeed a godlike scien- 
ce, and Lardently desired to become acquainted with it. But I was baffled 
in every attempt I made for this purpose. Their pronunciation was quick, 
and the words they uttered, not having any apparent connection 
Visible objects, I was unable to discover any clue by which I could unravel 
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the mystery of their reference, By great application, however, and after 
having remained during the space of several revolutions of the moon in 
my hovel, I discovered the names that were given to some of the most 
familiar objects of discourse; 1 learned and applied the words, ‘fire; 
‘milk,’ ‘bread,’ and ‘wood.’ I learned also the names of the cottagers 
themselves. The youth and his companion had each of them several 
names, but the old man had only one, which was “father.” The girl was 
called sister’ or ‘Agatha,’ and the youth ‘Felix, "brother,’or ‘son.’ I cannot 
describe the delight I felt when I learned the ideas appropriated to each 
of these sounds and was able to pronounce them. I distinguished several 
other words without being able as yet to understand or apply them, such 
as ‘good,’ ‘dearest,’ ‘unhappy.’ 

“Tspent the winter in this manner. The gentle manners and beauty of 
the cottagers greatly endeared them to me; when they were unhappy, I 
felt depressed; when they rejoiced, I sympathized in their joys. I saw few 
human beings besides them, and if any other happened to enter the 
cottage, their harsh manners and rude gait only enhanced to me the 
superior accomplishments of my friends. The old man, I could perceive, 
often endeavoured to encourage his children, as sometimes I found that 
he called them, to cast off their melancholy. He would talk in a cheerful 
accent, with an expression of goodness that bestowed pleasure even upon 
me. Agatha listened with respect, her eyes sometimes filled with tears, 
which she endeavoured to wipe away unperceived; but I generally found 
that her countenance and tone were more cheerful after having listened. 
to the exhortations of her father. It was not thus with Felix. He was always 
the saddestof the group, and even to my unpractised senses, heappeared 
to have suffered more deeply than his friends. But if his countenance was 
more sorrowful, his voice was more cheerful than that of his sister, 
especially when he addressed the old man. 

“1 could mention innumerable instances which, although slight, 
marked the dispositions of these amiable cottagers. In the midst of pover- 
ty and want, Felix carried with pleasure to his sister the first litle white 
flower that peeped out from beneath the snowy ground. Early in the 
morning, before she had risen, he cleared away the snow that obstructed 
her path to the milk-house, drew water from the well, and brought the 
wood from the outhouse, where, to his perpetual astonishment, he 
found his store always replenished by an invisible hand, In the day, 1 
believe, he worked sometimes for a neighbouring farmer, because he 
often went forth and did not return until dinner, yet brought no wood 
with him. At other times he worked in the garden, but as there was littleto 
do in the frosty season, he read to the old man and Agatha, 

“This reading had puzzled me extremely at first, but by degrees 1 
discovered that he uttered many of the same sounds when he read as 
‘when he talked. I conjectured, therefore, that he found on the paper 
signs for speech which he understood, and I ardently longed to compre- 
hend these also; but how was that possible when I did not even under- 
stand the sounds for which they stood as signs? 1 improved, however, 
sensibly in this science, but not sufficiently to follow up any kind of 
conversation, although I applied my whole mind to the endeavour, fort 
easily perceived that, although I eagerly longed to discover myself to the 
cottagers, I ought not to make the attempt until T had first become master 
of their language, which knowledge might enable me to make them 
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overlook the deformity of my figure, for with this also the contrast 
perpetually presented to my eyes had made me acquainted. 

“Thad admired the perfect forms of my cottagers—their grace, beauty, 
and delicate complexions; but how was I terrified when I viewed myself in 
a transparent pool! At first I started back, unable to believe that it was 
indeed 1 who was reflected in the mirror; and when I became fully 
convinced that I was in reality the monster that I am, I was filled with the 
bitterest sensations of despondence and mortification, Alas! I did not yet 
entirely know the fatal effects of this miserable deformity. 

“As the sun became warmer and the light of day longer, the snow 
vanished, and I beheld the bare trees and the black earth. From this time 
Felix was more employed, and the heart-moving indications of impend- 
ing famine disappeared. Their food, as 1 afterwards found, was coarse, 
but it was wholesome; and they procured a sufficiency of it. Several new 
kinds of plants sprang up in the garden, which they dressed; and these 
signs of comfort increased daily as the season advanced. 

The old man, leaning on his son, walked each day at noon, when it did 
not rain, as I found it was called when the heavens poured forth its waters. 
This frequently took place, but a high wind quickly dried the earth, and 
the season became far more pleasant than it had been, 

"My mode of life in my hovel was uniform. During the morning 1 
attended the motions of the cottagers, and when they were dispersed in 
various occupations, I slept; the remainder of the day was spent in 
observing my friends. When they had retired to rest, if there was any 
moon or the night was star-light, I went into the woods and collected my 
‘own food and fuel for the cottage. When I returned, as often as it was 
necessary, I cleared their path from the snow and performed those offices 
that I had seen done by Felix. 1 afterwards found that these labours, 
performed by an invisible hand, greatly astonished them; and once or 
twice I heard them, on these occasions, utter the words ‘good spirit, 
‘wonderful’; but 1 did not then understand the signification of these 
terms. 

“My thoughts now became more active, and 1 longed to discover the 
motives and feelings of these lovely creatures; I was inquisitive to know 
why Felix appeared so miserable and Agatha so sad, 1 thought (foolish 
wretch!) that it might be in my power to restore happiness to these 
deserving people, When I slept or was absent, the forms of the venerable 
blind father, the gentle Agatha, and the excellent Felix flitted before me. I 
looked upon them as superior beings who would be the arbiters of my 
future destiny. I formed in my imagination a thousand pictures of pre- 
senting myself to them, and their reception of me. I imagined that they 
would be disgusted, until, by my gentle demeanour and conciliating 
words, I should first win their favour and afterwards their love, 

“These thoughts exhilarated me and led me to apply with fresh ardour 
to the acquiring the art of language. My organs were indeed harsh, but 
Supple; and although my voice was very unlike the soft music of their 
tones, yet | pronounced such words as I understood with tolerable ease. It 
was as the ass and the lap-dog; yet surely the gentle ass whose intentions 
Were affectionate, although his manners were rude, deserved better 
treatment than blows and execration. $ 

“The pleasant showers and genial warmth of spring greatly altered the 
aspect ofthe earth. Men who before this change seemed to have been hid 
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in caves dispersed themselves and were employed in various arts of 
cultivation. The birds sang in more cheerful notes, and the leaves began 
to bud forth on the trees. Happy, happy earth! Fit habitation for gods, 
which, so short a time before, was bleak, damp, and unwholesome. My 
spirits were elevated by the enchanting appearance of nature; the past 

as blotted from my memory, the present was tranquil, and the future 
gilded by bright rays of hope and anticipations of joy. 


CHAPTER THIRTEEN 


“I now hasten to the more moving part of my story. I shall relate events 
that impressed me with feelings which, from what I had been, have made 
me what I am. 

“Spring advanced rapidly; the weather became fine and the skies cloud- 
less, Itsurprised me that what before was desert and gloomy should now 
bloom with the most beautiful flowers and verdure. My senses were 
gratified and refreshed’ by a thousand scents of delight and a thousand 
sights of beauty. 

“It was on one of these days, when my cottagers periodically rested 
from labour—the old man played on his guitar, and the children listened. 
to him—that I observed the countenance of Felix was melancholy beyond 
expression; he sighed frequently, and once his father paused in his music, 
and I conjectured by his manner that he inquired the cause of his son's 
sorrow, Felix replied in a cheerful accent, and the old man was recom- 
mencing his music when someone tapped at the door. 

"It was a lady on horseback, accompanied by a countryman as a guide. 
‘The lady was dressed in a dark suit and covered with a thick black veil. 
Agatha asked a question, to which the stranger only replied by pronounc- 
ing, in a sweet accent, the name of Felix. Her voice was musical but unlike 
that of either of my friends. On hearing this word, Felix came up hastily to 
the lady, who, when she saw him, threw up her veil, and I beheld a 
countenance of angelic beauty and expression. Her hair of a shining 
raven black, and curiously braided; her eyes were dark, but gentle, 
although animated; her features of a regular proportion, and her com- 
plexion wondrously fair, each cheek tinged with a lovely pink. 

“Felix seemed ravished with delight when he saw her, every trait of 
sorrow vanished from his face, and it instantly expressed a degree of 
ecstatic joy, of which I could hardly have believed it capable; his eyes 
sparkled, as his cheek flushed with pleasure; and at that moment I 
thought him as beautiful as the stranger, She appeared affected by 
different feelings; wiping a few tears from her lovely eyes, she held out 
her hand to Felix, who kissed it rapturously and called her, as well as 1 
could distinguish, his sweet Arabian. She did not appear to understand 
him, but smiled, He assisted her to dismount, and dismissing her guide, 
conducted her into the cottage, Some conversation took place between 
him and his father, and the young stranger knelt at the old man's feet and 
‘would have kissed his hand, but he raised her and embraced her affec- 
tionately. 

“I soon perceived that although the stranger uttered articulate sounds 
and appeared to have a language of her own, she was neither understood 
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nor herself understood the cottagers. They made many signs which I 
did not comprehend, but I saw that her presence diffused gladness 
through the cottage, dispelling their sorrow as the sun dissipates the 
morning mists. Felix seemed peculiarly happy and with smiles of delight 
welcomed his Arabian, Agatha, the ever-gentle Agatha, kissed the hands 
of the lovely stranger, and pointing to her brother, made signs which 
appeared to me to mean that he had been sorrowful until she came. Some 
hours passed thus, while they, by their countenances, expressed joy, the 
cause of which I did not comprehend, Presently I found, by the frequent 
recurrence of some sound which the stranger repeated after them, that 
she was endeavouring to learn their language; and the idea instantly 
occurred to me that I should make use of the same instructions. to the 
same end. The stranger learned about twenty words at the first lesson; 
most of them, indeed, were those which I had before understood, but 1 
profited by the others. 

“As night came on Agatha and the Arabian retired early. When they 
separated Felix kissed the hand of the stranger and said, ‘Good night, 
sweet Safie,’ He sat up much longer, conversing with his father, and by the 
frequent repetition of her name I conjectured that their lovely guest was 
the subject of their conversation, I ardently desired to understand them, 
and bent every faculty towards that purpose, but found it utterly imn- 
possible. 

“The next morning Felix went out to his work, and after the usual 
occupations of Agatha were finished, the Arabian sat at the feet of the old 
man, and taking his guitar, played some airs so entrancingly beautiful that 
they at once drew tears of sorrow and delight from my eyes. Shesang, and 
her voice flowed in a rich cadence, swelling or dying away like a nighting- 
ale of the woods. 

‘When she had finished, she gave the guitar to Agatha, who at first 
declined it. She played a simple air, and her voice accompanied itin sweet 
accents, but unlike the wondrous strain of the stranger. The old man 
appeared enraptured and said some words which Agatha endeavoured to 
explain to Safie, and by which he appeared to wish to express that she 
bestowed on him the greatest delight by her music. 

“The days now passed as peaceably as before, with the sole alteration 
that joy had taken place of sadness in the countenances of my friends. 
Safie was always gay and happy; she and I improved rapidly in the 
Knowledge of language, so that in two months I began to comprehend 
most of the words uttered by my protectors, 

“In the meanwhile also the black ground was covered with herbage, and 
the green banks interspersed with innumerable flowers, sweet to the scent 
and the eyes, stars of pale radiance among the moonlight woods; the sun 
became warmer, the nights clear and balmy; and my nocturnal rambles 
were an extreme pleasure to me, although they were considerably shor- 
tened by the late setting and early rising of the sun, for I never ventured 
abroad during daylight, fearful of meeting with the same treatment I had 
formerly endured in the first village which I entered ‘ 

"My days were spent in close attention, that I might more speedily 
‘master the language; and I may boast that I improved more rapidly than 
the Arabian, who understood very litle and conversed in broken accents, 
whilst I comprehended and could imitate almost every word that was 

ken. : 
“P While I improved in speech, I also learned the science of letters as it 
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was taught to the stranger, and this opened before me a wide field for 
wonder and delight. 

“The book from which Felix instructed Safie was Volney's Ruins of 
Empires. 1 should not have understood the purport of this book had not 
Felix, in reading it, given very minute explanations. He had chosen this 
work, he said, because the declamatory style was framed in imitation of 
the Eastern authors. Through this work I obtained a cursory knowledge 
of history and a view of the several empires at present existing in the 
‘world; it gave me an insight into the manners, governments, and religions 
of the different nations of the earth. I heard of the slothful Asiatics, of the 
stupendous genius and mental activity of the Grecians, of the wars and 
‘wonderful virtue of the early Romans—of their subsequent degenerat- 
ing—of the decline of that mighty empire, of chivalry, Christianity, and 
ings. I heard of the discovery of the American hemisphere and wept 
with Safie over the hapless fate of its original inhabitants. 

“These wonderful narrations inspired me with strange feelings. Was 
man, indeed, at once so powerful, so virtuous, and magnificent, yet so 
vicious and base? He appeared at one time a mere scion of the evil 
principle and at another as all that can be conceived of noble and godlike. 
To be a great and virtuous man appeared the highest honour that can 
befall a sensitive being; to be base and vicious, as many on record have 
been, appeared the lowest degradation, a condition more abject than that 
ofthe blind mole or harmless worm. For a long time I could not conceive 
how one man could go forth to murder his fellow, or even why there were 
laws and governments; but when I heard details of vice and bloodshed, 
my wonder ceased and I turned away with disgust and loathing. 

“Every conversation of the cottagers now opened new wonders to me. 
While I listened to the instructions which Felix bestowed upon the Ara- 
Bian; the strange system of human society was explained to me. I heard of 
the division of property, of immense wealth and squalid poverty, of rank, 
escent, and noble blood, 5 

“The words induced me to turn towards myself. 1 learned that the 

ssessions most esteemed by your fellow creatures were high and unsul- 

lied descent united with riches. A man might be respected with only one 

of these advantages, but without either he was considered, except in very 
rare instances, as a vagabond and a slave, doomed to waste his powers for 
the profits of the chosen few! And what was I? Of my creation and creator 
I was absolutely ignorant, but 1 knew that I possessed no money, no 
friends, no kind of property. I was, besides, endued witha figure hideous- 
ly deformed and loathsome; I was not even of the same nature as man. I 
‘was more agile than they and could subsist upon coarser diet; I bore the 
‘extremes of heat and cold with less injury to my frame; my stature far 
exceeded theirs. When I looked around I saw and heard of none like me. 
Was I, then, a monster, a blot upon the earth, from which allmen fled and 
whom all men disowned? 

“I cannot describe to you the agony that these reflections inflicted upon 
me; I tried to dispel them, but sorrow only increased with knowledge. Oh, 
that I had forever remained in my native wood, nor known nor felt 
beyond the sensations of hunger, thirst, and heat! 

“OF what a strange nature is knowledge! It clings to the mind when it 
has once seized on it like a lichen on the rock. I wished sometimes to shake 
off all thought and feeling, but I learned that there was but one means to 
overcome the sensation of pain, and that was death—a state which I 
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feared yet did not understand. I admired virtue and good feelings and 
loved the gentle manners and amiable qualities of my cottagers, but I was 
shut out from intercourse with them, except through means which 1 
obtained by stealth, when I was unseen and unknown, and which rather 
increased than satisfied the desire I had of becoming one among my 
fellows. The gentle words of Agatha and the animated smiles of the 
charming Arabian were not for me. The mild exhortations of the old man 
and the lively conversation of the loved Felix were not for me, Miserable, 
unhappy wretch! 

“Other lessons were impressed upon me even more deeply. I heard of 
the difference of sexes, and the birth and growth of children, how the 
father doted on the smiles of the infant, and the lively sales of the older 
child, how all the life and cares of the mother were wrapped up in the 
precious charge, how the mind of youth expanded and gained know- 
ledge, of brother, sister, and all the various relationships which bind one 
human being to another in mutual bonds. 

“But where were my friends and relations? No father had watched my 
infant days, no mother had blessed me with smiles and caresses; or if they 
had, all my past life was now a blot, a blind vacancy in which I disting- 
nished nothing, From my earliest remembrance I had been as I then was 
in height and proportion. I had never yet seen a being resembling me or 
who claimed any intercourse with me. What was I? The question again 
recurred, to be answered only with groans. 

“[ will soon explain to what these feelings tended, but allow me now to 
return to the cottagers, whose story excited in me such various feelings of 
indignation, delight, and wonder, but which all terminated in additional 
Jove and reverence for my protectors (for so 1 loved, in an innocent, 
half-painful self-deceit, to call them)." 


CHAPTER FOURTEEN 


‘Sometime elapsed before I learned the history of my friends. It was one 
which could not fail to impress itself deeply on my mind, unfolding as it 
id a number of circumstances, each interesting and wonderful to one so 
utterly inexperienced as I was. 

“The name of the old man was De Lacey. He was descended from a 
good family in France, where he had lived for many years in affluence, 
respected by his superiors and beloved by his equals. His son was bred in 
the service of his country, and Agatha had ranked with ladies of the 
highest distinction, A few months before my arrival they had lived in a 
large and luxurious city called Paris, surrounded by friends and posses- 
sed of every enjoyment which virtue, refinement of intellect, or taste, 
accompanied by a moderate fortune, could afford. 4 
“The father of Safie had been the cause of their ruin, He was a Turkish 

merchantand had inhabited Paris for many years, when, for some reason 
Which I could not learn, he became obnoxious to the government, He was 
Seized and cast into prison the very day that Safie arrived from Constanti- 
nople to join him, He was tried.and condemned to death. The injustice of 
k his sentence was very flagrant; all Paris was indignant; and it was judged 


that his religion and wealth rather than the crime alleged against him had 
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been the cause of his condemnation. ZM 

“Felix had accidentally been presentat the trial; his horror and indigna- 
tion were uncontrollable when he heard the decision of the court. He 
made, at that moment, a solemn vow to deliver him and then looked 
around for the means. After many fruitless attempts to gain admittance to 
the prison, he found a strongly grated window in an unguarded part of 
the building, which lighted the dungeon of the unfortunate Muhamma- 
dan, who, loaded with chains, waited in despair the execution of the 
barbarous sentence. Felix visited the grate at night and made known to 
the prisoner his intentions in his favour. The Turk, amazed and delight- 
‘ed, endeavoured to kindle the zeal of his deliverer by promises of reward 
and wealth. Felix rejected his offers with contempt, yet when he saw the 
lovely Safie, who was allowed to visit her father and who by her gestures 
expressed her lively gratitude, the youth could not help owning to his own 
mind that the captive possessed a treasure which would fully reward his 
toil and hazard, 

“The Turk quickly perceived the impression that his daughter had 
made on the heart of Felix and endeavoured to secure him more entirely 
in his interests by the promise of her hand in marriage so soon as he 
should be conveyed toa place of safety. Felix was too delicate to accept this 
offer, yet he looked forward to the probability of the event as to the 
consummation of his happiness. 

“During the ensuing days, while the preparations were going forward 
for the escape of the merchant, the zeal of Felix was warmed by several 
letters that he received from this lovely girl, who found means to express 
her thoughts in the language of her lover by the aid of an old man, a 
servant of her father who understood French. She thanked him in the 
‘most ardent terms for his intended services towards her parent, and at the 
same time she gently deplored her own fate 

“T have copies of these letters, for I found means, during my residence 
in the hovel, to procure the implements of writing; and the letters were 
often in the hands of Felix or Agatha. Before I depart I will give them to 
you; they will prove the truth of my tale; but at present, as the sun is 
already far declined, I shall only have time to repeat the substance of them 
to you, 

“Safie related that her mother was a Christian Arab, seized and made a 
slave by the Turks; recommended by her beauty, she had won the heart of 
the father of Safie, who married her. The young girl spoke in high and 
enthusiastic terms of her mother, who, born in freedom, spurned the 
bondage to which she was now reduced. She instructed her daughter 
the tenets of her religion and taught her to aspire to higher powers of 
intellect and an independence of spirit forbidden to the female followers 
of Muhammad. This lady died, but her lessons were indelibly impressed 
on the mind of Safie, who sickened at the prospect of again returning to 
Asia and being immured within the walls of a harem, allowed only to 
occupy herself with infantile amusements, ill-suited to the temper of her 
soul, now accutomed to grand ideas and a noble emulation for virtue. The 
prospect of marrying a Christian and remaining in a country where 
‘women were allowed to take a rank in society was enchanting to her, 

“The day for the execution of the Turk was fixed, but on the night 

revious to it he quitted his prison and before morning was distant many 
leagues from Paris. Felix had procured passports in the name of his 
father, sister, and himself. He had previously communicated his plan to F 
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the former, who aided the deceit by quitting his house, under the pre- 
tence of a journey and concealed himself, with his daughter, in an obsure 
part of Paris 

“Felix conducted the fugitives through France to Lyons and across 
Mont Cenis to Leghorn, where the merchant had decided to wait a 
favourable opportunity of passing into some part of the Turkish domin- 
ions ” 

“Safie resolved to remain with her father until the moment of his 
departure, before which time the Turk renewed his promise that she 
Should be united to his deliverer; and Felix remained with them in 
Expectation of that event; and in the meantime he enjoyed the society of 
the Arabian, who exhibited towards him the simplest and tenderest 
affection. They conversed with one another through the means of an 
interpreter, and sometimes with the interpretation of looks: and Safie 
sang to him the divine airs of her native country 

"The Turk allowed this intimacy to take place and encouraged the 
hopes of the youthful lovers, while in his heart he had formed far other 
plans, He loathed the idea that his daughter should be united to a 
Ehhristian, but he feared the resentment of Felix if he should appear 
Tukewarm, for he knew that he was still in the power of his deliverer ithe 
should choose to betray him to the Italian state which they inhabited. He 
revolved a thousand plans by which he should be enabled to prolong the 
deceit until i might be no longer necessary, and secretly to take his 
daughter with him when he departed. His plans were facilitated by the 
news which arrived from Pars. 

M he government of France were greatly enraged at the escape of their 
victim and spared no pains to detect and punish his deliverer. The plot of 
Felix was quickly discovered, and De Lacey and Agatha were thrown into 
prison. The news reached Felix and roused him from his dream of 
Pleasure. His blind and aged father and his gente sister lay in a noisome 
Hiangeon while he enjoyed the free air and the society of her whom he 
loved. This idea was torture to him, He quickly arranged with the Turk 
that the latter should find a favourable opportunity for escape before 
Felis could return to Italy, Safie should remain asa boarder at a convent 
it Leghorn: and then, quitting the lovely Arabian, he hastened to Paris 
ghd delivered himself up to the vengeance of the law, hoping to free De 
Lacey and Agatha by this proceeding. 

“THe did not succeed. They remained confined for five months before 
the tial took place, the result of which deprived them of theirfortuneand 
fondemned them to a perpetual exile from their native country. 

"They found a miserable asylum in the cottage in Germany, where 1 
discovered them, Felix soon learned that the treacherous Turk, for whom 
ond his family endured such unheard-of oppression, on discovering 
Ma hixdeliverer was thus reduced to poverty and ruin, became a traitor 
to gom feeling and honour and had quitted Taly with his daughter, 
ins kingly sending Felix a pittance of money to aid him, as he said, in 
some plan of future maintenance. 

taia were the events that preyed on the heart of Felix and rendered 
hits hen 1 first saw him, the most miserable of his family, He could have 
amined poverty, and while this distress had been the meed of his virtue, 
fa gloried in its but the ingratitude of the Turk and the loss of his beloved 

k So were misfortunes more bitter and irreparable. The arrival of the 


‘Arabian now infused new life into his soul. 
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“When the news reached Leghorn that Felix was deprived of his wealth 
and rank, the merchant commanded his daughter to think no more of her 
lover, but to prepare to return to her native country. The generous 
nature of Safie was outraged by this command: she attempted to expost- 
ulate with her father, but he left her angrily, reiterating his tyrannical 
mandate. 

"A few days after, the Turk entered his daughter's apartment and told 
her hastily that he had reason to believe that his residence at Leghorn had 
been divulged and that he should speedily be delivered up to the French 
government; he had consequently hired a vessel to convey him to Con- 
stantinople, for which city he should sail in a few hours. He intended to 
leave his daughter under the care of a confidential servant, to follow at 
her leisure with the greater part of his property, which had not yetarrived 
in Leghorn. 

“When alone, Safie resolved in her own mind the plan of conduct that it 
would become her to pursue in this emergency. A residence in Turkey 
‘was abhorrent to her; her religion and her feelings were alike averse to it, 
By some papers of her father which fell into her hands she heard of the 
exile of her lover and learnt the name of the spot where he then resided, 
She hesitated some time; but at length she formed her determination, 
‘Taking with her some jewels that belonged to her and a sum of money, 

he quitted Italy with an attendant, a native of Leghorn, but who under- 

the common language of Turkey, and departed for Germany. 

“She arrived in safety at a town about twenty leagues from the cottage 
of De Lacey, when her attendant fell dangerously ill. Safie nursed her 
with the most devoted affection, but the poor girl died, and the Arabian 
was left alone, unacquainted with the language of the country and utterly 
ignorant of the customs of the world. She fell, however, into good hands. 
The Italian had mentioned the name of the spot for which they were 
bound, and after her death the woman of the house in which they had 
lived took care that Safie should arrive in safety at the cottage of her 
lover." 


CHAPTER FIFTEEN 


“Such was the history of my beloved cottagers. It impressed me deeply. I 
learned, from the views of social life which it developed, to admire their 
virtues and to deprecate the vices of mankind. 

“As yet I looked upon crime asa distant evil, benevolence and generos- 
ity were ever present before me, inciting within me a desire to become an 
actor in the busy scene where so many admirable qualities were called 
forth and displayed. But in giving an account of the progress of my 
intellect, I must not omit a circumstance which occurred in the beginning 
of the month of August of the same year. 

“One night during my accustomed visit to the neighbouring wood 
where I collected my own food and brought home firing for my protec- 
tors, 1 found on the ground a leathern portmanteau containing several 
articles of dress and some books, 1 eagerly seized the prize and feturned 
with it to my hovel. Fortunately the books were written in the language, 
the elements of which I had acquired at the cottage; they consisted of 
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Paradise Lost, a volume of Plutarch's Lives, and the Sorrows of Werter. The 

posession of these treasures gave me extreme delight; I now continually 
studied and exercised my mind upon these histories, whilst my friends 
were employed in ther ordinary occupations, 
“Lean hardly describe to you the effect of these books. They produced 
in me an infinity of new images and feelings, that sometimes raised me to 
ecstasy, but more frequently sunk me into the lowest dejection. In the 
Sorrows of Werter, besides the interest of its simple and affecting story, so 
‘many opinions are canvassed and so many lights thrown upon what had 
hitherto been to me obscure subjects that I found in it a never-ending 
source of speculation and astonishment, The gentle and domestic man- 
ners it described, combined with lofty sentiments and feelings, which had 
for their object something out of self, accorded well with my experience 
among my protectors and with the wants which were forever alive in my 
own bosom. But I thought Werter himself a more divine being than I had 
ever beheld or imagined; his character contained no pretension, but it 
sank deep. The disquisitions upon death and suicide were calculated to 
fill me with wonder. I did not pretend to enter into the merits of the case, 
yet I inclined towards the opinions of the hero, whose extinction I wept, 
without precisely understanding it. 

“As I read, however, 1 applied much personally to my own feelings and 
condition. 1 found myself similar yet at the same time strangely unlike to 
the beings concerning whom I read and to whose conversation I was a 
listener. 1 sympathized with and partly understood them, but 1 was 
unformed in mind; I was dependent on none and related to none. “The 

th of my departure was free,’ and there was none to lament my anni- 

lation. My person was hideous and my stature gigantic. What did this 
mean? Who was 1? What was 1? Whence did T come? What was my 
destination? These questions continually recurred, but 1 was unable to 
solve them. 

“The volume of Plutarch’s Lives which | possessed contained the histor- 
ies of the first founders of the ancient republics, This book had a far 
different effect upon me from the Sorrows of Werter. 1 learned from 
Werter’s imaginations despondency and gloom, but Plutarch taught me 
high thoughts; he elevated me above the wretched sphere of my own 
reflections, to admire and love the heroes of past ages. Many things I read 
surpassed my understanding and experience. I had a very confused 
knowledge of kingdoms, wide extents of country, mighty rivers, and 
boundless seas. But I was perfectly unacquainted with towns and large 
‘assemblages of men. The cottage of my protectors had been the only 
Schoolin which I had studied human nature, but this book developed new 
‘and mightier scenes of action. I read of men concerned in public affairs, 
governing or massacring their species. I felt the greatest ardour for virtue 
fice within me, and abhorrence for vice, as far as 1 understood the 
signification of those terms, relative as they were, as 1 applied them, to 
pleasure and pain alone: Induced by these feelings, 1 was of course led to 
Fdmire peaceable lawgivers, Numa, Solon, and Lycurgus, in preference 
to Romulus and Theseus. The patriarchal lives of my protectors caused 
these impressions to take a firm hold on my mind; perhaps, if my first 
introduction to humanity had been made by a young soldier, burning for 
glory and slaughter, should have been imbued with different sensations. 

But Paradise Lost excited different and far deeper emotions. I read it, 

-as I had read the other volumes which had fallen into my hands, asa true 
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history, It moved every feeling of wonder and awe that the picture of an 
‘omnipotent God warring with his creatures was capable of exciting: 1 
often referred the several situations, as their similarity struck me, to my 
own. Like Adam, I was apparently united by no link to any other being in 
existence; but his state was far different from mine in every other respect. 
He had come forth from the hands of God a perfect creature, happy and 
prosperous, guarded by the especial care of his Creator; he was allowed to 
converse with and acquire knowledge from beings of a superior nature, 
but I was wretched, helpless, and alone. Many times I considered Satan as 
the fitter emblem of my condition, for often, like him, when I viewed the 
bliss of my protectors, the bitter gall of envy rose within me, 

“Another circumstance strengthened and confirmed these feelings. 
Soon after my arrival in the hovel I discovered some papers in the pocket 
of the dress which I had taken from your laboratory. At first I had 
neglected them, but now that 1 was able to decipher the characters in 
which they were written, I began to study them with diligence. It was your 
journal of the four months that preceded my creation, You minutely 
described in these papers every step you took in the progress of your 
‘work; this history was mingled with accounts of domestic occurrences, 
You doubtless recollect these papers. Here they are, Everything is related 
in them which bears reference to my accursed origin: the whole detail of 
that series of disgusting circumstances which produced itis setin view; the 

inutest description of my odious and loathsome person is given, in 
language which painted your own horrors and rendered mine indelible. 1 
sickened as I read. ‘Hateful day when I received life!’ 1 exclaimed in 
agony. ‘Accursed creator! Why did you form a monster so hideous that 
even you turned from mein disgust? God, in pity, made man beautifuland 
alluring, after his own image; but my form is a filthy type of yours, more 
horrid even from the very resemblance. Satan had his companions, fellow 
devils, to admire and encourage him, but Lam solitary and abhorred.! 

“These were the reflection of my hours of despondency and solitude; 
but when I contemplated the virtues of the cottagers, their amiable and 
benevolent dispositions, 1 persuaded myself that when they should be- 
come acquainted with my admiration of their virtues they would compas- 
sionate me and overlook my personal deformity. Could they turn from 
their door one, however monstrous, who solicited their compassion and 
friendship? I resolved, at least, not to despair, but in every way to fit 
myself for an interview with them which would decide my fate. T post- 
poned this attempt for some months longer, for the importance attached 
to its success inspired me with a dread lest I should fail. Besides, I found 
that my understanding improved so much with every day’s experience 
that 1 was unwilling to commence this undertaking until a few more 
months should have added to my sagacity. 

“Several changes, in the meantime, took place in the cottage. The 
presence of Safie diffused happiness among its inhabitants, and I also 
found that a greater degree of plenty reigned there. Felix and Agatha 
spent more time in amusement and conversation, and were assisted in 
their labours by servants. They did not appear rich, but they were con- 
tented and happy; their feelings were serene and peaceful, while mine 
became every day more tumultuous, Increase of knowledge only disco- 
vered to me more clearly whata wretched outcast I was. I cherished hope, 
itis true, but vanished when I beheld my person reflected in water or my 


-f 


d FRANKENSTEIN 145, 
‘shadow in the moonshine, even as that frail image and that inconstant 
shade. 

“I endeavoured to crush these fears and to fortify myself for the trial 
which in a few months I resolved to undergo; and sometimes L allowed my 
thoughts, unchecked by reason, to ramble in the fields of Paradise, and 
dared to fancy amiable and lovely creatures sympathizing with my feel- 
ings and cheering miy gloom; their angelic countenances breathed smiles 
of consolation. But it was all a dream: no Eve soothed my sorrows nor 
shared my thoughts; 1 was alone. I remembered Adam's supplication to 
his Creator. But where was mine? He had abandoned me, and in the 
bitterness of my heart I cursed him. 

“Autumn passed thus. I saw, with surprise and grief, the leaves decay 
‘and fall, and nature again assume the barren and bleak appearance ithad 
worn when I first beheld the woods and the lovely moon. Yet I did not 
heed the bleakness of the weather; | was better fitted by my conformation 
for the endurance of cold than heat. But my chief delights were the sight 
of the flowers, the birds, and all the gay apparel of summer; when those 
deserted me, I turned with more attention towards the cottagers. Their 
happiness was not decreased by the absence of summer, They loved and 
sympathized with one another; and their joys, depending on each other, 
were not interrupted by the casualties that took place around them. The 
more I saw of them, the greater became my desire to claim their protec- 
tion and kindness; my heart yearned to be known and loved by these 
amiable creatures; to see their sweet looks directed towards me with 
affection was the utmost limit of my ambition. I dared not think that they 
would turn them from me with disdain and horror. The poor that 
stopped at their door were never driven away. T asked, itis true, for 
greater treasures than a little food or rest: I required kindness and 
sympathy; but I did not believe myself utterly unworthy of it 

“The winter advanced, and an entire revolution of the seasons had 
taken place since I awoke into life. My attention at this time was soley 
directed towards my plan of introducing myself into the cottage of my 
protectors. I revolved many projects, but that on which I finally fixed was 
{o enter the dwelling when the blind old man should be alone. I had 
sagacity enough to discover that the unnatural hideousness of my person 

fas the chief object of horror with those who had formerly beheld me. My 
yoice, although harsh, had nothing terrible in it; 1 thought, therefore, 
that if in the absence of his children I could gain the good will and 
mediation of the old De Lacey, I might by his means be tolerated by my 
younger protectors. 

“One day, when the sun shone on the red leaves that strewed the 
ground and diffused cheerfulness, although it denied warmth, Safie, 
‘Agatha, and Felix departed on a long country walk, and the old man, at 
his own desire, was left alone in the cottage, When his children had 
departed, he took up his guitar and played several mournful but sweet 
irs, more sweet and mournful than I had ever heard him play before. At 
first his countenance was illuminated with pleasure, but as he continued, 
thoughtfulness and sadness succeeded; at length, laying aside the instru- 
‘ment, he sat absorbed in reflection. 7 

“My heart beat quick; this was the hour and moment of trial, which 
would decide my hopes or realize my fears. The servants were gone to a 
neighbouring fair. All was silent in and around the cottage; it was an 
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excellent opportunity; yet, when I proceeded to execute my plan, my 
fimbs failed me and | sank to the ground. Again 1 rose, and exerting all 
the firmness of which I was master, removed the planks which 1 had 
placed before my hovel to conceal my retreat, The fresh air revived me, 
and with renewed determination I approached the door of their cottage. 

“I knocked. ‘Who is there?’ said the old man. ‘Come in.’ 

“I entered. ‘Pardon this intrusion,’ said 1; 'I am a traveller in want of a 
litte rest; you would greatly oblige me if you would allow me to remain a 
few minutes before the fire.’ 

“Enter, said De Lacey, ‘and I will try in what manner I can to relieve 
your wants; but, unfortunately, my children are from home, and as Tam 
blind, I am afraid I shall find it difficult to procure food for you. 

“Do not trouble yourself, my kind host; I have food; it is warmth and 
rest only that I need.” 

“I sat down, and a silence ensued. 1 knew that every minute was 
precious to me, yet 1 remained irresolute in what manner to commence 
the interview, when the old man addressed me, ‘By your language, 
stranger, I suppose you are my countryman; are you French?” 

“No; but I was educated by a French family and understand that 
language only. I am now going to claim the protection of some friends, 
whom I sincerely love, and of whose favour 1 have some hopes 

“Are they Germans?” 

"No, they are French. But let us change the subject, Laman unfortun- 
ate and deserted creature; Hook around and I have no relation or friend 
upon earth. These amiable people to whom I go have never seen me and 
know little of me, I am full of fears, for if I fail there, Lam an outcastin the 
world forever.’ 

“Do not despair. To be friendless is indeed to be unfortunate, but the 
hearts of men, when unprejudiced by any obvious self-interest, are full of 
brotherly love and charity. Rely, therefore, on your hopes; and if these 
friends are good and amiable, do not despair.’ 

“They are kind—they are the most excellent creatures in the world; 
but, unfortunately, they are prejudiced against me, I have good dispo: 
tions; my life has been hitherto harmless and in some degree beneticial; 
but a fatal prejudice clouds their eyes, and where they ought to see a 
feeling and Kind friend, they behold only a detestable monster 

“That is indeed unfortunate; but if you are really blameless, cannot 
you undeceive them?” 

“Tam about to undertake that task; and it is on that account that I feel 
so many overwhelming terrors. I tenderly love these friends: I have, 
unknown to them, been for many months in the habits of daily kindness 
towards them; but they believe that I wish to injure them, and it is that 

judice which I wish to overcome,’ 
‘Where do these friends reside?” 
‘Near this spot. 
“The old man paused and then continued, ‘If you will unreservedly 
confide to me the particulars of your tale, 1 perhaps may be of use in 
deceiving them. I am blind and cannot judge of your countenance, but 
there is something in your words which persuades me that you are 
sincere. | am poor and an exile, but it will afford me true pleasure to be in 
any way serviceable to a human creature.’ 

“Excellent man! I thank you and accept your generous offer. You raise 
me from the dust by this kindness: and I trust that, by your aid, Ishall not 
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be driven from the society and sympathy of your fellow creatures. 

“Heaven forbid! Even if you were really criminal, for that can only 
drive you to desperation, and not instigate you to virtue. I also am 
‘unfortunate; I and my family have been condemned, although innocent; 
judge, therefore, if 1 do not feel for your misfortunes.” 

"How can I thank you, my best and only benefactor? From your lips 
first have I heard the voice of kindness directed towards me; I shall be 
forever grateful; and your present humanity assures me of success with 
those friends whom I'am on the point of meeting.’ 

“May I know the names and residence of those friends?” 

“I paused, This, 1 thought, was the moment of decision, which was to 
rob me of or bestow happiness on me forever. I struggled vainly for 
firmness sufficient to answer him, but the effort destroyed all my remain- 
ing strength; I sank on the chair and sobbed aloud. At that moment I 
heard the steps of my younger protectors. I had nota moment to lose, but 
seizing the hand of the old man, I cried, “Now isthe time! Save and protect 
‘me! You and your family are the friends whom I seek. Do not you desert 
me in the hour of trial! 

“Great God!" exclaimed the old man. ‘Who are you?" 

“At that instant the cottage door was opened, and Felix, Safie, and 
Agatha entered. Who can describe their horror and consternation on 
beholding me? Agatha fainted, and Safie, unable to attend to her friend, 
rushed out of the cottage. Felix darted forward, and with supernatural 
force tore me from his father, to whose knees I clung: in a transport of 
fury, he dashed me to the ground and struck me violently with a stick. 1 
could have torn him limb from limb, as the lion rends the antelope. But 
my heart sank within me as with bitter sickness, and I refrained. saw him 
on the point of repeating his blow, when, overcome by pain and anguish, I 
quitted the cottage, and in the general tumult escaped unperceived to my 
hovel.” 


CHAPTER SIXTEEN 


“Cursed, cursed creator! Why did I ive? Why, in that instant, did I not 
‘extinguish the spark of existence which you had so wantonly bestowed? I 
know not; despair had not yet taken possession of me; my feelings were 
those of rage and revenge. 1 could with pleasure have destroyed the 
cottage and its inhabitants and have gutted myself with their shrieks and 
misery. 
"When night came I quitted my retreat and wandered in the wood; and 
now, no longer restrained by the fear of discovery, I gave vent to my 
anguish in fearful howlings. 1 was like a wild beast that had broken the 
toils, destroying the objects that obstructed me and ranging through the 
wood with a staglike swiftness. Oh! What a miserable night | passed! The 
told stars shone in mockery, and the bare trees waved their branches 
Above me; now and then the sweet voice of a bird burst forth amidst the 
üniversal stillness. All, save 1, were at rest or in enjoyment; 1, like the 
rch-fiend, bore a hell within me, and finding myself unsympathized 
With, wished to tear up the trees, spread havoc and destruction around 
me, and then to have sat down and enjoyed the ruin. 
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‘But this was a luxury of sensation that could not endure; I became 
fatigued with excess of bodily exertion and sank on the damp grassin the 
sick impotence of despair. There was none among the myriads of men 
that existed who would pity or assist me; and should I feel kindness 
towards my enemies? No; from that moment I declared everlasting war 
against the species, and more than all, against him who had formed me 
and sent me forth to this insupportable misery. 

“The sun rose; I heard the voices of men and knew that it was impossi- 
ble to return to my retreat during that day. Accordingly 1 hid myself in 
some thick underwood, determining to devote the ensuing hours to 
reflection on my situation. 

“The pleasant sunshine and the pure air of day restored me to some 
degree of tranquillity; and when 1 considered what had passed at the 
collage, 1 could not help believing that 1 had been too hasty in my 
conclusions, 1 had certainly acted imprudently. It was apparent that my 
conversation had interested the father in my behalf, and 1 was a fool in 
having exposed my person to the horror of his children. I ought to have 
familiarized the old De Lacey to me, and by degrees to have discovered 
myself to the rest of his family, when they should have been prepared for 
my approach. But I did not believe my errors to be irretrievable, and after 
much consideration I resolved to return to the cottage, seek the old man, 
and by my representations win him to my party. 

“These thoughts calmed me, and in the afternoon I sank into a pro- 
found sleep; but the fever of my blood did not allow me to be visited by 
peaceful dreams. The horrible scene of the preceding day was forever 
acting before my eyes; the females were flying and the enraged Felix 
tearing me from his father’s feet. I awoke exhausted, and finding that it 
Was already night I crept forth from my hiding-place, and went in search 
of food. 

“When my hunger was appeased, I directed my steps towards the 
well-known path that conducted to the cottage, All there was at peace, 1 
creptinto my hovel and remained in silent expectation of the accustomed 
hour when the family arose. That hour passed, the sun mounted high in 
the heavens, but the cottagers did not appear. I trembled violently, 
apprehending some dreadful misfortune, The inside of the cottage was 
dark, and I heard no motion; I cannot describe the agony of this suspense. 

“Presently two countrymen passed by, but pausing near the cottage, 
they entered into conversation, using violent gesticulations; but I did not 
understand what they said, as they spoke the language of the country, 
which differed from that of my protectors. Soon after, however, Felix 
approached with another man; I was surprised, as I knew that he had not 
quitted the cottage that morning, and waited anxiously to discover from 
his discourse the meaning of these unusual appearances. 

“Do you consider,’ said his companion to him, ‘that you will be obliged 
to pay three months’ rent and to lose the produce of your garden? I do not 
wish to take any unfair advantage, and I beg therefore that you will take 
some days to consider of your determination! 

“It is utterly useless,’ replied Felix; ‘we can never again inhabit your 
ouage. The life of my father is in the greatest danger, owing to the 
dreadful circumstance that I have related. My wife and my sister will 
never recover from their horror. I entreat you not to reason with me any 
more. Take possession of your tenement and let me fly from this place,” 

“Felix trembled violently as he said this, He and his companion entered 
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the cottage, in which they remained fora few minutes, and then departed. 
1 never saw any of the family of De Lacey more. 

“continued for the remainder of the day in my hovel in astate of utter 
and stupid despair. My protectors had departed and had broken the only 
link that held me to the world. For the first time the feelings of revenge 
and hatred filled my bosom, and I did not strive to control them, but 
allowing myself to be borne away by the stream, I bent my mind toward 
injury and death. When I thought of my friends, of the mild voice of De 
Lacey, the gentle eyes of Agatha, and the exquisite beauty of the Arabian, 
these thoughts vanished and a gush of tears somewhat soothed me. But 
again when I reflected that they had spurned and deserted me, anger 
returned, a rage of anger, and unable to injure anything human, I turned 
my fury towards inanimate objects. As night advanced I placed a variety 
inf combustibles around the cottage, and after having destroyed every 
vestige of cultivation in the garden, I waited with forced impatience until 
the moon had sunk to commence my operations. 

“As the nightadvanced, a fierce wind arose fromthe woods and quickly 
dispersed the clouds that had loitered in the heavens; the blast tore along 
like a mighty avalanche and produced a kind of insanity in my spirits that 
burstall bounds of reason and reflection. [lighted the dry branch ofa tree 
and danced with fury around the devoted cottage, my eyes still fixed on 
the western horizon, the edge of which the moon nearly touched. A part 
ofits orb was at length hid, and I waved my brand; it sank, and with a loud 
scream I fired the straw, and heath, and bushes, which I had collected. 
The wind fanned the fire, and the cottage was quickly enveloped by the 
flames, which clung to it and licked it with their forked and destroying 
tongues. 

“As soon as I was convinced that no assistance could save any part of the 
habitation, I quitted the scene and sought for refuge in the woods, 

"And now, with the world before me, whither should I bend my steps? I 
resolved to fly far from the scene of my misfortunes; but tome, hated and 
despised, every country must be equally horrible. At length the thought 
of you crossed my mind. I learned from your papers that you were my 
father, my creator; and to whom could I apply with more fitness than to 
him who had given me life? Among the lessons that Felix had bestowed 
upon Safie, geography had not been omitted; I had learned from these 
the relative situations of the different countries of the earth. You had 
mentioned Geneva as the name of your native town, and towards this 
place I resolved to proceed. 

“But how was I to direct myself? 1 knew that 1 must travel in a south- 
westerly direction to reach my destination, but the sun was my only guide, 
T did not know the names of the towns that I was to pass through, nor 
could {ask information from a single human being; but I did not despair. 
From you only could 1 hope for succour, although towards you I felt no 
sentiment but that of hatred. Unfeeling, heartless creator! You had 
endowed me with perceptions and passions and then cast me abroad an 
object for the scorn and horror of mankind. But on you only had I any 
claim for pity and redress, and from you I determined to seek that justice 
Which 1 vainly attempted to gain from any other being that wore the 
human form. P y 

"My travels were long and the sufferings Lendured intense. It was late 
in autumn when I quitted the district where 1 had so long resided. 1 
travelled only at ight, fearful of encountering the visage of a human 


150 MARY SHELLEY 


being. Nature decayed around me, and the sun became heatless; rain and 
ow poured around me; mighty rivers were frozen; the surface of the 
earth was hard and chill, and bare, and I found no shelter. Oh, earth! 
How often did I imprecate curses on the cause of my being! The mildness 
of my nature had fled, and all within me was turned to gall and bitterness. 
‘The nearer I approached to your habitation, the more deeply did I feel 
the spirit of revenge enkindled in my heart. Snow fell, and the waters 
were hardened, but I rested not. A few incidents now and then directed 
me, and 1 possessed a map of the country; but 1 often wandered wide 
from my path, The agony of my feelings allowed me no respite; no 
incident occurred from which my rage and misery could not extract its 
food; but a circumstance that happened when Larrived on the confines of 
Switzerland, when the sun had recovered its warmth and the earth again 
began to lock green, confirmed in an especial manner the bitterness and 
horror of my feelings. 

“I generally rested during the day and travelled only when 1 was 
secured by night from the view of man. One morning, however, finding 
that my path lay through a deep wood, I ventured to continue my journey 
after the sun had risen; the day, which was one of the first of spring, 
cheered even me by the loveliness of its sunshine and the balminess of the 
air. I felt emotions of gentleness and pleasure, that had long appeared 
dead, revive within me. Half surprised by the novelty of these sensations, 
Lallowed myself to be borne away by them, and forgetting my solitude 
and deformity, dared to be happy. Soft tears again bedewed my cheeks, 
and I even raised my humid eyes with thankfulness towards the blessed 
sun, which bestowed such joy upon me. 

“I continued to wind among the paths of the wood, until I came to its 
boundary, which was skirted by a deep and rapid river, into which many 
of the trees bent their branches, now budding with the fresh spring. Here 
1 paused, not exactly knowing what path to pursue, when I heard the 
sound of voices, that induced me to conceal myself under the shade of a 
cypress. I was scarcely hid when young girl came running towards the 
spot where I was concealed, laughing, as if she ran from someone in sport. 
She continued her course along the precipitous sides of the river, when 
suddenly her foot slipped, and she fell into the rapid stream. I rushed 
from my hiding-place and with extreme labour, from the force of the 
current, saved her and dragged her to shore, She was senseless, and I 
‘endeavoured by every means in my power to restore animation, when I 
was suddenly interrupted by the approach of a rustic, who was probably 
the person from whom she had playfully fled. On seeing me, he darted 
towards me, and tearing the girl from my arms, hastened toward the 
deeper parts of the wood, I followed speedily, 1 hardly knew why; but 
when the man saw me draw near, he aimed a gun, which he carried, at my 
body and fired. I sank to the ground, and my injurer, with increased 
swiftness, escaped into the wood, 

“This was then the reward of my benevolence! 1 had saved a human 
being from destruction, and as a recompense 1 now writhed under the 
miserable pain of a wound which shattered the flesh and bone. The 
feelings of kindness and gentleness which I had entertained but a few 
moments before gave place to hellish rage and gnashing of teeth. In- 
flamed by pain, I vowed eternal hatred and vengeance to all mankind. 
But the agony of my wound overcame me; my pulses paused, and T 

fainte 
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‘For some weeks I led a miserable life in the woods, endeavouring to 
cure the wound which I had received. The ball had entered my shoulder, 
and I knew not whether it had remained there or passed through; at any 
Tate 1 had no means of extracting it. My sufferings were augmented also 
by the oppressive sense of the injustice and ingratitude of their infliction, 
My daily vows rose for revenge—a deep and deadly revenge, such as 
would alone compensate for the outrages and anguish I had endured, 

“After some weeks my wound healed, and I continued my journey, The 
labours I endured were no longer to be alleviated by the bright sun or 
gentle breezes of spring; all joy was but a mockery which insulted my 
desolate state and made me feel more painfully that I was not made for 
the enjoyment of pleasure. 

“But my toils now drew near a close, and in two months from this time 1 
reached the environs of Geneva. 

“It was evening when I arrived, and I retired to a hiding-place among 
the fields that surround it to meditate in what manner I should apply to 
you. I was oppressed by fatigue and hunger and far too unhappy to enjoy 
the gentle breezes of evening or the prospect of the sun setting behind the 
stupendous mountains of Jura, 

“At this time a slight sleep relieved me from the pain of reflection, 
which was disturbed by the approach of a beautiful child, who came 
running into the recess I had chosen, with all the sportiveness of infancy. 
Suddenly, as I gazed on him, an idea seized me that this little creature was 
unprejudiced and had lived too short a time to have imbibed a horror of 
deformity. If, therefore, I could seize him and educate him as my com- 
panion and friend, I should not be so desolate in the peopled earth. 

“Urged by this impulse, I seized on the boy as he passed and drew him 
towards me. As soon as he beheld my form, he placed his hands before his 
eyes and uttered a shrill scream; I drew his hand forcibly from his face 
and said, ‘Child, what is the meaning of this? I do not intend to hurt you; 
listen to me.’ 

“He struggled violently. ‘Let me go,” he cried; ‘monster! Ugly wretch! 
You wish to eat me and tear me to pieces, You arean ogre. Let me go, or 1 
well tell my papa. 

‘Boy, you will never see your father again, you must come with me,’ 
Hideous monster! Let me go. My papa is a syndic—he is M. Franken- 
stein—he will punish you, You dare not keep me.’ 

“Frankenstein! You belong then to my enemy—to him towards whom 1 
haye sworn eternal revenge: you shall be my first victim.” 

The child still struggled and loaded me with epithets which carried 
despair to my heart; I grasped his throat to silence him, and in a moment 
he lay dead at my feet. ; 

+] gazed on my victim, and my heart swelled with exultation and hellish 
triumph; clapping my hands, I exclaimed, ‘I too can create desolation; my 
enemy is not invulnerable; this death will carry despair to him, and a 
thousand other miseries shall torment and destroy him.’ 

“As 1 fixed my eyes on the child, I saw something glittering on his 
breast. I took it; it was a portrait of a most lovely woman. In spite of my 
malignity, it softened and attracted me. For a few moments I gazed with 
delight on her dark eyes, fringed by deep lashes, and her lovely lips: but 
presently my rage returned; I remembered that I was forever deprived of 
the delights that such beautiful creatures could bestow and that she whose 
resemblance I contemplated would, in regarding me, have changed that 
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air of divine benignity to one expressive of disgust and affright, 

"Can you wonder that such thoughts transported me with rage? I only 
wonder that at that moment, instead of venting my sensations in exclama- 
tions and agony, I did not rush among mankind and perish in the attempt 
to destroy them. 

“While I was overcome by these feelings, I left the spot where I had 
committed the murder, and seeking a more secluded hiding-place, I 
entered a barn which had appeared to me to be empty, A woman was 
sleeping on some straw; she was young, not indeed so beautiful as her 
whose portrait I held, but of an agreeable aspect and blooming in the 
loveliness of youth and health. Here, I thought, is one of those whose 
{joy-imparting smiles are bestowed on all but me. And then I bent over her 
and whispered, ‘Awake, fairest, thy lover is near—he who would give his 
life but to obtain one look of affection from thine eyes; my beloved, 
awake!’ 

“The sleeper stirred; a thrill of terror ran through me, Should she 
indeed awake, and see me, and curse me, and denounce the murderer? 
‘Thus would she assuredly act if her darkened eyes opened and she beheld 
me. The thought was madness; it stirred the fiend within me—not I, but 
she, shall suffer; the murder 1 have committed because 1 am forever 
robbed of all that she could give me, she shall atone. The crime had its 
source in her; be hers the punishment! Thanks to the lessons of Felix and 
the sanguinary laws of man, I had learned now to work mischief. I bent 
over her and placed the portrait securely in one of the folds of her dress. 
She moved again, and I fled. 

“For some days I haunted the spot where these scenes had taken place, 
sometimes wishing to see you, sometimes resolved to quit the world and its 
miseries forever. At length | wandered towards these mountains, and 
have ranged through their immense recesses, consumed by a burning 
Passion which you alone can gratify. We may not part until you have 
promised to comply with my requisition, I am alone and miserable; man 
will not associate with me; but one as deformed and horrible as myself 
‘would not deny herself to me. My companion must be of the same species 
and have the same defects. This being you must create.” 


CHAPTER SEVENTEEN 


‘The being finished speaking and fixed his looks upon me in the expecta- 
tion of a reply. But I was bewildered, perplexed, and unable to arrange 
my ideas sufficiently to understand the full extent of his proposition. He 
continued, "You must create a female for me with whom I can live in the 
interchange of those sympathies necessary for my being. This you alone 
can do, and 1 demand it of you as a right which you must not refuse to 
concede,” 

‘The latter part of his tale had kindled anew in me the anger that had 
died away while he narrated his peaceful life among the cottagers, and as 
he said this I could no longer suppress the rage that burned within me. 

“I do refuse it,” I replied; “and no torture shall ever extort a consent 
from me, You may render me the most miserable of men, but you shall 
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never make me base in my own eyes. Shall I create another like yourself, 
whose joint wickedness might desolate the world. Begone! I have 
answered you; you may torture me, but 1 will never consent 

“You are in the wrong,” replied the fiend; “and instead of threatening, 
Lam content to reason with you, I am malicious because I am miserable, 
‘Am Inotshunned and hated by all mankind? You, my creator, would tear 
me to pieces and triumph; remember that, and tell me why I should pity 
man more than he pities me? You would not cal it murder if you could 
precipitate me into one of those ice-rifts and destroy my frame, the work 
of your awn hands. Shall I respect man when he contemns me? Let him 
live with me in the interchange of kindness, and instead of injury I would 
bestow every benefit upon him with tears of gratitude at his acceptance. 
But that cannot be; the human senses are insurmountable barriers to our 
union. Yet mine shall not be the submission of abject slavery. 1 will 
revenge my injuries; if T cannot inspire love, I will cause fear, and chiefly 
towards you my arch-enemy, because my creator, do I swear inexting- 
uishable hatred. Have a care; I will work at your destruction, nor finish 
until I desolate your heart, so that you shall curse the hour of your birth.” 

A fiendish rage animated him as he said this; his face was wrinkled into 
contortions too horrible for human eyes to behold; but presently he 
‘calmed himself and proceeded, “I intended to reason. This passion is 
detrimental to me, for you do not reflect that you are the cause of its 
excess, If any being felt emotions of benevolence towards me, 1 should 
return them a hundred and a hundredfold; for that one creature's sake I 
would make peace with the whole kind! But I now indulge in dreams of 
bliss that cannot be realized. What 1 ask of you is reasonable and mod- 
erate; I demand a creature of another sex, but as hideous as myself; the 
{gratification is small, but tis all that I can receive, and it shall content me. 
Tt is true, we shall be monsters, cut off from all the world; but on that 
account we shall be more attached to one another. Our lives will not be 
happy, but they will be harmless and free from the misery I now feel. Oh! 
My creator, make me happy; let me feel gratitude towards you for one 
benefit! Let me see that I excite the sympathy of some existing thing; do 
not deny me my request!” 

Twas moved. I shuddered when I thought of the possible consequences 
‘of my consent, but I felt that there was some justice in his argument. His 
tale and the feelings he now expressed proved him to bea creature of fine 
sensations, and did I notas his maker owe him all the portion of happiness 
that it was in my power to bestow? He saw my change of feeling and 
continued, “If you consent, neither you nor any other human being shall 
ever see us again; I will go to the vast wilds of South America. My food is 
not that of man; I do not destroy the lamb and the kid to glut my appetite; 
acorns and berries afford me sufficient nourishment. My companion will 
be of the same nature as myself and will be content with the same fare. We 
shall make our bed of dried leaves: the sun will shine on usas on man and 
will ripen our food, The picture I present to you is peaceful and human, 
and you must feel that you could deny it only in the wantonness of power 
and cruelty. Pitiless as you have been towards me, I now see compassion in 
your eyes let me seize the favourable moment and persuade you to 
promise what I so ardently desire." ae 

“You propose,” replied I, "to fly from the habitations of man, to dwell 
in those wilds where the beasts of the field will be your only companions. 
‘How can you, who long for the love and sympathy of man, persevere 
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this exile? You will return and again seek their kindness, and you will 
meet with their detestation; your evil passions will be renewed, and you 
will than havea companion to aid you in the task of destruction. This may 
not be; cease to argue the point, for I cannot consent.” 

“How inconstant are your feelings! Buta moment ago you were moved 
by my representations, and why do you again harden yourself to my 
complaints? I swear to you, by the earth which I inhabit, and by you that 
made me, that with the companion you bestow I will quit the neighbour- 
hood of man and dwell, as it may chance, in the most savage of places. M) 
evil passions will have fled, for I shall meet with sympathy! My life wi 
flow quietly away, and in my dying moments I shall not curse my maker.” 

His words had a strange effect upon me. 1 compassionated him and 
sometimes felt a wish to console him, but when I looked upon him, when I 
Saw the filthy mass that moved and talked, my heart sickened and my 
feelings were altered to those of horror and hatred. I tried to stifle these 
sensations; 1 thought that as I could not sympathize with him, I had no 
right to withhold from him the small portion of happiness which was yet 
in my power to bestow. 

“You swear,” 1 said, “to be harmless; but have you not already shown a 
degree of malice that should reasonably make me distrust you? May not 
even this be a feint that will increase your triumph by affording a wider 
scope for your revenge?” 

“How is this? | must not be trifled with, and I demand an answer. If I 
have no ties and no affections, hatred and vice must be my portion; the 
Jove of another will destroy the cause of my crimes, and I shall become a 
thing of whose existence everyone will be ignorant. My vices are the 
children of a forced solitude that I abhor, and my virtues will necessarily 
arise when I ive in communion with an equal, I shall feel the affections of 
a sensitive being and become linked to the chain of existence and events 
from which I am now excluded.” 

T paused some time to reflect on all he had related and the various 
arguments which he had employed. I thought of the promise of virtues 
which he had displayed on the opening of his existence and the subse- 
quent blight of all kindly feeling by the loathing and scorn which his 
protectors had manifested towards him. His power and threats were not 
‘omitted in my calculations; a creature who could exist in the ice caves of 
the glaciers and hide himself from pursuit among the ridges of inaccessi- 
ble precipices was a being possessing faculties it would be vain to cope 
with, After a long pause of reflection I concluded that the justice due both 
to him and my fellow creatures demanded of me that I should comply 
with his request, Turning to him, therefore, I said, “I consent to your 
demand, on your solemn oath to quit Europe forever, and every other 
place in the neighbourhood of man, as soon as I shall deliver into your 
hands a female who will accompany you in your exile.” 

“I swear,” he cried, “by the sun, and by the blue sky of heaven, and by 
the fire of love that burns my heart, that if you grant my prayer, while they 
exist you shall never behold me again, Depart to your home and com- 
mence your labours; I shall watch their progress with unutterable anx- 
iety; 
and fear not but that when you are ready I shall appear.” 

Saying this, he suddenly quitted me, fearful, perhaps, of any change in 
my sentiments. I saw him descend the mountain with greater speed than 
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His tale had occupied the whole day, and the sun was upon the verge of 
the horizon when he departed. 1 knew that I ought to hasten my descent 
towards the valley, as I should soon be encompassed in darkness; but my 
heart was heavy, and my steps slow. The labour of winding among the 
little paths of the mountain and fixing my feet firmly as I advanced 
perplexed me, occupied as I was by the emotions which the occurrences of 
the day had produced. Night was far advanced when I came to the 
halfway resting-place and seated myself beside the fountain. The stars 
shone at intervals as the clouds passed from over them; the dark pines 
rose before me, and every here and therea broken tree lay on the ground; 
itwasa scene of wonderful solemnity and stirred strange thoughts within 
me, I wept bitterly, and clasping my hands in agony, I exclaimed, "Oh! 
Stars and clouds and winds, ye are all about to mock me; if ye really pity 
me, crush sensation and memory; let me become as nought; but if not, 
depart, depart, and leave me in darkness.” 

“These were wild and miserable thoughts, but I cannot describe to you 
how the eternal twinkling of the stars weighed upon me and how I 
listened to every blast of wind as if it were a dull ugly siroc on its way to 

‘Morning dawned before I arrived at the village of Chamounix; I took 
no rest, but returned immediately to Geneva. Even in my own heart 1 
could give no expression to my sensations—they weighed on me with a 
mountain's weight and their excess destroyed my agony beneath them, 
‘Thus I returned home, and entering the house, presented myself to the 
family. My haggard and wild appearance awoke intense alarm, but 1 
answered no question, scarcely did I speak. I felt as if I were placed under 
a ban—as if I had no right to claim their sympathies—as if never more 
might I enjoy companionship with them. Yet even thus I loved them to 
adoration; and to save them, I resolved to dedicate myself to my most 
abhorred task. The prospect of such an occupation made every other 
Circumstance of existence pass before me like a dream, and that thought 
only had to me the reality of life. 


CHAPTER EIGHTEEN 


Day after day, week after week, passed away on my return to Geneva; and 
1 could not collect the courage to recommence my work. I feared the 
vengeance of the disappointed fiend, yet I was unable to overcome my 
Tepugnance to the task which was enjoined me. 1 found that I could not 
compose a female without again devoting several months to profound 
study and laborious disquisition. I had heard of some discoveries having 
been made by an English philosopher, the knowledge of which was 
material to my success, and I sometimes thought of obtaining my father's 
Consent to visit England for this purpose; but I clung to every pretence of 
delay and shrank from taking the first step in an undertaking whose 
f immediate necessity began to appear less absolute to me. A change indeed 
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had taken place in me; my health, which had hitherto declined, was now 
much restored; and my spirits, when unchecked by the memory of my 
unhappy promise, rose proporionably, My father saw this change with 
pleasure, and he turned his thoughts towards the best method of eradicat- 
Ing the remains of my melancholy, which every now and then would 
return by fits, and with a devouring blackness overcast the approaching 
sunshine. At these moments I took refuge in the most perfect solitude, Í 
passed whole days on the lake alone in a little bout, watching the clouds 
and listening to the rippling of the waves, silent and listless. But the fresh 
air and bright sun seldom failed to restore me to some degree of compo- 
sure, and on my return I met the salutations of my friends with a readier 
smile and a more cheerful heart. n 

Ttwas after my return from one of these rambles that my father, calling 
me aside, thus addressed me, "I am happy to remark, my dear son, that 
you have resumed your former pleasures and seem to be returning to 
yourself, And yet you are still unhappy and still avoid our society. For 
some time I was lost in conjecture as to the cause of this, but yesterday an 
idea struck me, and if itis well founded, I conjure you to avow it. Reserve 
on sucha point would be not only useless, but draw down treble misery on 
us all.” 

T trembled violently at his exordium, and my father continued, 
confess, my son, that I have always looked forward to your marriage 
our dear Elizabeth as the tie of our domestic comfort and the stay of my 
declining years. You were attached to each other from your earliest 
infancy; you studied together, and appeared, in dispositions and tastes, 
entirely suited to one another. But so blind is the experience of man that 
what I conceived to be the best assistants to my plan may have entirely 
destroyed it. You, perhaps, regard her as your sister, without any wish 
that she might become your wife. Nay, you may have met with another 
whom you may love; and considering yourself as bound in honour to 
Elizabeth, this struggle may occasion the poignant misery which you 
appear to feel.” 

“My dear father, reassure yourself, I love my cousin tenderly and 
sincerely. 1 never saw any woman who excited, as Elizabeth does, my 
‘warmest admiration and affection, My future hopes and prospects are 
entirely bound up in the expectation of our union.” 

“The expression of your sentiments of this subject, my dear Victor, 
gives me more pleasure than I have for some time experienced, If you feel 
thus, we shall assuredly be happy, however present events may cast a 
gloom over us. But it is this gloom which appears to have taken so strong a 
hold of your mind that I wish to dissipate. Tell me, therefore, whether 
you object to an immediate solemnization of the marriage, We have been 
‘unfortunate, and recent events have drawn us from that everyday tran- 
quillity befitting my years and infirmities. You are younger; yet I do not 
suppose, possessed as you are of a competent fortune, that an early 
marriage would atal interfere with any future plans of honour and utility 
that you may have formed. Do not suppose, however, that I wish to dictate 
happiness to you or that a delay on your part would cause me any serious 
uneasiness. Interpret my words with candour and answer me, I conjure 
you, with confidence and sincerity.” 

listened to my father in silence and remained for some time incapable 
of offering any reply. I revolved rapidly in my mind a multitude of 
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thoughts and endeavoured to arrive at some conclusion. Alas! To me the 
idea of an immediate union with my Elizabeth was one of horror and 
dismay. I was bound by a solemn promise which I had not yet fulfilled and 
dared not break, or if I did, what manifold miseries might not impend 
over me and my devoted family! Could 1 enter into a festival with this 
deadly weight yet hanging round my neck and bowing me to the ground? 
Imust perform my engagement and let the monster depart with his mate 
before I allowed myself to enjoy the delight of a union from which I 
expected peace. 

I remembered also the necessity imposed upon me of either journeying 
to England or entering into a long correspondence with those philo- 
sophers of that country whose knowledge and discoveries were of indis- 
pensable use to me in my present undertaking. The latter method of 
obtaining the desired intelligence was dilatory and unsatisfactory; be- 
sides, 1 had an insurmountable aversion to the idea of engaging myself in 
Py Woatheotne task in my father's house while in babies of Limiar intere 
‘course with those I loved. I knew that a thousand fearful accidents might 
‘occur, the slightest of which would disclose a tale to thrill all connected 
with me with horror, 1 was aware also that I should often lose all self- 
command, all capacity of hiding the harrowing sensations that would 
possess me during the progress of my unearthly occupation. I must 
absent myself from all I loved while thus employed. Once commenced, it 
‘would quickly be achieved, and I might be restored to my family in peace 
and happiness. My promise fulfilled, the monster would depart forever. 
Or (so my fond fancy imaged) some accident might meanwhile occur to 
destroy him and put an end to my slavery forever. 

These feelings dictated my answer to my father, I expressed a wish to 
visit England, but concealing the true reasons of this request, I clothed my 
desires under a guise which excited no suspicion, while I urged my desire 
‘with an earnestness that easily induced my father to comply. After so long 
a period of an absorbing melancholy that resembled madness in its 
intensity and effects, he was glad to find that I was capable of taking 
pleasure in the idea of such a journey, and he hoped that change of scene 
and varied amusement would, before my return, have restored me entire- 
ly to myself. 

“The duration of my absence was left to my own choice; a few months, or 
at most a year, was the period contemplated. One paternal kind precau- 
tion he had taken to ensure my having a companion. Without previously 
‘communicating with me, he had, in concert with Elizabeth, arranged that 
Clerval should join me at Strasbourg. This interfered with the solitude I 
coveted for the prosecution of my task; yet at the commencement of my 
journey the presence of my friend could in no way bean impediment, and 
truly I rejoiced that thus I should be saved many hours of lonely, madden- 
ing reflection. Nay, Henry might stand between me and the intrusion of 
my foe, IF I were alone, would he not at ti 


imes force hisabhorred presence 
on me to remind me of my task or to contemplate its progress? 

"To England, therefore, { was bound, and it was understood that my 
union with Elizabeth should take place immediately on my return. My 
father’s age rendered him extremely averse to delay. For myself, there 
‘was one reward I promised myself from my detested toils—one consola- 
tion for my unparalleled sufferings; it was the prospect of that day when, 

i enfranchised from my miserable slavery, I might claim Elizabeth and 
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forget the past in my union with her. 

Tow made arrangements for my journey, but one feeling haunted me 
which filled me with fear and agitation. During my absence Í should leave 
my friends unconscious of the existence of their enemy and unprotected 
from his attacks, exasperated as he might be by my departure. But he had 
promised to follow me wherever I might go, and would he not accompany 
me to England? This imagination was dreadful in itself, but soothing 
inasmuch as it supposed the safety of my friends. | was agonized with the 
idea of the possibility that the reverse of this might happen, But through 
the whole period during which I was the slave of my creature 1 allowed 
myself to be governed by the impulses of the moment; and my present 
sensations strongly intimated that the fiend would follow me and exempt 
my family from the danger of his machinations. 

It was in the latter end of September that I again quitted my native 
country. My journey had been my own suggestion, and Elizabeth there- 
fore acquiesced, but she was filled with disquiet at the idea of my suffer- 
ing, away from her, the inroads of misery and grief. It had been her care 
which provided me a companion in Clerval—and yet a man is blind to a 
thousand minute circumstances which call forth a woman's sedulous 
attention. She longed to bid me hasten my return; a thousand conflicting 
emotions rendered her mute as she bade me a tearful, silent farewell. 

T threw myself into the carriage that was to convey me away, hardly 
knowing whither I was going, and careless of what was passing around, I 
remembered only, and it was with a bitter anguish that I reflected on it, to 
order that my chemical instruments should be packed to go with me. 
Filled with dreary imaginations, 1 passed through many beautiful and 
majestic scenes, but my eyes were fixed and unobserving. I could only 
think of the bourne of my travels and the work which was to occupy me 
whilst they endured, 

‘After some days spent in listless indolence, during which I traversed 
many leagues, I arrived at Strasbourg, where I waited two days for 
Clerval. He came. Alas, how great was the contrast between ust He was 
alive to every new scene, joyful when he saw the beauties of the setting 
sun, and more happy when he beheld it rise and recommence a new day. 
He pointed out to me the shifting colours of the landscape and the 
appearances of the sky. “This is what it is to live,” he cried; “now I enjoy 
existence! Butyou, my dear Frankenstein, wherefore are you desponding 
and sorrowful!” In truth, I was occupied by gloomy thoughts and neither 
saw the descent of the evening star nor the golden sunrise reflected in the 
Rhine. And you, my friend, would be far more amused with the journal of 
Clerval, who observed the scenery with an eye of feeling and delight, than 
in listening to my reflections. I, a miserable wretch, haunted by a curse 
that shut up every avenue to enjoyment. 

We had agreed to descend the Rhine in a boat from Strasbourg to 
Rowerdam, whence we might take shipping for London. During this 
voyage we passed many willowy islands and saw several beautiful towns, 
We stayed a day at Mannheim, and on the fifth from our departure from 
Strasbourg, arrived at Mainz, The course of the Rhine below Mainz 
becomes much more picturesque. The river descends rapidly and winds 
between hills, not high, but steep, and of beautiful forms. We saw many 
ruined castles standing on the edges of precipices, surrounded by black 
‘woods, high and inaccessible. This part of the Rhine, indeed, presents a 
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singularly variegated landscape. In one spot you view rugged hills, ruined 
tastes overlooking tremendous precipices, with the dark Rhine rushing 
beneath; and on the sudden turn of a promontory, flourishing vineyards 
with green sloping banks and a meandering river and populous towns 
occupy the scene, 

We travelled at the time of the vintage and heard the song of the 
labourers as we glidéd down the stream. Even I, depressed in mind, and 
my spirits continually agitated by gloomy feelings, even 1 was pleased. L 
lay at the bottom of the boat, and as I gazed on the cloudless blue sky, I 
seemed to drink in a tranquillity to which I had long been a stranger. And 
if these were my sensations, who can describe those of Henry? He feltasif 
he had been transported to fairyland and enjoyed a happiness seldom 
tasted by man. “I have seen,” he said, "the most beautiful scenes of my 
own country; I have visited the lakes of Lucerneand Uri, where the snowy 
mountains descend almost perpendicularly to the water, casting black 
and impenetrable shades, which would cause a gloomy and mournful 
appearance were it not for the most verdant islands that relieve the eye by 
their gay appearance; Ihave seen this ake agitated by a tempest, when the 
wind tore up whirlwinds of water and gave you an idea of what the 
‘water-spout must be on the great ocean; and the waves dash with fury the 
base of the mountain, where the priest and the mistress were over- 
‘whelmed by an avalanche and where their dying voices are still said to be 
heard amid the pauses of the nightly wind; I have seen the mountains of 
La Valais, and the Pays de Vaud; but this country, Victor, pleases me 
more than all those wonders. The mountains of Switzerland are more 
majestic and strange, but there is a charm in the banks of this divine river 
that I never before saw equalled. Look at that castle which overhangs yon 
precipice; and that also on the island, almost concealed amongst the 
foliage of those lovely trees; and now that group of labourers coming 
from among their vines; and that village half hid in the recess of the 
mountain. Oh, surely the spirit that inhabits and guards this place has a 
soul more in harmony with man than those who pile the glacier or retire to 
the inaccessible peaks of the mountains of our own country.” 

Clerval! Beloved friend! Even now it delights me to record your words 
and to dwell on the praise of which you are so eminently deserving. He 
wasa being formed in the "very poetry of nature." His wild and enthusias- 
tic imagination was chastened by the sensibility of his heart. His soul 
overflowed with ardent affections, and his friendship was of that devoted 
and wondrous nature that the world-minded teach us to look for only in 
the imagination. But even human sympathies were not sufficient to satisfy 
his eager mind. The scenery of external nature, which others regard only 
with admiration, he loved with ardour: 


The sounding cataract 

Haunted him like a passion: the tall rock, 

The mountain, and the deep and gloomy wood, 

Their colours and their farms, were then ta him 
vetite; a feeling, and a love, 

at shed ofa IAU ear 

By thought supplied, or any interest 

Unborvow'd from the eye." 


“Wordsworth’s “Tintern Abbey.” 
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And where does he now exist? Is this gentle and lovely being lost 
forever? Has this mind, so replete with ideas, imaginations fanciful and 
‘magnificent, which formed a world, whose existence depended on the life 
of its creator—has this mind perished? Does it now only exist in my 
memory? No, it is not thus; your form so divinely wrought, and beaming 
with beauty, has decayed, but your spirit still visits and consoles your 
‘unhappy friend. i 

Pardon this gush of sorrow; these ineffectual words are but a slight 
tribute to the unexampled worth of Henry, but they soothe my heart, 
overflowing with the anguish which his remembrance creates. 1 will 
proceed with my tale, 

Beyond Cologne we descended to the plains of Holland; and we re- 
solved to post the remainder of our way, for the wind was contrary and 
the stream of the river was too gentle to aid us. 

‘Our journey here lost the interest arising from beautiful scenery, but 
we arrived in a few days at Rotterdam, whence we proceeded by sea to 
England. It was on a clear morning, in the latter days of December, that 1 
first saw the white cliffs of Britain. The banks of the Thames presented a 
new scene; they were flat but fertile, and almost every town was marked 
by the remembrance of some story. We saw Tilbury Fort and remem- 
bered the Spanish Armada, Gravesend, Woolwich, and Greenwich— 
places which I had heard of even in my country. 

‘At length we saw the numerous steeples of London, St, Paul's towering 
above all, and the Tower famed in English history. 


CHAPTER NINETEEN 


London was our present point of rest; we determined to remain several 
‘months in this wonderful and celebrated city, Clerval desired the inter- 
course of the men of genius and talent who flourished at this time, but this 
‘was with mea secondary object; I was principally occupied with the means 
of obtaining the information necessary for the completion of my promise 
and quickly availed myself of the letters of introduction that 1 had 
brought with me, addressed to the most distinguished natural philo- 
sophers. 

If this journey had taken place during my days of study and happiness, 
it would have afforded me inexpressible pleasure, Buta blight had come 
over my existence, and I only visited these people for the sake of the 
information they might give me on the subject in which my interest was so 
terribly profound, Company was irksome to me; when alone, I could fill 
my mind with the sights of heaven and earth; the voice of Henry soothed 
me, and 1 could thus cheat myself into a transitory peace. But busy, 
uninteresting, joyous faces brought back despair to my heart. I saw an 
insurmountable barrier placed between me and my fellow menj this 
barrier was sealed with the blood of William and Justine, and to reflect on 
the events connected with those names filled my soul with anguish. 

‘But in Clerval I saw the image of my former self; he was inquisitive and 
anxious to gain experience and instruction. The difference of manners 
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which he observed was to him an inexhaustible source of instruction and 
amusement. He was also pursuing an object he had long had in view 
design was to visit India, in the belief that he had in his knowledge of 
various languages, and in the views he had taken of its society, the means 
of materially assisting the progress of European colonization and trade. 
In Britain only could he further the execution of his plan. He was forever 
busy, and the only check to his enjoyments was my sorrowful and dejected 
mind. 1 tried to conceal this as much as possible, that 1 might not debar 
him from the pleasures natural to one who was entering on a new scene of 
fe, undisturbed by any care of bitter recollection. I often refused to 
accompany him, alleging another engagement, that 1 might remain 
alone. I now also began to collect the materials necessary for my new 
creation, and this was to me like the torture of single drops of water 
continually falling on the head. Every thought that was devoted to it was 
an extreme anguish, and every word that I spoke in allusion to it caused 
my lips to quiver, and my heart to palpitate. 

After passing some months in London, we received a letter from a 
person in Scotland who had formerly been our visitor at Geneva. He 
mentioned the beauties of his native country and asked us if those were 
not sufficient allurements to induce us to prolong our journey as far 
north as Perth, where he resided. Clerval eagerly desired to accept this 
invitation, and I, although I abhorred society, wished to view again 
mountains and streams and all the wondrous works with which Nature 
adorns her chosen dwelling-places, 

We had arrived in England at the beginning of October, and it was now 
February. We accordingly determined to commence our journey towards 
the north at the expiration of another month. In this expedition we did 
not intend to follow the great road to Edinburgh, but to visit Windsor, 
Oxford, Matlock, and the Cumberland lakes, resolving to arrive at the 
completion of this tour about the end of July. I packed up my chemical 
instruments and the materials I had collected, resolving to finish my 
labours in some obscure nook in the northern highlands of Scotland. 

We quitted London on the 27th of March and remained a few days at 
Windsor, rambling in its beautiful forest. This was a new scene to us 
mountaineers; the majestic oaks, the quantity of game, and the herds of 
stately deer were all novelties to us. 

From thence we proceeded to Oxford. As we entered this city our 
minds were filled with the remembrance of the events that had been 
transacted there more than a century and a half before. It was here that 
Charles I had collected his forces. This city had remained faithful to him, 
after the whole nation had forsaken his cause to join the standard of 
Parliament and liberty. The memory of that unfortunate king and his 
companions, the amiable Falkland, the insolent Goring, his queen, and 
son, gave a peculiar interest to every part of the city which they might be 
supposed to have inhabited. The spirit of elder days found a dwelling 
here, and we delighted to trace its Footsteps. If these feelings had not 
found an imaginary gratification, the appearance of the city had yet in 
itself sufficient beauty to obtain our admiration, The colleges are ancient 
and picturesque; the streets are almost magnificent; and the lovely Isis, 
which flows beside it through meadows of exquisite verdure, is spread 

| forth into a placid expanse of waters, which reflects its majestic assemb- 
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lage of towers, and spires, and domes, embosomed among aged trees. 

T enjoyed this scene, and yet my enjoyment was embittered both by the 
memory of the past and the anticipation of the future. I was formed for 
peaceful happiness. During my youthful days discontent never visited my 
mind, and if I was ever overcome by ennui, the sightof what is beautiful in 
nature or the study of what is excellent and sublime in the productions of 
man could always interest my heart and communicate elasticity to my 
spirits. But I am a blasted tree; the bolt has entered my soul; and I felt 
then that 1 should survive to exhibit what I shall soon cease to be—a 
miserable spectacle of wrecked humanity, pitiable to others and intoler- 
able to myself. 

We passed considerable period at Oxford, rambling among its en- 
virons and endeavouring to identify every spot which might relate to the 
most animating epoch of English history. Our little voyages of discovery 
were often prolonged by the successive objects that presented themselves. 
We visited the tomb of the illustrious Hampden and the field on which 
that patriot fell. Fora moment my soul was elevated from its debasing and 
miserable fears to contemplate the divine ideas of liberty and self-sacrifice 
of which these sights were the monuments and the remembrancers. For 
an instant I dared to shake off my chains and look around me with a free 
and lofty spirit, but the iron had eaten into my flesh, and I sank again, 
trembling and hopeless, into my miserable self. 

We left Oxford with regret and proceeded to Matlock, which was our 
next place of rest. The country in the neighbourhood of this village 
resembled, to a greater degree, the scenery of Switzerland} but every- 
thing is on a lower scale, and the green hills want the crown of distant 
white Alps which always attend on the piny mountains of my native 
country. We visited the wondrous cave and the little cabinets of natural 
history, where the curiosities are disposed in the same manner as in the 
collections at Servox and Chamounix. The latter name made me tremble 
when pronounced by Henry, and I hastened to quit Matlock, with which 
that terrible scene was thus associated. 

From Derby, still journeying northwards, we passed two months in 
Cumberland and Westmorland. I could now almost fancy myself among 
the Swiss mountains, The little patches of snow which yet lingered on the 
northern sides of the mountains, the lakes, and the dashing of the rocky 
streams were all familiar and dear sights to me, Here also we made some 
acquaintances, who almost contrived to cheat me into happiness. The 
delight of Clerval was proportionably greater than mine; his mind ex- 
panded in the company of men of talent, and he found in his own nature 
greater capacities and resources than he could have imagined himself to 

jave possessed while he associated with his inferiors. “I could pass my life 
here,” said he to me; “and among these mountains 1 should scarcely 
regret Switzerland and the Rhine.” 

Buthe found that a traveller's life is one that includes much pain amidst 
its enjoyments. His feelings are forever on the stretch; and when he 
begins to sink into repose, he finds himself obliged to quit that on which 
he rests in pleasure for something new, which again engages his attention, 
and which also he forsakes for other novelties, 

We had scarcely visited the various lakes of Cumberland and Westmor- 
and and conceived an affection for some of the inhabitants when the 
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pod of our appointment with our Scorch friend approached, and we 
left them to travel on. For my own part I was not sorry. I had now 
neglected my promise for some time, and 1 feared the effects of the 
demon’s disappointment. He might remain in Switzerland and wreak his 
vengeance on my relatives. This idea pursued me and tormented me at 
every moment from which 1 might otherwise have snatched repose and 
peace. I waited forrmy letters with feverish impatience; if they were 
delayed I was miserable and overcome by a thousand fears; and when 
they arrived and I saw the superscription of Elizabeth or my father, 1 
hardly dared to read and ascertain my fate, Sometimes I thought that the 
fiend followed me and might expedite my remissness by murdering my 
companion, When these thoughts possessed me, I would not quit Henry 
for a moment, but followed him as his shadow, to protect him from the 
fancied rage of his destroyer. 1 felt as if I had committed some great 
crime, the consciousness of which haunted me. 1 was guiltless, but I had 
indeed drawn down a horrible curse upon my head, as mortal as that of 

visited Edinburgh with languid eyes and mind; and yet that city might 
have interested the most unfortunate being. Clerval did not like it so well 
as Oxford, for the antiquity of the latter city was more pleasing to him. 
But the beauty and regularity of the new town of Edinburgh, its romanu 
castle and its environs, the most delightful in the world, Arthur's Seat, St. 
Bernard's Well, and the Pentland Hills compensated him for the change 
and filled him with cheerfulness and admiration, But I was impatient to 
arrive at the termination of my journey. 

We left Edinburgh in a week, passing through Coupar, St. Andrew's, 
and along the banks of the Tay, to Perth, where our friend expected us. 
But I was in no mood to laugh and talk with strangers or enter into their 
feelings of plans with the good humour expected from a guest; and 
accordingly I told Clerval that I wished to make the tour of Scotland 
alone, "Do you,” said I, “enjoy yourself, and let this be our rendezvous. L 
may be absent a month or two; but do not interfere with my motions, I 
entreat you; leave me to peace and solitude for a short time; and when I 
return, 1 hope it will be with a lighter heart, more congenial to your own 
temper." 

Henry wished to dissuade me, but seeing me bent on this plan, ceased to 
remonstrate. He entreated me to write often. "I had rather be with you," 
he said, "in your solitary rambles, than with these Scotch people, whom I 
do not know; hasten, then, my dear friend, to return, that L may again feel 
myself somewhat at home, which 1 cannot do in your absence.” 

Having parted from my friend, I determined to visit some remote spot 
of Scotland and finish my work in solitude: T did not doubt but that the 
monster followed me and would discover himself to me when I should 
have finished, that he might receive his companion. 

With this resolution I traversed the northern highlands and fixed on 
one of the remotest of the Orkneys as the scene of my labours. It was a 
place fitted for such a work, being hardly more than a rock whose high 
Fides were continually beaten upon by the waves. The soil was barren, 
scarcely affording pasture for a few miserable cows, and oatmeal for its 
inhabitants, which consisted of five persons, whose gaunt and scraggy 
limbs gave tokens of their miserable fare, Vegetables and bread, when 
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they indulged in such luxuries, and even fresh water, was to be procured 
from the mainland, which was about five miles distant, 

‘On the whole island there were but three miserable huts, and one of 
these was vacant when I arrived. This I hired. It contained but two rooms, 
and these exhibited all the squalidness of the most miserable penury. The 
thatch had fallen in, the walls were unplastered, and the door was off its 
hinges. I ordered it to be repaired, bought some furniture, and took 
possession, an incident which would doubtless have occasioned some 
Surprise had not all the senses of the cottagers been benumbed by want 
and squalid poverty, As it was, I lived ungazed at and unmolested, hardly 
thanked for the pittance of food and clothes which I gave, so much does 
suffering blunt even the coarsest sensations of men. 

In this retreat I devoted the morning to labour; but in the evening; 
when the weather permitted, I walked on the stony beach of the sea to 
listen to the waves as they roared and dashed at my feet. It was a monoto- 
nous yet ever-changing scene. I thought of Switzerland: it was far diffe- 
rent from this desolate and appalling landscape. Its hills are covered with 
vines, and its cottages are scattered thickly in the plains. Its fair lakes 
reflect a blue and gentle sky, and when troubled by the winds, their 
tumult is but as the play of a lively infant when compared to the roarings 
of the giant ocean, 

In this manner I distributed my occupations when I firstarrived, but as 
Iproceeded in my labour, itbecame every day more horrible and irksome 
to me. Sometimes I could not prevail on myself to enter my laboratory for 
several days, and at other times I toiled day and night in order to complete 
my work, It was, indeed, a filthy process in which I was engaged, During 
my first experiment, a kind of enthusiastic frenzy had blinded me to the 
horror of my employment; my mind was intently fixed on the consumma- 


tion of my labour, and my eyes were shut to the horror of my proceedings. 
But now I went to itin cold blood, and my heart often sickened at the work 
of my hands 

Thus 


uated, employed in the most detestable occupation, immersed 
ina solitude where nothing could for an instant call my attention from the 
actual scene in which I was engaged, my spirits became unequal; I grew 
restless and nervous. Every moment I feared to meet my persecutor. 
Sometimes I sat with my eyes fixed on the ground, fearing to raise them 
lest they should encounter the object which I so much dreaded to behold. 
1 feared to wander from the sight of my fellow creatures lest when alone 
he should come to claim his companion. 

In the meantime I worked on, and my labour was already considerably 
advanced. I looked towards its completion with a tremulous and eager 
hope, which I dared not trust myself to question but which was inter- 
mixed with obscure forebodings of evil that made my heart sicken in my 
bosom. 
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CHAPTER TWENTY 


Isat one evening in my laboratory; the sun had set, and the moon wasjust 
rising from the sea; I had not sufficient light for my employment, and 1 
remained idle, in a pause of consideration of whether I should leave my 
labour for the night or hasten its conclusion by an unremitting attention 
toit, As Isat, a train of reflection occurred to me which led me to consider 
the effects of what I was now doing. Three years before, I was engaged in 
the same manner and had created a fiend w paralleled barbarity 
had desolated my heart and filled it forever with the bitterest remorse, I 
‘was now about to form another being of whose dispositions I was alike 
ignorant; she might become ten thousand times more malignant than her 
mate and delight, for its own sake, in murder and wretchedness, He had 
sworn to quit the neighbourhood of man and hide himself in deserts, but 
she had not; and she, who in all probability was to become a thinking and 
reasoning animal, might refuse to comply with a compact made before 
her creation, They might even hate each other; the creature who already 
lived loathed his own deformity, and might he not conceive a greater 
abhorrence for it when it came before his eyes in the female form? She 
‘also might turn with disgust from him to the superior beauty of man; she 
might quit him, and he be again alone, exasperated by the fresh provoca- 
tion of being deserted by one of his own species. 

Even if they were to leave Europe and inhabit the deserts of the new 
‘world, yet one of the first results of those sympathies for which the demon 
thirsted would be children, and a race of devils would be propagated 
upon the earth who might make the very existence of the species of mana 
condition precarious and full of terror. Had I right, for my own benefit, 
to inflict this curse upon everlasting generations? 1 had before been 
moved by the sophisms of the being 1 had created; 1 had been struck 
senseless by his fiendish threats; but now, for the first time, the wicked- 
ness of my promise burst upon me; I shuddered to think that future ages 
might curse me as their pest, whose selfishness had not hesitated to buy its 
own peace at the price, perhaps, of the existence of the whole human race. 

Tuembled and my heart failed within me, when, on looking up, I saw by 
the light-of the moon the demon atthe casement. A ghastly grin wrinkled 
his lips as he gazed on me, where I sat fulfilling the task which he had 
allotted to me: Yes, he had followed me in my travels; he had loitered in 
forests, hid himself in caves, or taken refuge in wide and desert heaths: 
and he now came to mark my progress and claim the fulfilment of my 
promise. 

‘As T looked on him, his countenance expressed the utmost extent of 
malice and treachery, I thought with a sensation of madness on my 
promise of creating another like to him, and trembling with passion, tore 
{o pieces the thing on which I was engaged, The wretch saw me destroy 
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the creature on whose future existence he depended for happiness, and 
with a how! of devilish despair and revenge, withdrew. 

Tleft the room, and locking the door, made a solemn vow in my own 
heart never to resume my labours; and then, with trembling steps, 1 
sought my own apartment, I was alone; none were near me to dissipate 
the gloom and relieve me from the sickening oppression of the most 
terrible reveries. 

Several hours passed, and I remained near my window gazinig on the 
sea; it was almost motionless, for the winds were hushed, and all nature 
reposed under the eye of the quiet moon. A few fishing vessels alone 
specked the water, and now and then the gentle breeze wafted the sound 
Of voices as the fishermen called to one another. I felt the silence, 
although I was hardly conscious of its extreme profundity, until my ear 
was suddenly arrested by the paddling of oars near the shore, and a 
person landed close to my house. 

Ina few minutes after, I heard the creaking of my door, as if some one 
endeavoured to open it softly. 1 trembled from head to foot; 1 felt a 
presentiment of who it was and wished to rouse one of the peasants who 
dwelt in a cottage not far from mine; but I was overcome by the sensation 
‘of helplessness, so often felt in frightful dreams, when you in vain en- 
deavour to fly from an impending danger, and was rooted to the spot. 

Presently 1 heard the sound of footsteps along the passage; the door 
opened, and the wretch whom I dreaded appeared. Shutting the door, he 
approached me and said in a smothered voice, “You have destroyed the 
‘work which you began; what is it that you intend? Do you dare to break 
your promise? Ihave endured toil and misery; I left Switzerland with you; 
T crept along the shores of the Rhine, among its willow islands and over 
the summits of its hills. I have dwelt many months in the heaths of 
England and among the deserts of Scotland, I have endured incalculable 
fatigue, and cold, and hunger; do you dare destroy my hopes?" 

jegone! I do break my promise; never will I create another like 
yourself, equal in deformity and wickedness.” 

"Slave, I before reasoned with you, but you have proved yourself 
unworthy of my condescension, Remember that I have power: you be- 
lieve yourself miserable, but I can make you so wretched that the light of 
day will be hateful to you. You are my creator, but I am your master; 
obey!” 

“The hour of my irresolution is past, and the period of your power is 
arrived, Your threats cannot move me to do an act of wickedness; but they 
confirm me in a determination of not creating you a companion in vice. 
Shall I, in cool blood, set loose upon the earth a demon whose delight isin 
death and wretchedness? Begone! I am firm, and your words will only 
exasperate my rage. 

‘The monster saw my determination in my face and gnashed his teeth in 
the impotence of anger. "Shall each man,” cried he, “find a wife for his 
bosom, and each beast have his mate, and I be alone? I had feelings of 
affection, and they were requited by detestation and scorn. Man! You 
may hate, but beware! Your hours will pass in dread and misery, and soon 
the bolt will fall which must ravish from you your happiness forever. Are 
you to be happy while I grovel in the intensity of my wretchedness? You 
can blast my other passions, but revenge remains—revenge, henceforth 
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dearer than light or food! I may die, but first you, my tyrant and tormen- 
tor, shall curse the sun that gazes on your misery. Beware, for I am 
fearless and therefore powerful 1 wil watch with the viliness ofa snake, 
that I may sting with its venom. Man, you shall repent of the injuries you 
inf" ‘pec a 

"Devil, cease; and do not poison the air with these sounds of malice. 1 
have declared my resolution to you, and I am no coward to bend beneath 
words. Leave me; 1 am inexorable,” 
sigh well go; but remember, 1 shall Be with you on your wedang- 

T started forward and exclaimed, "Villian! Before you sign my death- 
warrant, be sure that you are yourself safe. 

T would have seized him, but he eluded me and quitted the house with 
precipitation. In a few moments I saw him in his boat, which shot across 
the waters with an arrowy swiftness and was soon lost amidst the waves 

‘Allwas again silent, but his words rang in my ears. 1 burned with rage to 
pursue the murderer of my peace and precipitate him into the ocean. 1 
Walked up and down my room hastily and perturbed, while my imagina- 
tion conjured up a thousand images to torment and sting me. Why had 1 
not followed him and closed with him in mortal strife? But had suffered 
him to depart, and he had directed his course towards the mainland. 1 
shuddered to think who might be the next victim sacrificed to his insatiate 
revenge. And then I thought again his words—"7 will be with you on your 
duedding- night.” That, then, was the period fixed forthe fulfilment of my 
‘destiny. In that hour I should die and at once satisfy and extinguish his 
malice, The prospect did not move me to fear; yet when I thought of my 
beloved Elizabeth, of her tears and endless sorrow, when she should find 
her lover so barbarously snatched from her, tears, the first 1 had shed for 
many months, streamed from my eyes, and I resolved not to fll before 
my enemy without a bitter struggle. 

‘The night passed away, and the sun rose From the ocean; my feelings 
became calmer, if it may be called calmness when the violence of rage 
sinks into the depths of despair. Lleft the house, the horrid scene of the 
last night's contention, and walked on the beach of the sea, which I almost 
regarded as an insuperable barrier between me and my fellow creatures: 
pay, a wish that such should prove the fact stole across me. I desired that I 
might pass my life on that barren rack, wearily, it is rue, but uninter~ 
rupted by any sudden shockof misery. If] returned, it was tobe sacrificed 
orto see those whom 1 most loved die under the grasp ofa demon whom I 
had myself created. 

T walked about the isle like a restless spectre, separated from allit loved 
and miserable in the separation, When it became noon, and the sun rose 
higher, I lay down on the grass and was overpowered by a deep sleep. I 
had been awake the whole of the preceding night, my nerves were 
agitated, and my eyes inflamed by watching and misery. The sleep into 
which 1 now sank refreshed me; and when I awoke, I again felt as if 1 
belonged 1o a race of human beings like myself, and 1 began to reflect 
upon what had passed with greater composure; yet still the words of the 
end rang in my ears ike a death-knell: they appeared like a dream, yet 
distinct and oppressive as a reality. , 

“The sun had far descended, and I still sat on the shore, satisfying my 
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appetite, which had become ravenous, with an oaten cake, when I saw a 
fishing-boat land close to me, and one of the men brought me a packet; it 
contained letters from Geneva, and one from Clerval entreating me to 
join him, He said that he was wearing away his time fruitlessly where he 
‘was, that letters from the friends he had formed in London desired his 
Feturn to complete the negotiation they had entered into for his Indian 
enterprise. He could not any longer delay his departure; but as his 
journey to London might be followed, even sooner than he now conjec- 
tured, by his longer voyage, he entreated me to bestow as much of my 
society on him as I could spare. He besought me, therefore, to leave my 
solitary isle and to meet him at Perth, that we might proceed southwards 
together. This letter in a degree recalled me to life, and 1 determined to 
quit my island atthe expiration of two days 

Yet, before I departed, there was a task to perform, on which I shud- 
dered to reflect; I must pack up my chemical instruments, and for that 
purpose I must enter the room which had been the scene of my odious 
Work, and I must handle those utensils the sight of which was sickening to 
me. The next morning, at daybreak, I summoned sufficient courage and 
unlocked the door of my laboratory. The remains of the half-finished 
creature, whom I had destroyed, lay scattered on the floor, and I almost 
felt as if L had mangled the living flesh of a human being. 1 paused to 
collect myself and then entered the chamber. With trembling hand I 
conveyed the instruments out of the room, but I reflected that I ought not 
to leave the relics of my work to excite the horror and suspicion of the 
peasants; and I accordingly put them into a basket, with a great quantity 
of stones, and laying them up, determined to throw them into the sea that 
very night; and in the meantime I sat upon the beach, employed in 
cleaning and arranging my chemical apparatus. 

Nothing could be more complete than the alteration that had taken 

lace in my feelings since the night of the appearance of the demon. I had 
fore regarded my promise with a gloomy despair as a thing that, with 
whatever consequences, must be fulfilled; but I now felt as if a film had 
been taken from before my eyes and that I for the first time saw clearly. 
The idea of renewing my labours did not for one instant occur to me; the 
threat 1 had heard weighed on my thoughts, but I did not reflect that a 
voluntary act of mine could avert it. 1 had resolved in my own mind thatto 
create another like the fiend I had first made would be an act of the basest 
and most atrocious selfishness, and 1 banished from my mind every 
thought that could lead to a different conclusion. 

Between two and three in the morning the moon rose; and I then, 
putting my basket aboard a little skiff, sailed out about four miles from the 
shore. The scene was perfectly solitary; a few boats were returning to- 
wards land, but I sailed away from them. I felt as if 1 was about the 
commission of a dreadful crime and avoided with shuddering anxiety any 
encounter with my fellow creatures. At one time the moon, which had 
before been clear, was suddenly overspread by a thick cloud, and I took 
advantage of the moment of darkness and cast my basket into the sea; 1 
listened to the gurgling sound as it sank and then sailed away from the 
spot. The sky became clouded, but the air was pure, although chilled by 
the northeast breeze that was then rising. But it refreshed me and filled 
me with such agreeable sensations that I resolved to prolong my stay on 


FRANKENSTEIN 169 


the water, and fixing the rudder in a direct position, stretched myself at 
the bottom of the boat. Clouds hid the moon, everything was obscure, and 
Theard only the sound of the boat as its keel cut through the waves: the 
murmur lulled me, and in a short time I slept soundly. 

Ido not know how long I remained in thissituation, but when T awoke I 
found that the sun had already mounted considerably, The wind was 
high, and the waves continually threatened the safety of my little skiff, 1 
found that the wind was northeast and must have driven me far from the 
coast from which I had embarked. 1 endeavoured to change my course 
but quickly found that if I again made the attempt the boat would be 
instantly filled with water. Thus situated, my only resource was to drive 
before the wind. I confess that I felt a few sensations of terror. I had no 
‘compass with me and was so slenderly acquainted with the geography of 
this part of the world that the sun was of little benefit to me. 1 might be 
driven into the wide Atlantic and feel all the tortures of starvation or be 
swallowed up in the immeasurable waters that roared and buffeted 
around me. I had already been out many hours and felt the torment of a 
burning thirst, a prelude to my other sufferings. I looked on the heavens, 
which were covered by clouds that flew before the wind, only to be 
replaced by others; I looked upon the sea; it was to be my grave. “Fiend,” L 
exclaimed, “your task is already fulfilled!” I thought of Elizabeth, of my 
father, and of Clerval—all left behind, on whom the monster might satisfy 
his sanguinary and merciless passions. This idea plunged me into a 
reverie So despairing and frightful that even now, when the scene ison the 
point of closing before me forever, I shudder to reflect on it. 

‘Some hours passed thus; but by degrees, as the sun declined towards 
the horizon, the wind died away into a gentle breeze and the sea became 
free from breakers. But these gave place to a heavy swell; I felt sick and 
hardly able to hold the rudder, when suddenly I saw a line of high land 
towards the south, 

Almost spent, as 1 was, by fatigue and the dread ful suspense I endured 
for several hours, this sudden certainty of life rushed like flood of warm 
joy to my heart, and tears gushed from my eyes. 

How mutable are our feelings, and how strange is that clinging love we 
have of life even in the excess of misery! I constructed another sail with a 
part of my dress and eagerly steered my course towards the land. It had a 
wild and rocky appearance, but as I approached nearer I easily perceived 
the traces of cultivation. I saw vessels near the shore and found myself 
suddenly transported back to the neighbourhood of civilized man. 1 
‘carefully traced the windings of the land and hailed a steeple which Tat 
Tength saw issuing from behind a small promontory. As I was in a state of 
extreme debility, I resolved to sail directly towards the town, as a place 
where I could most easily procure nourishment. Fortunately I had money 
with me, As I turned the promontory I perceived a small neat town and a 
good harbour, which I entered, my heart bounding with joy at my unex- 
pected escape. 

‘As I was occupied in fixing the boat and arranging the sails, several 
people crowded towards the spot. They seemed much surprised at my 
Appearance, but instead of offering me any assistance, whispered 
together with gestures that atany other time might have produced in mea 
slight sensation of alarm, As it was, I merely remarked that they spoke 
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English, and I therefore addressed them in that language. “My good 
friends,” said I, “will you be so kind as to tell me the name of this town and 
inform me where I am?" i 

“You will know that soon enough," replied a man with a hoarse voice. 
“Maybe you are come toa place that will not prove much to your taste, but 
you will not be consulted as to your quarters, I promise you.” 

I was exceedingly surprised on receiving so rude an answer from a 
stranger, and I was also disconcerted on perceiving the frowning and 
angry countenances of his companions. “Why do you answer me so 
roughly?” I replied. “Surely itis not the custom of Englishmen to receive 
strangers so inhospitably.” 

“I do not know," said the man, “what the custom of the English may be, 

the custom of the Irish to hate villains." 

‘While this strange dialogue continued, I perceived the crowd rapid 
increase, Their faces expressed a mixture of curiosity and anger, which 
annoyed and in some degree alarmed me. 1 inquired the way to the inn, 
but no one replied. 1 then moved forward, and a murmuring sound rose 
from the crowd as they followed and surrounded me, when an ill-looking 
‘man approaching tapped me on the shoulder and said, “Come, sir, you 
‘must follow me to Mr. Kirwin's to give an account of yourself.” 

“Whois Mr. Kirwin? Why.am I to givean account of myself? Is not thisa 
free country?” 

“Ay, sir, free enough for honest folks. Mr. Kirwin is a magistrate, and 
you are to give an account of the death of a gentleman who was found 
murdered here last night.” 

‘This answer startled me, but 1 presently recovered myself. 1 was in- 
nocent; that could easily be proved; accordingly I followed my conductor 
in silence and was led to one of the best houses in the town. I was ready to 
sink from fatigue and hunger, but being surrounded by a crowd, I 
thought it politic to rouse all my strength, that no physical debility might 
be construed into apprehension or conscious guilt. Little did I then expect 
the calamity that was in a few moments to overwhelm me and extinguish 
in horror and despair all fear of ignominy or death. 

1 must pause here, for it requires all my fortitude to recall the memory 
of the frightful events which Iam about to relate, in proper detail, to my 
recollection. 


CHAPTER TWENTY-ONE 


1 was soon introduced into the presence of the magistrate, an oia benevo- 
iera tnan with ak aad enid tanata, Fe lobed upon kinean 
some degree of severity, and then, turning towards my conductors, he 
asked who appeared as witnesses on this occasion- 

About half a dozen men came forward; and, one being selected by the 
magistrate, he deposed that he had been out fishing the night before with 
his son and brother-in-law, Daniel Nugent, when, about ten o'clock, they 
observed a strong northerly blast rising, and they accordingly put in for 
port. It was a very dark night, as the moon had not yet risen; they did not 
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Jand at the harbour, but, as they had been accustomed, at a creek about 
two miles below. He walked on first, carrying a part of the fishing tackle, 
‘and his companions followed him at some distance. As he was proceeding 
along the sands, he struck his foot against something and fell at his length 
on the ground. His companions came up to assist him, and by the light of 
their lantern they found that he had fallen on the body ofa man, who was 
toall appearance dead. Their first supposition was that it was the corpse 
of some person who had been drowned and was thrown on shore by the 
‘waves, but on examination they found that the clothes were not wet and 
even that the body was not then cold, They instantly carried it to the 
cottage of an old woman near the spot and endeavoured, but in vain, to 
restore it to life. It appeared to be a handsome young man, about five and 
twenty years of age. He had apparently been strangled, for there was no 
sign of any violence except the black mark of fingers on his neck, 

“The first part of his deposition did not in the least interest me, but when 
the mark of the fingers was mentioned I remembered the murder of my 
brother and felt myself extremely agitated; my limbs trembled, and a mist 
came over my eyes, which obliged me to lean on a chair for support. The 
magistrate observed me with a keen eye and of course drew an unfavour- 
able augury from my manner. 

‘The son confirmed his father's account, but when Daniel Nugent was 
called he swore positively that just before the fall of his companion, he saw 
‘boat, with a single man init, ata short distance from the shore; and as far 
as he could judge by the light of a few stars, it was the same boat in which I 
had just landed. 

"A woman deposed that she lived near the beach and was standing atthe 
door of her cottage, waiting for the return of the fishermen, about an 
hour before she heard of the discovery of the body, when she saw a boat 
with only one man in it push off from that part of the shore where the 
corpse was afterwards found. 

‘Another woman confirmed the account of the fishermen having 
brought the body into her house; it was not cold. They put it into a bed 
and rubbed it, and Daniel went to the town for an apothecary, but life was 
quite gone. 

Several other men were examined concerning my landing, and they 
agreed that, with the strong north wind that had arisen during the night, 
it was very probable that I had beaten about for many hoursand had been 
obliged to return nearly to the same spot from which I had departed. 
Besides, they observed that it appeared that I had brought the body from 
another place, and it was likely thatas I did not appear to know the shore, 
T might have put into the harbour ignorant of the distance of the town 
of—from the place where I had deposited the corpse. 

Mr. Kirwin, on hearing this evidence, desired that 1 should be taken 
into the room where the body lay for interment, that it might be observed 
what effect the sight of it would produce upon me. This dea was probably 
Suggested by the extreme agitation I had exhibited when the mode of the 
murder had been described. I was accordingly conducted, by the magis- 
trate and several other persons, to the inn, I could not help being struck 
by the strange coincidences that had taken place during this eventful 
night; but, knowing that I had been conversing with several persons inthe 
{sland I had inhabited about the time that the body had been found, 1 was 
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perfectly tranquil as to the consequences of the affair. 

T entered the room where the corpse Iny and was led up to the coffin- 
How can I describe my sensations on beholding it? I feel yet parched with 
horror, nor can I reflect on that terrible moment without shuddering and. 
agony. The examination, the presence of the magistrate and witnesses, 
passed like a dream from my memory when I saw the lifeless form of 
Henry Clerval stretched before me. 1 gasped for breath, and throwing 
myself on the body, I exclaimed, “Have my murderous machinations 
deprived you also, my dearest Henry, of life? Two I have already des- 
troyed; other victims await their destiny; but you, Clerval, my friend, my 
benefactor— 

The human frame could no longer support the agonies that endured, 
and I was carried out of the room in strong convulsions, 

A fever succeeded to this, lay fortwo monthson the point of death; my 
ravings, as I afterwards heard, were frightful: I called myself the murder- 
er of William, of Justine, and of Clerval. Sometimes 1 entreated my 
aitendants to assist me in the destruction of the fiend by whom 1 was 
tormented; and at others I felt the fingers of the monster already grasp- 
ing my neck, and screamed aloud with agony and terror. Fortunately, as 1 
spoke my native language, Mr. Kirwin alone understood me; but my 
estures and bitter cries were sufficient to affright the other witnesses. 

‘Why did I not die? More miserable than man ever was before, why did I 
notsink into forgetfulness and rest? Death snatches away many blooming 
children, the only hopes of their doting parents; how many brides and 
youthful lovers have been one day in the bloom of health and hope; and 
the next a prey for worms and the decay of the tomb! Of what materials 
was I made that I could thus resist so many shocks, which, like the turning 
of the wheel, continually renewed the torture? 

But I was doomed to live and in two months found myself as awaking 
from a dream, in a prison, stretched on a wretched bed, surrounded by 
jailers, turnkeys, bolts, and all the miserable apparatus of a dungeon. It 
‘was morning, I remember, when I thus awoke to understanding; I had 
forgotten the particulars of what had happened and only felt as if some 
great misfortune had suddenly overwhelmed me; but when I looked 
around and saw the barred windows and the squalidness of the room in 
which I was, all flashed across my memory and I groaned bitterly. 

‘This sound disturbed an old woman who was sleeping in a chair beside 
me. She was a hired nurse, the wife of one of the turnkeys, and her 
countenance expressed all those bad qualities which often characterize 
that class. The lines of her face were hard and rude, like that of persons 
accustomed to see without sympathizing in sights of misery, Her tone 
expressed her entire indifference; she addressed me in English, and the 
voice struck me as one that I had heard during my sufferings. “Are you 
better now, sir?” said she. 

replied in the same language, with a feeble voice, “I believe Lam; but if 
it be all true, if indeed I did not dream, 1 am sorry that 1 am still alive to 
feel this misery and horror.” 

“For that matter,” replied the old woman, “if you mean about the 

ntleman you murdered, I believe that it were better for you if you were 

ead, for I fancy it will go hard with you! However, that’s none of my 
business; Iam sent to nurse you and get you well: I do my duty with a safe 
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conscience; it were well if everybody did the same." 

T turned with loathing from the woman who could utter so unfeeling a 
speech toa person just saved, on the very edge of death; but I felt languid 
and unable to reflect on all that had passed. The whole series of my life 
appeared tome asa dream; I sometimes doubted ifindeed it wereall true, 
for it never presented itself to my mind with the force of reality. 

‘As the images that floated before me became more distinct, I grew 
feverish; darkness pressed around me; no one was near me who soothed 
me with the gentle voice of love; no dear hand supported me. The 
physician came and prescribed medicines, and the old woman prepared 
them for me; but utter carelessness was visible in the first, and the 
expression of brutality was strongly marked in the visage of the second, 

10 could be interested in the fate of a murderer but the hangman who 
would gain his fee? 

“These were my first reflections, but I soon learned that Mr. Kirwin had 
shown me extreme kindness. He had caused the best room in the prison to 
be prepared for me (wretched indeed was the best); and it was he who had 
provided a physician and a nurse. Itis true, he seldom came to see me, for 
although he ardently desired to relieve the sufferings of every human 
‘creature, he did not wish to be present at the agonies and miserable 
ravings of a murderer, He came, therefore, sometimes to see that 1 was 
not neglected, but his visits were short and with long intervals, 

‘One day, while I was gradually recovering, I was seated in a chair, my 
eyes half open and my cheeks livid like those in death. I was overcome by 
gloom and misery and often reflected I had better seek death than desire 
to remain in a world which to me was replete with wretchedness. At one 
time I considered whether I should not declare myself guilty and suffer 
the penalty of the law, less innocent than poor Justine had been. Such 
‘were my thoughts when the door of my apartment was opened and Mr. 
Kirwin entered. His countenance expressed sympathy and compassion; 
he drew chair close to mineand addressed mein French, “I fear that this 
place is very shocking to you; can 1 do anything to make you more 
comfortable?” 

“thank you, but all that you mention is nothing to me; on the whole 
earth there is no comfort which I am capable of receiving,” 

know that the sympathy of a stranger can be but of little relief to one 
borne down as you are by so strange a misfortune, But you will, 1 hope, 
soon quit this melancholy abode, for doubtless evidence can easily be 
brought to free you from the criminal charge.” 

"That is my least concern; I am, by a course of strange events, become 
the most miserable of mortals. Persecuted and tortured as Lam and have 
been, can death be any evil to me?” 

“Nothing indeed could be more unfortunate and agonizing than the 
strange chances that have lately occurred, You were thrown, by some 
Surprising accident, on this shore, renowned for its hospitality, seized 
immediately, and charged with murder. The first sight that was pre- 
sented to your eyes was the body of your friend, murdered in so un- 
Accountable a manner and placed, as it were, by some fiend across your 

th.” 

"As Mr, Kirwin said this, notwithstanding the agitation I endured on this 
retrospect of my sufferings, I also felt considerable surprise at the know- 
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ledge he seemed to possess concerning me. I suppose some astonishment 
vas exhibited in my countenance, for Mr. Kirwin hastened to say, “in- 
mediately upon your being taken ill, all the papers that were on your 
person were brought me, and I examined them that | might discover 
some trace by which T could send to your relations an account of your 
misfortune and illness. 1 found several letters, and, among others, one 
which I discovered from its commencement to be from your father. 1 
instantly wrote to Geneva; nearly two months have elapsed since the 
departure of my letter. But you are ill; even now you tremble; you are 
unfit for agitation of any kind.” 

“This suspense is a thousand times worse than the most horrible event; 
tell me what new scene of death has been acted, and whose murder I am 
now to lament?" 

“Your family is perfectly well,” said Mr, Kirwin with gentleness; “and 
someone, a friend, is come to visit you.” 

1 know not by what chain of thought the idea presented itself, but it 
instantly darted into my mind that the murderer had come to mock at my 
misery and taunt me with the death of Clerval, as a new incitement for me 
tocomply with his hellish desires. I put my hand before my eyes, and cried 
out in agony, “Oh! Take him away! I cannot see him; for God's sake, do 
not let him enter!” 

Mr. Kirwin regarded me with a troubled countenance. He could not 
help regarding my exclamation asa presumption of my guilt and said in 
rather a severe tone, “I should have thought, young man, that the pre- 
sence of your father would have been welcome instead of inspiring such 
violent repugnance. 

hy father” cred, while every fature and every myacie Was relaxed 
from anguish to pleasure: "Is my father indeed come? How kind, how 
very kind! But where is he, why does he not hasten to me?" 

My change of manner surprised and pleased the magistrate; perhaps 
he thought that my former exclamation was a momentary return of 
delirium, and now he instantly resumed his former benevolence. He rose 
and quitted the room with my nurse, and ina moment my father entered 
it 

Nothing, at this moment, could have given me greater pleasure than 
the arrival of my father. I stretched out my hand to him and cried, “Are 
you, then, safe—and Elizabeth—and Ernest?” 

My father calmed me with assurances of their welfare and en- 
deavoured, by dwelling on these subjects so interesting to my heart, to 
raise my desponding spirits; but he soon felt that a prison cannot be the 
abode of cheerfulness. “Whata place is this that you inhabit, my son!” said 
he, looking mournfully at the barred windows and wretched appearance 
of the room. “You travelled to seek happiness, but a fatality seems to 
pursue you. And poor Clerval—" 

The name of my unfortunate and murdered friend was an agitation too 
great to be endured in my weak state; I shed tears. 

“Alas! Yes, my father,” replied I; “some destiny of the most horrible 
kind hangs over me, and I must live to fulfil it, or surely I should have died 
on the coffin of Henry.” 

We were not allowed to converse for any length of time, for the 
precarious state of my health rendered every precaution necessary that 
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could ensure tranquillity. Mr. Kirwin came in and insisted that my 
strength should not be exhausted by too much exertion. But the appear- 
ance of my father was to me like that of my good angel, and I gradually 
recovered my health, 

‘As my sickness quitted me, 1 was absorbed by a gloomy and black 
melancholy that nothing could dissipate, The image of Clerval was fore- 
ver before me, ghastly and murdered. More than once the agitation into 
which these reflections threw me made my friends dread a dangerous 
relapse. Alas! Why did they preserve so miserable and detested a life? It 
was surely that I might fulfil my destiny, which is now drawing to a close. 
Soon, oh, very soon, will death extinguish these throbbings and relieve me 
from the mighty weight of anguish that bears me to the dust; and, in 
executing the award of justice, Í shall also sink to rest. Then the appear- 
ance of death was distant, although the wish was ever present to my 
thoughts; and L often sat for hours motionless and speechless, wishing for 
some mighty revolution that might bury me and my destroyer in its ruins, 

“The season of the assizes approached. I had already been three months 
in prison, and although I was still weak and in continual danger of a 
relapse, I was obliged to travel nearly a hundred miles to the country town 
where the court was held. Mr, Kirwin charged himself with every care of 
collecting witnesses and arranging my defence. I was spared the disgrace 
‘of appearing publicly as criminal, as the case was not brought before the 
‘court that decides on life and death. The grand jury rejected the bill, on its 
being proved that I was on the Orkney Islands at the hour the body of my 
friend was found; and a fortnight after my removel I was liberated from 
prison, 

My father was enraptured on finding me freed from the vexations of a 
criminal charge, that I was again allowed to breathe the fresh atmosphere 
and permitted to return to my native country. I did not participate in 
these feelings, for to me the walls of a dungeon or a palace were alike 
hateful, The cup of life was poisoned forever, and although the sun shone 
upon me, as upon the happy and gay of heart, I saw around me nothing 
bura dense and frightful darkness, penetrated by no light but the glim- 
mer of two eyes that glared upon me. Sometimes they were the expressive 
eyes of Henry, languishing in death, the dark orbs nearly covered by the 
lids and the long black lashes that fringed them; sometimes it was the 
‘watery, clouded eyes of the monster, as | first saw them in my chamber at 
Ingolstadt. 

‘My father tried to awaken in me the feelings of affection. He talked of 
Geneva, which 1 should soon visit, of Elizabeth and Ernest; but these 
words only drew deep groans from me. Sometimes, indeed, I felt a wis 
for happiness and thought with melancholy delight of my beloved cousin 
or longed, with a devouring maladie du pays, to see once more the blue lake 
and rapid Rhone, that had been so dear to me in early childhood; but my 
general state of feeling was a torpor in which a prison was as welcome a 
Fesidence as the divinest scene in nature; and these fis were seldom 
interrupted but by paroxysms of anguish and despair. At these moments 
required unceasing attendance and vigilance to restrain me from commit- 
ting some dreadful act of violence y E : 

"Yet one duty remained to me, the recollection of which finally tri- 
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‘umphed over my selfish despair. It was necessary that 1 should return 
without delay to Geneva, thereto watch over the lives of those Iso fondly 
loved and to lie in wait for the murderer, that if any chance led me to the 
place of his concealment, or if he dared again to blast me by his presence, I 
might, with unfailing aim, put an end to the existence of the monstrous 
image which 1 had endued with the mockery of a soul still more mon- 
strous, My father still desired to delay our departure, fearful that I could 
not sustain the fatigues of a journey, for I was a shattered wreck—the 
shadow of a human being, My strength was gone, I was a mere skeleton, 
and fever night and day preyed upon my wasted frame. 

Still, as I urged our leaving Ireland with such inquietude and impati- 
‘ence, my father thought it best to yield. We took our passage on board a 
vessel bound for Havre-de-Grace and sailed with a fair wind from the 
Irish shores, It was midnight. I lay on the deck looking at the stars and 
listening to the dashing of the waves. I hailed the darkness that shut 
Ireland from my sight, and my pulse beat with a feverish joy when 1 
reflected that I should soon see Geneva. The past appeared to me in the 
light of a frightful dream; yet the vessel in which I was, the wind that blew 
me from the detested shore of Ireland, and the sea which surrounded me 
told me too forcibly that I was deceived by no vision and that Clerval, my 
friend and dearest companion, had fallen a victim to me and the monster 
of my creation. I repassed, in my memory, my whole life—my quiet 
happiness while residing with my family in Geneva, the death of my 
mother, and my departure for Ingolstadt. I remembered, shuddering, 
the mad enthusiasm that hurried me on to the creation of my hideous 
enemy, and I called to mind the night in which he first lived. 1 was unable 
to pursue the train of thought; a thousand feelings pressed upon me, and 
1 wept bitterly 

Eyer since my recovery from the fever 1 had been in the custom of 
taking every night a small quantity of laudanum, for it was by means of 
this drug only that 1 was enabled to gain the rest necessary for the 
preservation of life. Oppressed by the recollection of my various misfor- 
tunes, I now swallowed double my usual quantity and soon slept pro- 
foundly, But sleep did not afford me respite from thought and mise 
my dreams presented a thousand objects that scared me. Towards morn- 
ing I was possessed by a kind of nightmare; I felt the fiend’s grasp in my 
neck and could not free myself from it; groans and cries rang in my ears. 
My father, who was watching over me, perceiving my restlessness, awoke 
me; the dashing waves were around, the cloudy sky above, the fiend was 
not here: a sense of security, a feeling thata truce was established between 
the present hour and the irresistible, disastrous future imparted to me a 
kind of calm forgetfulness, of which the human mind is by its structure 
peculiarly susceptible, 


CHAPTER TWENTY-TWO 


‘The voyage came to an end. We landed, and proceeded to Paris. I soon 
found that I had overtaxed my strength and that 1 must repose before T 
could continue my journey. My father's care and attentions were in- 
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defatigable, but he did not know the origin of my sufferings and sought 
erroneous methods to remedy the incurable ill. He wished me to seek 
amusement in society. 1 abhorred the face of man, Oh, not abhorred! 
‘They were my brethren, my fellow beings, and I felt attracted even to the 
‘most repulsive among them, as to creatures of an angelic nature and 
celestial mechanism. But I felt that 1 had no right to share their inter- 
course. 1 had unchained an enemy among them whose joy it was to shed 
their blood and to revel in their groans. How they would, each and all, 
abhor me and hunt me from the world did they know my unhallowed acts 
and the crimes which had their source in me! 

My father yielded at length to my desire to avoid society and strove by 
various arguments to banish my despair. Sometimes he thought that 1 felt 
deeply the degradation of being obliged to answer a charge of murder, 
and he endeavoured to prove to me the futility of pride. 

“Alas! My father,” said I, “how little do you know me, Human beings, 
their feelings and passions, would indeed be degraded if such a wretch as 
I felt pride, Justine, poor unhappy Justine, was as innocent as 1, and she 
suffered the same charge; she died for it; and 1 am the cause of this—I 
murdered her, William, Justine, and Henry—they all died by my hands.” 

My father had often, during my imprisonment, heard me make the 
same assertion; when I thus accused myself, he sometimes seemed to 
desire an explanation, and at others he appeared to consider it as the 
offspring of delirium, and that, during my illness, some idea of this kind 
had presented itself to my imagination, the remembrance of which 1 
preserved in my convalescence. I avoided explanation and maintained a 
Continual silence concerning the wretch I had created, I had a persuasion 
that 1 should be supposed mad, and this in itself would forever have 
chained my tongue. But, besides, 1 could not bring myself to disclose a 
secret which would fill my hearer with consternation and make fear and 
unnatural horror the inmates of his breast. 1 checked, therefore, my 
impatient thirst for sympathy and was silent when 1 would have given the 
world to have confided the fatal secret. Yet, still, words like those I have 
recorded would burst uncontrollably from me. I could offer no explana- 
tion of them, but their truth in part relieved the burden of my mysterious 
woe, 

Upon this occasion my father said, with an expression of unbounded 
wonder, "My dearest Victor, what infatuation is this? My dear son, I 
Entreat you never to make such an assertion again.” 

“Tam not mad,” I cried energetically; “the sun and the heavens, who 
have viewed my operations, can bear witness of my truth, I am the assassin 
of those most innocent victims; they died by my machinations. A 
thousand times would I have shed my own blood, drop by drop to have 
saved their lives; but I could not, my father, indeed I could not sacrifice 
the whole human race.” 

“The conclusion of this speech convicned my father that my ideas were 
deranged, and he instantly changed the subject of our conversaton and 
endeavoured to alter the course of my thoughts. He wished as much as 
possible to obliterate the memory of the scenes that had taken place in 
Freland and never alluded to them or suffered me to speak of my misfor- 
tunes, : 

“As time passed away I became more calm; misery had her dwelling in 

l my heart, but I no longer talked in the same incoherent manner of my 
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own crimes; sufficient for me was the consciousness of them. By the 
utmost self-violence I curbed the imperious voice of wretchedness, which 
sometimes desired to declare itself to the whole world, and my manners 
were calmer and more composed than they had ever been since my 
journey to the sea of ice, 

‘A few days before we left Paris on our way to Switzerland I received the 
following letter from Elizabeth: 


My pean Fueno, ‘ ee 
gave me the greatest pleasure to receive a letter from 
my uncle dated at Paris; yeu are no longer at a formidable 
distance, and I may hope to see you in less than a fortnight, 
My poor cousin, how much you must have suffered! T ex- 

to see you looking even more ill than when you quitted 
Geneva. This winter has been passed most miserably, tor- 
tured as I have been by anxious suspense; yet T hope to sce 
peace in your countenance and to find that your heartis not 
{orally void of comfort and tranquillity. 

‘Yell fear that the same feelings now exist that made you 
so miserable a year ago, even perhaps augmented by time, 1 
‘vould not disturb you at this period, when so many misfor- 
tunes weigh upon you, buta conversation that [had with my 
lincle previous to his departure renders some explanation 
necessary before we meet 

‘Explanation! You may possibly say, What can Elizabeth 
have to explain? If you really say this, my questions are 
answered and all my doubts satished. But you are 
from me, and it is possible that you may dread and yet be 
plese wih this explanation; and in probability of this 

eing the case, I dare notany longer postpone writing what, 
during your absence, I have often wished to express 10 You 
but have never had the courage to begin 
exe know; Victor, that our union had been the 
favourite plan of your parents ever since our infancy. We 
were told this when young, and tught to look forward to it 
äs an event that would certainly take place, We were affec 
tionate playfelloys during childhood. and, I believe, dear 
and valued friends to one another as we grew older. But as 
Brother and sister often entertain a lively affection towards 
each other without desiring a more intimate union, may not 
Such also be our case? Tell me, dearest Victor. Answer me, | 
Conjure you, by our mutual happiness, with simple truth — 
Bo you hot love another? 

-You have travelled; you have spent several years of your 
lifeat Ingolstadt and I confess to you, my friend, that when 
T gant yout last autumn so unhappy, fing to solitude from 
the society of every creature, | could not help supposing 
that you might regret our connection and believe fourselt 
bound in honour to fulfil the wishes of your parents, 
although they opposed themselves to your inclinations But 
this is false reasoning. T confess to you, my friend, that T love 
you and that in my airy dreams of futurity you have been m 
Constant friend and companion. But it is your happiness 
desire as well as my own when I declare to you that our 
marriage would render me eternally miserable unless it 
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were the dictate of your own free choice. Even now I weep to 
think that, borne down as you are by the eruclest mistor- 
tunes, you may stifle, by the word “honour,” all hope of that 
love and happiness which would alone restore you to your- 
self 1, who have so disinterested an affection for you, may 
increase your miseries tenfold by being an Obstacle t8 your 
wishes. Abt Victor, be assured that your cousin and play- 
fais has too sincerea loye for you not to be made miserable 
this supposition. Be happy, my friend; and if you ob 
fe in th one request, reruin satisfied that nothing o 
arth will have the power to interrupt my tranquility; 

Do not let this letter disturb you; do not answer tomor- 
row, oF the next day, or even until you comes i it will give 
You pain. My unde wllsend me news of your health, and if 
See but one tale on your lips when we meet, occasioned by 
this or any other exertion of mine, I shall need no other 
apnea 


ELizaneri Lavewza 
Geneva, May 18th, 17— 


This letter revived in my memory what 1 had before forgotten, the 
threat of the fiend—"T will be with you on your wedding-night!” Such was my 
sentence, and on that night would the demon employ every art to destroy 
me and tear me from the glimpse of happiness which promised partly to 
Console my sufferings. On that night he had determined to consummate 
his crimes by my death, Well, be it so; a deadly struggle would then 
assuredly take place, in which if he were victorious I should be at peace 
and his power over me be at an end. If he were vanquished, I should bea 
free man. Alas! What freedom? Such as the peasant enjoys when his 
family have been massacred before his eyes, his cottage burnt, his lands 
laid waste, and he is turned adrift, homeless, penniless, and alone, but 
free. Such would be my liberty except that in my Elizabeth 1 possessed a 
treasure, alas, balanced by those horrors of remorse and guilt which 
‘would pursue me until death 
Sweet and beloved Elizabeth! I read and reread her letter, and some 
softened feelings stole into my heart and dared to whisper paradisiacal 
dreams of love and joy; but the apple was already eaten, and the angel's 
arm bared to drive me from all hope. Yet I would die to make her happy. 
If the monster executed his threat, death was inevitable; yet, again, I 
considered whether my marriage would hasten my fate. My destruction 
might indeed arrive a few months sooner, but if my torturer should 
suspect that I postponed it influenced by his menaces, he would surely 
find other and perhaps more dreadful means of revenge. He had vowed 
to be with me on my wedding-night, yet he did not consider that threat as 
binding him to peace in the meantime, for as if to show me that he was not 
yet satiated with blood, he had murdered Clerval immediately after the 
Znunciation of his threats. I resolved, therefore, that if my immediate 
{inion with my cousin would conduce either to hers or my father's happi- 
ness, my adversary's designs against my life should not retard ita single 
hour. 
"In this state of mind 1 wrote to Elizabeth. My letter was calm and 
affectionate. “I fear, my beloved girl,” I said, "little happiness remains for 
5 ‘on earth; yet all that 1 may one day enjoy is centred in you. Chase away 
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our idle fears; to you alone do I consecrate my life and my endeavours 

for contentment. 1 have one secret, Elizabeth, a dreadful one; when 
revealed to you, it will chill your frame with horror, and then, far from 
being surprised at my misery, you will only wonder that I survive what I 
have endured, I will confide this tale of misery and terror to you the day 
after our marriage shall take place, for, my sweet cousin, there must be 
perfect confidence between us. But until then, I conjure you, do not 
mention or allude to it. This I most earnestly entreat, and I know you will 
comply.” 

'Tn about a week after the arrival of Elizabeth's letter we returned to 
Geneva. The sweet girl welcomed me with warm affection, yet tears were 
in her eyes as she beheld my emaciated frame and feverish cheeks. I saw a 
change in her also, She was thinner and had lost much of that heavenly 
vivacity that had before charmed me; but her gentleness and soft looks of 
‘compassion made her a more fit companion for one blasted and miserable 
as I was, 

The tranquillity which I now enjoyed did not edure. Memory brought 
madness with it, and when 1 thought of what had passed, a real insanity 

ssessed me; sometimes I was furious and burnt with rage, sometimes 
low and despondent, 1 neither spoke nor looked at anyone, but sat 
motionless, bewildered by the multitude of miseries that overcame me. 

Elizabeth alone had the power to draw me from these fits; her gentle 
voice would soothe me when transported by passion and inspire me with 
human feelings when sunk in torpor. She wept with meand for me. When 
reason returned, she would remonstrate and endeavour to inspire me 
with resignation, Ah! Itis well for the unfortunate to be resigned, but for 
the guilty there is no peace. The agonies of remorse poison the luxury 
there is otherwise sometimes found in indulging the excess of grief. 

Soon after my arrival my father spoke of my immediate marriage with 
Elizabeth. I remained silent. 

“Have you, then, some other attachment?” 

ione on earth. I love Elizabeth and look forward to our union with 
delight. Let the day therefore be fixed; and on it I will consecrate myself, 
in life or death, to the happiness of my cousin." 

“My dear Victor, do not speak thus. Heavy misfortunes have befallen 
us, but let us only cling closer to what remains and transfer our love for 
those whom we have lost to those who yet live. Our circle will be small but 
bound close by the ties of affection and mutual misfortune, And when 
time shall have softened your despair, new and dear objects of care will be 
born to replace those of whom we have been so cruelly deprived.” 

‘Such were the lessons of my father. But to me the remembrance of the 
threat returned; nor can you wonder that, omnipotent as the fiend had 
yet been in his deeds of blood, Ishould almost regard him as invincible, 
and that when he had pronounced the words “shall be with you on your 
‘wedding-night," I should regard the threatened fate as unavoidable. But 
death was no evil to me ifthe loss of Elizabeth were balanced with it, and I 
therefore, with a contented and even cheerful countenance, agreed with 
my father that if my cousin would consent, the ceremony should take 
place in ten days, and thus put, as I imagined, the seal to my fate. 

Great God! If for one instant 1 had thought what might be the hellish 
intention of my fiendish adversary, I would rather have banished myself 
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forever from my native country and wandered a friendless outcast over 
the earth than have consented to this miserable marriage, But, as if 
possessed of magic powers, the monster had blinded me to his real 
intentions; and when I thought that I had prepared only my own death, I 
hastened that of a far dearer victim. 

As the period fixed for our marriage drew nearer, whether from 
cowardice or a prophetic feeling, I felt my heart sink within me. But I 
concealed my feelings by an appearance of hilarity that brought smiles 
and joy to the countenance of my father, but hardly deceived the ever- 
‘watchful and nicer eye of Elizabeth. She looked forward to our union with 
placid contentment, not unmingled with a litle fear, which past misfor- 
tunes had impressed, that what now appeared certain and tangible happi- 
ness might soon dissipate into an airy dream and leave no trace but deep 
and everlasting regret. 

Preparations were made for the event, congratulatory visits were re- 
ceived, and all wore a smiling appearance. I shut up, as well as I could, in 
my own heart the anxiety that preyed there and entered with seeming 
‘earnestness into the plans of my father, although they might only serve as 
the decorations of my tragedy, Through my father’s exertions a part of 
the inheritance of Elizabeth had been restored to her by the Austrian 
government. A small possession on the shores of Como belonged to her. 
Tt was agreed that, immediately after our union, we should proceed to 
Villa Lavenza and spend our first days of happiness beside the beautiful 
lake near which it stood. 

In the meantime I took every precaution to defend my person in case 
the fiend should openly attack me. I carried pistols and a dagger constant- 
Jy about me and was ever on the watch to prevent artifice, and by these 
means gained a greater degree of tranquillity. Indeed, as the period 
approached, the threat appeared more as a delusion, not to be regarded 
as worthy to disturb my peace, while the happiness I hoped for in my 
marriage wore a greater appearance of certainty as the day fixed for its 
solemnization drew nearer and I heard it continually spoken of as an 
occurence which no accident could possible prevent. 

Elizabeth seemed happy; my tranquil demeanour contributed greatly 
to calm her mind. But on the day that was to fufil my wishes and my 
destiny, she was melancholy, and a presentiment of evil pervaded her; 
and perhaps also she thought of the dreadful secret which I had promised 
to reveal to her on the following day. My father was in the meantime 
overjoyed and in the bustle of preparation only recognized in the melan- 
choly of his niece the diffidence of a bride. 

"After the ceremony was performed a large party assembled at my 
father’s, but it was agreed that Elizabeth and 1 should commence our 
journey by water, sleeping that night at Evian and continuing our voyage 
‘on the Following day. The day was fair, the wind favourable; all smiled on 
‘our nuptial embarkation, 

"Those were the last moments of my life during which 1 enjoyed the 
feeling of happiness. We passed rapidly along; the sun was hot, but we 
were sheltered from its rays by a kind of canopy while we enjoyed the 
beauty of the scene, sometimes on one side of the lake, where we saw Mont 
‘Saléve, the pleasant banks of Montalégre, and at distance, surmounting 
ail, the beautiful Mont Blancand the assemblage of snowy mountains that 
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in vain endeavour to emulate her; sometimes coasting the opposite banks, 
we saw the mighty Jura opposing its dark side to the ambition that would 
quit its native country, and an almost insurmountable barrier to the 
invader who should wish to enslave it 

T took the hand of Elizabeth. "You are sorrowful, my love. Ah! If you 
knew what I have suffered and what 1 may yet endure, you would 
endeavour to let me taste the quiet and freedom from despair that this 
‘one day at least permits me to enjoy.” 

"Be happy, my dear Victor,” replied Elizabeth; “there is, I hope, no- 
thing to distress you; and be assured that ifa lively joy is not painted in my 
face, my heart is contented, Something whispers to me not to depend too 
much on the prospect that is opened before us, but I will not listen to such 
a sinister voice. Observe how fast we move along and how the clouds, 
which sometimes obscure and sometimes rise above the dome of Mont 
Blanc, render this scene of beauty still more interesting. Look also at the 
innumerable fish that are swimming in the clear waters, where we can 
distinguish every pebble that lies at the bottom. What a divine day! How 
happy and serene all nature appears!” 

“Thus Elizabeth endeavoured to divert her thoughts and mine from all 
reflection upon melancholy subjects. But her temper was fluctuating; joy 
for a few instants shone in her eyes, but it continually gave place to 
distraction and reverie. 

‘The sun sank lower in the heavens; we passed the river Drance and 
observed its path through the chasms of the higher and the glens of the 
lower hills. The Alps here come closer to the lake, and we approached the 
amphitheatre of mountains which forms its eastern boundary. The spire 
of Evian shone under the woods that surrounded it and the range of 
mountain above mountain by which it was overhung. 

“The vind, which had hitherto carried us along with amazing rapidity, 
sank at sunset to a light breeze; the soft air just ruffled the water and 
caused a pleasant motion among the trees as we approached the shore, 
from which it wafted the most delightful scent of flowers and hay. The 
sun sank beneath the horizon as we landed, and as I touched the shore L 
felt those cares and fears revive which soon were to clasp me and cling to 
me forever: 


CHAPTER TWENTY-THREE 


It was eight o'clock when we landed; we walked for a short time on the 
shore, enjoying the transitory light, and then retired to the inn and 
contemplated the lovely scene of waters, woods, and mountains, obscured 
in darkness, yet still displaying their black outlines. 

‘The wind, which had fallen in the south, now rose with great violence in 
the west, The moon had reached her summit in the heavens and was 
beginning to descend; the clouds swept across it swifter than the flight of 
the vulture and dimmed her rays, while the lake reflected the scene of the 
busy heavens, rendered still busier by the restless waves that were begin- 
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ning to rise. Suddenly a heavy storm of rain descended. 

Thad been calm during the day, but so soon as night obscured the 
shapes of objects, a thousand fears arose in my mind, I was anxious and 
watchful, while my right hand grasped a pistol which was hidden in my 
bosom; every sound terrified me, but I resolved that I would sell my life 
dearly and not shrink from the conflict until my own life or that of my 
adversary was extinguished. 

Elizabeth observed my agitation for some time in timid and fearful 
silence, but there was something in my glance which communicated 
terror to her, and trembling, she asked, "What is it that agitates you, my 
dear Victor? What is it you fear?” 

“Oh! Peace, peace, my love,” replied 1; “this night, and all will be safe; 
but this night is dreadful, very dreadful.” 

passed an hour in this state of mind, when suddenly I reflected how 
fearful the combat which I momentarily expected would be to my wife, 
and I earnestly entreated herto retire, resolving not to join her until I had 
‘obtained some knowledge as to the situation of my enemy 

She left me, and 1 continued some time walking up and down the 
passages of the house and inspecting every corner that might afford a 
retreat to my adversary. But I discovered no trace of him and was 
beginning to conjecture that some fortunate chance had intervened to 
prevent the execution of his manaces when suddenly I heard a shrill and 
dreadful scream. It came from the room into which Elizabeth had retired, 
As I heard it, the whole truth rushed into my mind, my arms dropped, the 
motion of every muscle and fibre was suspended; I could feel the blood 
trickling in my veins and tingling in the extremities of my limbs. This state 
lasted but for an instant; the scream was repeated, and I rushed into the 
room. 

Great God! Why did I not then expire! Why am I here to relate the 
destruction of the best hope and the purest creature of earth? She was 
there, lifeless and inanimate, thrown across the bed, her head hanging 
down and her pale and distorted features half covered by her hair. 
Everywhere I turn I see the same figure—her bloodless arms and relaxed 
form flung by the murderer on its bridal bier. Could 1 behold this and 
live? Alas! Life is obstinate and clings closest where itis most hated. For a 
moment only did I lose recollection; 1 fell senseless on the ground. 

‘When I recovered I found myself surrounded by the people of the inn; 
their countenances expressed a breathless terror, but the horror of others 
appeared only asa mockery, a shadow of the feelings that oppressed me. I 
‘escaped from them to the room where lay the body of Elizabeth, my love, 
my wife, so lately living, so dear, so worthy. She had been moved from the 
posture in which I had first beheld her, and now, as she lay, her head 
Upon her arm and a handkerchief thrown across her face and neck, 1 
might have supposed her asleep. I rushed towards her and embraced her 
with ardour, but the deadly languor and coldness of the limbs told me that 
what I now held in my arms had ceased to be the Elizabeth whom 1 had 
loved and cherished. The murderous mark of the fiend’s grasp was on 
her neck, and the breath had ceased to issue from her lips 

‘While {still hung over her in the agony of despair, I happened to look 
up The windows of the room had before been darkened, and I felta kind 
of panic on seeing the pale yellow light of the moon illuminate the 
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chamber. The shutters had been thrown back, and with a sensation of 
horror not to be described, I saw at the open window a figure the most 
hideous and abhorred. A grin was on the face of the monster; he seemed 
to jeer, as with his fiendish finger he pointed towards the corpse of my 
wife, I rushed towards the window, and drawing a pistol from my bosom, 
fired; but he eluded me, leaped from his station, and running with the 
swiftness of lightning, plunged into the lake. i 

‘The report of the pistol brought a crowd into the room. I pointed to the 
spot where he had disappeared, and we followed the track with boats; nets 
Were cast, but in vain. After passing several hours, we returned hopeless, 
most of my companions believing it to have been a form conjured up by 
my fancy. After having landed, they proceeded to search the country, 
parties going in different directions among the woods and vines. 

1 attempted to accompany them and proceeded a short distance from 
the house, but my head whirled round, my steps were like those of a 
drunken man, 1 fell at last in a state of utter exhaustion; a film covered my 
eyes, and my skin was parched with the heat of fever. In this state I was 
carried back and placed on a bed, hardly conscious of what had hap- 
pened; my eyes wandered round the room as if to seek something that 1 
had lost. 

‘After an interval I arose, and as if by instinct, crawled into the room 
where the corpse of my beloved lay. There were women weeping around; 
1 hung over it and joined my sad tears to theirs; all this time no distinct 
idea presented itself to my mind, but my thoughts rambled to various 
subjects, reflecting confusedly on my misfortunes and their cause. 1 was 
bewildered, in a cloud of wonder and horror, The death of William, the 
execution of Justine, and the murder of Clerval, and lastly of my wife; 
even at that moment | knew not that my only remaining friends were safe 
from the malignity of the fiend; my father even now might be writhing 
under his grasp, and Ernest might be dead at his feet. This idea made me 
shudder and recalled me to action, I started up and resolved to return to 
Geneva with all possible speed. 

There were no horses to be procured, and I must return by the lake; but 
the wind was unfavourable, and the rain fell in torrents, However, it was 
hardly morning, and I might reasonably hope to arrive by night. I hired 
men to row and took an oar myself, for I had always experienced relief 
from mental torment in bodily exercise. But the overflowing misery I now. 
felt, and the excess of agitation that I endured rendered me incapable of 
any exertion, I threw down the oar, and leaning my head upon my hands, 
gave way to every gloomy idea that arose. If 1 looked up, I saw scenes 
which were familiar to me in my happier time and which I had contem- 
plated but the day before in the company of her who was now but a 
shadow and a recollection. Tears streamed from my eyes. The rain had 
ceased for a moment, and I saw the fish play in the waters as they had 
done a few hours before; they had then been obseryed by Elizabeth, 
Nothing is so painful to the human mind as a great and sudden change. 
‘The sun might shine or the clouds might lower, but nothing could appear 
to me as it had done the day before, A fiend had snatched from me every 
hope of future happiness; no creature had ever been so miserable as I 
‘was; so frightful an event is single in the history of man. 

But why should I dwell upon the incidents that followed this last 
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overwhelming event? Mine has been a tale of horrors; I have reached 
their acme, and what I must now relate can but be tedious to you. Know 
that, one by one, my friends were snatched away; 1 was left desolate, My 
own strength is exhausted, and I must tell,ina few words, what remains of 
my hideous narration 

L arrived at Geneva. My father and Ernest yet lived, but the former 
sunk under the tidings that I bore. I see him now, excellent and venerable 
old man! His eyes wandered in vacancy, for they had lost their charm and 
their delight—his Elizabeth, his more than daughter, whom he doted on 
‘with all that affection which a man feels, who in the decline of life, having 
few affections, clings more earnestly to those that remain. Cursed, cursed 
be the fiend that brought misery on his grey hairs and doomed him to 
waste in wretchednes! He could not ive under the horrors that were 
accumulated around him; the springs of existence suddenly gave way; he 
jaz unable to sie from his bea art in a few days he ded iv my arm 

‘What then became of me? I know not; I lost sensation, and chains and 
darkness were the only objects that pressed upon me. Sometimes, indeed, 
dreamt that I wandered in flowery meadows and pleasant vales with the 
friends of my youth, but | awoke and found myself in a dungeon, 
Melancholy followed, but by degrees 1 gained a clear conception of my 
miseries and situation and was then released from my prison. For they 
had called me mad, and during many months, as I understood, a solitary 
cell had been my habitation. 

Liberty, however, had been a useless gift to me, had Inot, as Lawakened 
to reason, at the same time awakened to revenge. As the memory of past 
misfortunes pressed upon me, I began to reflect on their cause—the 
monster whom 1 had created, the miserable demon whom I had sent 
abroad into the world for my destruction. I was possessed by a maddening 
rage when I thought of him, and desired and ardently prayed that might 
have him within my grasp to wreak a great and signal revenge on his 
cursed head. 

‘Nor did my hate long confine itself to useless wishes; I began to reflect 
on the best means of securing him; and for this purpose, about a month 
after my release, I repaired to a criminal judge in the town and told him 
that I had an accusation to make, that I knew the destroyer of my family, 
and that I required him to exert his whole authority for the apprehension 
of the murderer. 

‘The magistrate listened to me with attention and kindness, “Be 
assured, sir,” said he, “no pains or exertions on my part shall be spared to 
discover the villain.” 

[thank you," replied I; "listen, therefore, to the deposition that I have 
to make. It is indeed a tale so strange that I should fear you would not 
credit it were there not something in truth which, however wonderful, 
forces conviction. The story is too connected to be mistaken for a dream, 
and I have no motive for falsehood.” My manner as I thus addressed him 
was impressive but calm; I had formed in my own heart a resolution to 
pursue my destroyer to death, and this purpose quieted my agony and for 
Pa interval reconciled me to life. I now related my history briefly but with 
firmness and precision, marking the dates with accuracy and never de- 
viating into invective or exclamation. 

“The magistrate appeared at first perfectly incredulous, but as I con- 
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tinued he became more attentive and interested; 1 saw him sometimes 
shudder with horror; at others a lively surprise, unmingled with disbelief, 
was painted on his countenance : t 

When I had concluded my narration I said, “This is the being whom 1 
accuse and for whose seizure and punishment I call upon you to exert 
Your whole power, Itis your duty as a magistrate, and I believe and hope 
That your feelings as a man will not revolt from the execution of those 
functions on this occasion.” 

‘This address caused a considerable change in the physiognomy of my 
own auditor. He had heard my story with that half kind of belief that is 
given to a tale of spirits and supernatural events; but when he was called 
Upon to act officially in consequence, the whole tide of his incredulity 
returned, He, however, answered mildly, “I would willingly afford you 
every aid in your pursuit, but the creature of whom you speak appears to 
have powers which would put all my exertions to defiance, Who can 
follow an animal which can traverse the sea of ice and inhabit caves and 
dens where no man would venture to intrude? Besides, some months 
have elapsed since the commission of his crimes, and no one can conjec 
ture to what place he has wandered or what region he may now inhabit.” 

do not doubt that he hovers near the spot which 1 inhabit, and if he 
has indeed taken refuge in the Alps, he may be hunted like the chamois 
and destroyed as a beast of prey. But 1 perceive your thoughts; you do not 
credit my narrative and do not intend to pursue my enemy with the 
punishment which is his desert,” 

‘As I spoke, rage sparkled in my eyes: the magistrate was intimidated. 
“You are mistaken,” said he, “I will exert myself, and if itis in my power to 
seize the monster, be assured that he shall suffer punishment proportion- 
ate to his crimes. But I fear, from what you have yourself described to be 
his properties, that this will prove impracticable; and thus, while every 
proper measure is pursued, you should make up your mind to dis- 
appointment.” 

“That cannot be; but all that I can say will be of litle avail, My revenge is 
of no moment to you; yet, while T allow itto be a vice, I confess that itis the 
devouring and only passion of my soul. My rage is unspeakable when I 
reflect that the murderer, whom I have turned loose upon society, still 
exists. You refuse my just demand; I have but one resource, and I devote 
myself, either in my life or death, to his destruction. 

1 trembled with excess of agitation as I said this; there was a frenzy in 
my manner, and something, I doubt not, of that haughty fierceness which 
the martyrs of old are said to have possessed, But to a Genevan magi 
trate, whose mind was occupied by far other ideas than those of devotion 
and heroism, this elevation of mind had much the appearance of mad- 
ness, He endeavoured to soothe me asa nurse doesa child and reverted to 
my tale as the effects of delirium. 

"Man," 1 cried, "how ignorant art thou in thy pride of wisdom! Cease; 
you know not what it is you say.” 

{broke from the house angry and disturbed and retired to meditate on 
some other mode of action, 
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CHAPTER TWENTY-FOUR 


My present situation was one in which all voluntary thought was swal- 
lowed upand lost. I was hurried away by fury; revenge alone endowed me 
with strength and composure; it moulded my feelings and allowed me to 
be calculating and calm at periods when otherwise delirium or death 
would have been my portion. 

My first resolution was to quit Geneva forever; my country, which, 
when I was happy and beloved, was dear to me, now, in my adversity, 
became hateful. ! provided myself with a sum of money, together with a 
few jewels which had belonged to my mother, and departed. 

‘And now my wanderings began which are to cease but with life. I have 
‘traversed a vast portion of the earth and have endured all the hardships 
‘which travellers in deserts and barbarous countries are wont to meet. 
How I have lived I hardly know; many times have I stretched my failing 
limbs upon the sandy plain and prayed for death. But revenge kept me 
alive; 1 dared not die and leave my adversary in being. 

When I quitted Geneva my first labour was to gain some clue by which I 
might trace the steps of my fiendish enemy. But my plan was unsettled, 
and I wandered many hours round the confines of the town, uncertain 
what path I should pursue. As night approached I found myself at the 
entrance of the cemetery where William, Elizabeth, and my father re- 
posed. Lentered itand approached the tomb which marked their graves. 
Everything was silent except the leaves of the trees, which were gently 
agitated by the wind; the night was nearly dark, and the scene would have 
been solemn and affecting even to an uninterested observer, The spirits 
ofthe departed seemed to flit around and to cast a shadow, which was felt 
but not seen, around the head of the mourner, 

The deep grief which this scene had at first excited quickly gave way to 
rage and despair, They were dead, and I lived; their murderer also lived, 
and to destroy him I must drag out my weary existence. I knelt on the 
grass and kissed the earth and with quivering lips exclaimed, “By the 
sacred earth on which I kneel, by the shades that wander near me, by the 
deep and eternal grief that I feel, I swear; and by thee, O Night, and the 
spirits that preside over thee, to pursue the demon who caused this 
misery, until he or I shall perish in mortal conflict. For this purpose I will 
preserve my life; to execute this dear revenge will I again behold the sun 
And tread the green herbage of earth, which otherwise should vanish 
from my eyes forever. And I call on you, spirits of the dead, and on you, 
wandering ministers of vengeance, to aid and conduct me in my work. Let 
the cursed and hellish monster drink deep of agony; let him feel the 
despair that now torments me.” 5 

Thad begun my adjuration with solemnity and an awe which almost 
assured me that the shades of my murdered friends heard and approved 
ny devotion, but the furies possessed meas 1 concluded, and rage choked 
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1 was answered through the stillness of night by a loud and fiendish 
laugh. It rang on my ears long and heavily; the mountains re-echoed it, 
and I felt as ifall hell surrounded me with mockery and laughter. Surely 

that moment I should have been possessed by frenzy and have des- 
troyed my miserable existence but that my vow was heard and that I was 
reserved for vengeance. The laughter died away, when a well-known and 
abhorred voice apparently close to my ear, addressed me in an audible 
whisper "I am satisfied, miserable wretch! You have determined to live, 
and 1 am satisfied.” 

T darted towards the spot from which the sound proceeded, but the 
devil eluded my grasp. Suddenly the broad disk of the moon arose and 
‘shone full upon his ghastly and distorted shapeas he fled with more than 
mortal speed. 

T pursued him, and for many months this had been my task. Guided by 
a slight clue, I followed the windings of the Rhone, but vainly. The blue 
Mediterranean appeared, and by a strange chance, I saw the fiend enter 
by night and hide himself in a vessel bound for the Black Sea. I took my 
passage in the same ship, but he escaped, 1 know not how. 

‘Amidst the wilds of Tartary and Russia, although he still evaded me, 1 
have ever followed in his track. Sometimes the peasants, scared by this 
horrid apparition, informed me of his path; sometimes he himself, who 
feared that if I lost all trace of him I should despair and die, left some 
mark to guide me. The snows descended on my head, and I saw the print 
of his huge step on the white plain. To you first entering on life, to whom 
care is new and agony unknown, how can you understand what I have felt 
and still feel? Cold, want, and fatigue were the least pains which 1 was 
destined to endure; I was cursed by some devil and carried about with me 
my eternal hell; yet still a spirit of good followed and directed my steps 
and when I most murmured would suddenly extricate me from seeming- 
ly insurmountable difficulties. Sometimes, when nature, overcome by 
hunger, sank under the exhaustion, a repast was prepared for me in the 
desert that restored and inspirited me. The fare was, indeed, coarse, such 
as the peasants of the country ate, but I will not doubt that it was set there 
by the spirits that I had invoked to aid me. Often, when all was dry, the 
heavens cloudless, and I was parched by thirst, a slight cloud would bedim 
the sky, shed the few drops that revived me, and vanish, 

1 followed, when I could, the courses of the rivers; but the demon 
generally avoided these, as it was here that the population of the count 
Sietlycoleced, In other places iman beings Were cedar icen andl 
‘generally subsisted on the wild animals that crossed my path. I had money 
‘with me and gained the friendship of the villagers by distributing it; or 1 
brought with me some food that I had killed, which, after taking a small 
part, 1 always presented to those who had provided me with fire and 
utensils for cooking. 

My life, as it passed thus, was indeed hateful to me, and it was during 
sleep alone that I could taste joy. O blessed sleep! Often, when most 
miserable, I sank to repose, and my dreams lulled me even to rapture, 
‘The spirits that guarded me had provided these moments, ot rather 

jours, of happiness that I might retain strength to fulfil my pilgrimage, 
Deprived of this respite, I should have sunk under my hardships, During 
the day I was sustained and inspirited by the hope of night, for in sleep 1 
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saw my friends, my wife, and my beloved country; again I saw the 
benevolent countenance of my father, heard the silver tones of my Eli- 
zabeth’s voice, and beheld Clerval enjoying health and youth. Often, 
when wearied by a toilsome march, | persuaded myself that I was dream- 
ing uni night should come and that 1 should then enjoy reality in the 
arms of my dearest friends. What agonizing fondness did 1 feel for them! 
How did I cling to their dear forms, as sometimes they haunted even my 
waking hours, and persuade myself that they still lived! At such moments 
vengeance, that burned within me, died in my heart, and I pursued my 
path towards the destruction of the demon more as a task enjoined by 
heaven, as the mechanical impulse of some power of which I was uncon- 
scious, than as the ardent desire of my soul. 

‘What his feelings were whom I pursued I cannot know, Sometimes, 
indeed, he left marks in writing on the barks of the trees or cut in stone 
that guided me and instigated my fury. “My reign is not yet over"—these 
words were legible in one of these inscriptions—"you live, and my power 
is complete. Follow me; I seek the everlasting ices of the north, where you 
will feel the misery of cold and frost, to which I am impassive. You will 
find near this place, if you follow not too tardily, a dead hare; eat and be 
refreshed, Come on, my enemy; we have yet to wrestle for our lives, but 
many hard and miserable hours must you endure until that period shall 
arrive.” 

Scoffing devil! Again do 1 vow vengeance; again do 1 devote thee, 
miserable fiend, to torture and death, Never will I give up my search until 
he or I perish; and then with what ecstasy shall I join my Elizabeth and my 
departed friends, who even now prepare for me the reward of my tedious 
toil and horrible pilgrimage! 

‘As 1 still pursued my journey to the northward, the snows thickened 
and the cold increased in a degree almost too severe to support. The 
peasants were shut up in their hovels, and only a few of the most hardy 
ventured forth to seize the animals whom starvation had forced from 
their hiding- places to seek for prey. The rivers were covered with ice, and 
no fish could be procured; and thus I was cut off from my chief article of 
maintenance. 

‘The triumph of my enemy increased with the difficulty of my labours. 
One inscription that he left was in these words: “Prepare! Your toils only 
begin; wrap yourself in furs and provide food, for we shall soon enter 
upon a journey where your sufferings will satisfy my everlasting hatred.” 

‘My courage and perseverance were invigorated by these scoffing 
words; I resolved not to fail in my purpose, and calling on heaven to 
Support me, I continued with unabated fervour to traverse immense 
deserts until the ocean appeared at a distance and formed the uimost 
boundary of the horizon. Oh! How unlike it was to the blue seasons of the 
south! Covered with ice, it was only to be distinguished from land by its 
Superior wildness and ruggedness. The Greeks wept for joy when they 
beheld the Mediterranean from the hills of Asia, and hailed with rapture 
the boundary of their toils, 1 did not weep, but I knelt down and with a full 
heart thanked my guiding spirit for conducting me in safety to the place 
where I hoped, notwithstanding my adversary’s gibe, to meet and grapple 
with him. 

‘Some weeks before this period I had procured a sledge and dogs and 
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thus traversed the snows with inconceivable speed. 1 know not whether 
the fiend possessed the same advantages, but I found that, as before I had 
daily lost ground in the pursuit, I now gained on him, so much so that 
‘when I first saw the ocean he was but one day's journey in advance, and I 
hoped to intercept him before he should reach the beach. With new 
courage, therefore, I pressed on, and in two days arrived at a wretched 
hamlet on the seashore. I inquired of the inhabitants concerning the fiend 
and gained accurate information. A gigantic monster, they said, had 
arrived the night before, armed with a gun and many pistols, putting to 
flight the inhabitants of a solitary cottage through fear of his terrific 
appearance, He had carried off their store of winter food, and placing it 
in a sledge, to draw which he had seized on a numerous drove of trained 
dogs, he had harnessed them, and the same night, to the joy of the 
horror-struck villagers, had pursued his journey across the sea in a 
direction that led to no land; and they conjectured that he must speedily 
bbe destroyed by the breaking of the ice or frozen by the eternal frosts. 

(On hearing this information 1 suffered a temporary access of despair. 
He had escaped me, and 1 must commence a destructive and almost 
endless journey across the mountainous ices of the ocean, amidst cold that 
few of the inhabitants could long endure and which I, the native of a 
genial and sunny climate, could not hope to survive. Yet at the idea that 
the fiend should live and be triumphant, my rage and vengeance re- 
turned, and like a mighty tide, overwhelmed every other feeling. After a 
slight repose, during which the spirits of the dead hovered round and 
instigated me to toil and revenge, I prepard for my journey. 

exchanged my land-sledge for one fashioned for the inqualities of the 
frozen ocean, and purchasing a plentiful stock of provisions, I departed 
from land. 

I cannot guess how many days have passed since then, but I have 
endured misery which nothing but the eternal sentiment of a just retribu- 
tion burning within my heart could have enabled me to support. Im- 
mense and rugged mountains of ice often barred up my passage, and 1 
often heard the thunder of the ground sea, which threatened my destruc- 
tion, But again the frost came and made the paths of the sea secure, 

By the quantity of provision which I had consumed, I should guess that 
Thad passed three weeks in this journey; and the continual protraction of 
hope, returning back upon the heart, often wrung bitter drops of de- 
spondency and grief from my eyes. Despair had indeed almost secured 
her prey, and I should soon have sunk beneath this misery, Once, after 
the poor animals that conveyed me had with incredible toil gained the 
summit of a sloping ice mountain, and one, sinking under his fatigue, 
died, I viewed the expanse before me with anguish, when suddenly my 
eye caught a dark speck upon the dusky plain. I strained my sight to 
discover what it could be and uttered a wild cry of ecstasy when I disting- 
ished a sledge and the distorted proportions of a well-known form 
within, Oh! With what a burning gush did hope revisit my heart! Warm 
tears filled my eyes, which I hastily wiped away, that they might not 
intercept the view I had of the demon; but still my sight was dimmed by 
the burning drops, until, giving way to the emotions that oppressed me; L 
wept aloud. 

But this was not the time for delay; I disencumbered the dogs of their 
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dead companion, gave them a plentiful portion of food, and after an 
hour's rest, which was absolutely necessary, and yet which was bitterly 
irksome to me, I continued my route. The sledge was still visible, nor did 1 
‘again lose sight of it except at the moments when for a short time some 
ice-rock concealed it with its intervening crags. L indeed perceptibly 
gained on it, and when, after nearly two days’ journey, I beheld my enemy 
at no more than a mife distant, my heart bounded within me. 

jut now, when I appeared almost within grasp of my foe, my hopes 

rere suddenly extinguished, and 1 kestal race of kim more utterty than Í 
had ever done before. A ground sea was heard; the thunder of its 
progress, as the waters rolled and swelled beneath me, became every 
moment more ominous and terrific, I pressed on, but in vain. The wind 
‘arose; the sea roared; and, as with the mighty shock of an earthquake, it 
split and cracked with a tremendous and overwhelming sound. The work 
‘was soon finished; in a few minutes a tumultuous sea rolled between me 
and my enemy, and I was left drifting on a scattered piece of ice that was 
continually lessening and thus preparing for me a hideous death. 

In this manner many appalling hours passed; several of my dogs died, 
and I myself was about to sink under the accumulation of distress when 1 
saw your Vessel riding atanchor and holding forth to me hopes of succour 
and life, I had no conception that vessels ever came so far north and was 
astounded at the sight. I quickly destroyed part of my sledge to construct 
oars, and by these means was enabled, with infinite fatigue, to move my 
ice raft in the direction of your ship. I had determined, if you were going 

“southwards, still to trust myself to the mercy of the seas rather than 
abandon my purpose, I hoped to induce you to grant me a boat with 
‘which I could pursue my enemy, But your direction was northwards. You 
took me on board when my vigour was exhausted, and I should soon have 
sunk under my multiplied hardships into a death which L still dread, for 
my task is unfulfilled. 

‘Oh! When will my guiding spirit, in conducting me to the demon, allow 
‘me the rest I so muck. desire; or must I die, and he yetlive? IFI do, swear to 
‘me, Walton, that he shall not escape, that you will seek him and satisfy my 
vengeance in his death. And do I dare to ask of you to undertake my 
pilgrimage, to endure the hardships that I have undergone? No; I amnot 
fo selfish. Yer, when I am dead, if he should appear, if the ministers of 
vengeance should conduct him to you, swear that he shall not live—swear 
that he shall not triumph over my accumulated woes and survive to add to 
the list of his dark crimes. He is eloquent and persuasive, and once his 
words had even power over my heart; but trust him not. His soul is as 
hellish as his form, full of treachery and fiendlike malice. Hear him not; 
call on the names of William, Justine, Clerval, Elizabeth, my father and of 
the wretched Victor, and thrust your sword into his heart, I will hover 
near and direct the steel aright. 


Walton, in continuation. 
August 26th, 17— 


You have read this strange and terrificstory, Margaret; and do you not 
feel your blood congeal with horror, like that which even now curdies 
mine? Sometimes, seized with sudden agony, he could not continue his 
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tale; at others, his voice broken, yet piercing, uttered with difficulty the 
words so replete with anguish. His fine and lovely eyes were now lighted 
up with indignation, now subdued to downcast sorrow and quenched in 
infinite wretchedness. Sometimes he commanded his countenance and 
tones and related the most horrible incidents with a tranquil voice, sup- 
pressing every mark of agitation; then, like a volcano bursting forth, his 
face would suddenly change to an expression of the wildest rage as he 
shrieked out imprecations on his persecutor. 

His tale is connected and told with an appearance of the simplest truth, 
yet 1 own to you that the letters of Felix and Safie, which he showed me, 
and the apparition of the monster seen from our ship, brought to me a 
greater conviction of the truth of his narrative than his asseverations, 
however earnest and connected, Such a monster has, then, really exist- 
ence! I cannot doubt it, yet I am lost in surprise and admiration. Some- 
times I endeavoured to gain from Frankenstein the particulars of his 
creature's formation, but on this point he was impenetrable. 

“Are you mad, my friend?” said he. “Or whither does your senseless 
curiosity lead you? Would you also create for yourself and the world a 
demoniacal enemy? Peace, peace! Learn my miseries and do not seek to 

Frankenstein discovered that I made notes concerning his history; he 
asked to see them and then himself corrected and augmented them in 
many places, but principally in giving the life and spirit to the conversa: 
tions he held with his enemy. "Since you have preserved my narration, 
said he, “I would not that a mutilated one should go down to posterity. 

‘Thus has a week passed away, while I have listened to the strangest tale 
that ever imagination formed, My thoughts and every feeling of my soul 
have been drunk up by the interest for my guest which this tale and his 
‘own elevated and gentle manners have created. I wish to soothe him, yet 
can I counsel one 5o infinitely miserable, so destitute of every hope of 
consolation, to live? Oh, no! The only joy that he can now know will be 
when he composes his shattered spirit to peace and death. Yet he enjoys 
one comfort, the offspring of solitude and delirium; he believes that when 
in dreams he holds converse with his friends and derives from that 
communion consolation for his miseries or excitements to his vengeance, 
that they are not the creations of his fancy, but the beings themselves who 
visit him from the regions of a remote world. This faith gives a solemnity 
to his reveries that render them to me almost as imposing and interesting, 
as truth, 

Our conversations are not always confined to his own history and 
misfortunes. On every point of general literature he displays unbounded 
knowledge and a quick and piercing apprehension. His eloquence is 
forcible and touching; nor can I hear him, when he relates a pathetic 
incident or endeavours to move the passions of pity or love, without tears, 
What a glorious creature must he have been in the days of his prosperity, 
when he is thus noble and godlike in ruin! He seems to feel his own worth 
and the greatness of his fall. 

“When younger,” said he, “I believed myself destined for some great 
enterprise. My feelings are profound, but 1 possessed a coolness of 
judgment that fitted me for illustrious achievements. This sentiment of 
the worth of my nature supported me when others would have been 
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oppressed, for I deemed it criminal to throw away in useless grief those 
talents that might be useful to my fellow creatures. When I reflected on 
the work I had completed, no less a one than the creation of a sensitive 
and rational animal, I could not rank myself with the herd of common 
projectors. But this thought, which supported me in the commencement 
Of my career, now serves only to plunge me lower in the dust. All my 
speculations and hopes are as nothing, and like the arch-angel who 
aspired to omnipotence, I am chained in an eternal hell. My imagination 
was vivid, yet my powers of analysis and application were intense; by the 
union of these qualities I conceived the idea and executed the creation of 
aman. Even now I cannot recollect without passion my reveries while the 
‘work was incomplete. I trod heaven in my thoughts, now exulting in my 
powers, now burning with the idea of their effects, From my infancy 1 was 
imbued with high hopes and a lofty ambition; but how am I sunk! Oh! My 
friend, if you had known meas I once was, you would not recognize me in 
this state of degradation. Despondency rarely visited my heart; a high 
destiny seemed to bear me on, until I fell, never, never again to rise.” 

Must I then lose this admirable being? I have longed for a friend; I have 
sought one who would sympathize with and love me. Behold, on these 
desert seas 1 have found such a one, but I fear I have gained him only to 
know his value and lose him. 1 would reconcile him to life, but he repulses 
the idea, 

“T thank you, Walton,” he said, “for your kind intentions towards so 
miserable a wretch; but when you speak of new ties and fresh affections, 
think you that any can replace those who are gone? Can any man be to me 
as Clerval was, or any woman another Elizabeth? Even where the affec- 
tions are not strongly moved by any superior excellence, the companions 
of our childhood always possess a certain power over our minds which 
hardly any later friend can obtain. They know our infantine dispositions, 
which, however they may be afterwards modified, are never eradicated; 
and they can judge of our actions with more certain conclusions as to the 
integrity of our motives. A sister or a brother can never, unless indeed 
stich symptoms have been shown early, suspect the other of fraud or false 
dealing, when another friend, however strongly he may be attached, may, 
in spite of himself, be contemplated with suspicion. But I enjoyed friend: 
dear not only through habit and association, but from their own merit 
and wherever I am, the soothing voice of my Elizabeth and the convers: 
tion of Clerval will be ever whispered in my ear. They are dead, and but 
one feeling in such a solitude can persuade me to preserve my life, If I 
were engaged in any high undertaking or design, fraught with exten 
Utility to my fellow creatures, then could I live to fulfil it, But such is not 
my destiny; I must pursue and destroy the being to whom I gave exist- 
ence; then my lot on earth will be fultilled and I may die.” 


My beloved Sister, September. aed 

T write to you, encompassed by peril and ignorant whether I am ever 
doomed to see again dear England and the dearer friends that inhabit it, L 
am surrounded by mountains of ice which admit of no escape and 
threaten every moment to crush my vessel. The brave fellows whom 1 
have persuaded to be my companions look towards me for aid, but I have 
none to bestow. There is something terribly appalling in our situation, yet 


my courage and hopes donot desert me. Yet it is terrible to reflect that the 
lives of all these men are endangered through me. If we are lost, my mad 
schemes are the cause. 

‘And what, Margaret, will be the state of your mind? You will not hear of 
my destruction, and you will anxiously await my return. Years will pass, 
and you will have visitings of despair and yet be tortured by hope. Oh! My 
beloved sister, the sickening failing of your heart felt expectations is, in 
prospect, more terrible to me than my own death. But you havea husband 
and lovely children; you may be happy. Heaven bless you and make you 

My unfortunate guest regards me with the tenderest compassion. He 
endeavours to fill me with hope and talks as if life were possession which 
he valued, He reminds me how often the same accidents have happened 
to other navigators who have attempted this sea, and in spite of myself, he 
fills me with cheerful auguries. Even the sailors feel the power of his 
eloquence; when he speaks, they no longer despair: he rouses their 
energies, and while they hear his voice they believe these vast mountains 
of ice are mole-hills which will vanish before the resolutions of man. 
‘These feelings are transitory; each day of expectation delayed fills them 
with fear, and 1 almost dread a mutiny caused by this despair. 


September 5th 

A scene Ins just passed of such uncommon interest that, although it is 
highly probable that these papers may never reach you, yet I cannot 
forbear recording it. 

We are still surrounded by mountains of ce, stillin imminent danger of 
being crushed in their conflict. The cold is excessive, and many of my 
unfortunate comrades have already found a grave amidst this scene of 
desolation, Frankenstein has daily declined in health; a feverish fire still 
glimmers in his eyes, but he is exhausted, and when suddenly roused to 
any exertion, he speedily sinks again into apparent lifelessness, 

‘I mentioned in my last letter the fears 1 entertained of a mutiny. This 
morning, as I sat watching the wan countenance of my friend—his eyes 
half closed and his limbs hanging listlessly—I was roused by halfa dozen 
ofthe sailors, who demanded admission into the cabin. They entered, and 
their leader addressed me. He told me that he and his companions had 
been chosen by the other sailors to come in deputation to me to make mea 
requisition which, in justice, I could not refuse. We were immured in ice 
and should probably never escape, but they feared that if, as was possible, 
the ice should dissipate and a free passage be opened, I should be rash 
enough to continue my voyage and lead them into fresh dangers, after 
they might happily have surmounted this, They insisted, therefore, that I 
should engage with a solemn promise that if the vessel should be freed I 
would instantly direct my course southwards, 

‘This speech troubled me. I had not despaired, nor had I yet conceived 
the idea of returning if set free. Yet could I, in justice, or even in 
possibility, refuse this demand? I hesitated before 1 answered, when 
Frankenstein, who had at first been silent, and indeed appeared hardly to 
have force enough to attend, now roused himself; his eyes sparkled, and 
his cheeks flushed with momentary vigour. Turning towards the men, he 
said, “What do you mean? What do you demand of your captain? Are you, 


1 FRANKENSTEIN 195 


then, so easily turned from your design? Did you not call this a glorious 
expedition? And wherefore was it glorious? Not because the way was 
smooth and placid as a southern sea, but because it was full of dangersand 
terror, because at every new incident your fortitude was to be called forth 
and your courage exhibited, because danger and death surrounded it, 
and these you were to brave and overcome. For this was it a glorious, for 
this was itan honourable undertaking. You were hereafter to be hailed as 
the benefactors of your species, your names adored as belonging to brave 
men who encountered death for honoiir and the benefit of mankind. 
‘And now, behold, with the first imagination of danger, or, if you will, the 
first mighty and terrific trial of your courage, you shrink away and are 
content to be handed down as men who had not strength enough to 
endure cold and peril; and so, poor souls, they were chilly and returned to 
their warm firesides, Why, that requires not this preparation; ye need not 
have come thus far and dragged your captain to the shame of a defeat 
merely to prove yourselves cowards. Oh! Be men, or be more than men. 
Be steady to your purposes and firm as a rock. This ice is not made of such 
stuff as your hearts may be; itis mutable and cannot withstand you if you 
say that it shall not. Do not return to your families with the stigma of 
disgrace marked on your brows. Return as heroes who have fought and 
conquered and who know not what it is to turn their backs on the foe.” 

He spoke this with a voice so modulated to the different feelings 
expressed in his speech, with an eye so full of lofty design and heroism, 
that can you wonder that these men were moved? They looked at one 
another and were unable to reply. I spoke; I told them to retire and 
consider of what had been said, that I would not lead them farther north 
if they strenuously desired the contrary, but that I hoped that, with 
reflection, their courage would return, 

They retired and I turned towards my friend, but he was sunk in 
languor and almost deprived of life. 

“How all this will terminate, | know not, but I had rather die than return 
shamefully, my purpose unfulfilled, Yet I fear such will be my fate; the 
men, unsupported by ideas of glory and honour, can never willingly 
continue to endure their present hardships. 


September 7th 

‘The die is cast; I have consented to return if we are not destroyed, Thus 
are my hopes blasted by cowardice and indecision; I come back ignorant 
and disappointed. It requires more philosophy than I possess to bear this 
injustice with patience. 


September 12th 


It is past; I am returning to England. I have lost my hopes of utility and 
glory; 1 have lost my friend. But I will endeavour to detail these bitter 
Grcumstances to you, my dear sister; and while I am wafted towards 
England and towards you, I will not despond. 

‘September 9th, the ice began to move, and roarings like thunder were 
heard ata distance as the islands split and cracked in every direction. We 
were in the most imminent peril, but as we could only remain passive, my 
chief attention was occupied by my unfortunate guest, whose illness 
jncreased in such a degree that he was entirely confined to his bed. The ice 
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cracked behind us and was driven with force towards the north; a breeze 
sprang from the west, and on the 1th the passage towards the south 
became perfectly free, When the sailors saw this and that their return to 
their native country was apparently assured, a shout of tumultuous joy 
broke from them, loud and long-continued. Frankenstein, who was doz- 
ing, awoke and asked the cause of the tumult, “They shout,” I said, 
“because they will soon return to England.” 

“Do you, then, really return?” 

“Alas! Yes; 1 cannot withstand their demands. 1 cannot lead them 
unwillingly to danger, and I must return.” 

“Do so, if you will; but I will not. You may give up your purpose, but 
mine is assigned to me by heaven, and I dare not. I am weak, but surely the 
spirits who assist my vengeance will endow me with sufficient strength.” 
Saying this, he endeavoured to spring from the bed, but the exertion was 
too great for him; he fell back and fainted, 

Twas long before he was restored, and I often thought that life was 
entirely extinct, Atlength he opened his eyes; he breathed with difficulty 
and was unable to speak, The surgeon gave him a composing draught and 
ordered us to leave him undisturbed. In the meantime he told me that my 
friend had certainly notmany hours to live, 

His sentence was pronounced, and I could only grieve and be patient. I 
sat by his bed, watching him; his eyes were closed, and I thought he slept; 
but presently he called to me ina feeble voice, and bidding me come near, 
said, “Alas! The strength I relied on is gone; I feel that I shall soon die, 
and he, my enemy and persecutor, may still be in being. Think not, 
Walton, that in the last moments of my existence 1 feel that burnin, 
hatred and ardent desire of revenge 1 once expressed: but 1 feel mysel 
justified in desiring the death of my adversary. During these last days 1 
have been occupied in examining my past conduct; nor do I find it 
blamable. Ina fit of enthusiastic madness I created a rational creature and 
was bound towards him to assure, as far as was in my power, his happiness 
and well-being. This was my duty, but there was another still paramount 
to that. My duties towards the beings of my own species had greater claims 
to my attention because they included a greater proportion of happines 
or misery, Urged by this view, I refused, and I did right in refusing, to 
create a companion for the first creature. He showed unparalleled 
malignity and selfishness in evil; he destroyed my friends; he devoted to 
destruction beings who possessed exquisite sensations, happiness, and 
wisdom; nor do I know where this thirst for vengeance may end. Miser- 
able himself that he may render no other wretched, he ought to die, The 
task of his destruction was mine, but 1 have failed. When actuated by 
selfish and vicious motives, Lasked you to undertake my unfinished work, 
and I renew this request now, when I am only induced by reason and 

tue. 

“Yet [cannot ask you to renounce your country and friends to Fulfil this 
task; and now that you are returning to England, you will have little 
chance of meeting with him. But the consideration of these points, and 
the well balancing of what you may esteem your duties, I leave to you; mi 
judgment and ideas are already disturbed by the near approach of death. 
T dare not ask you to do what I think right, for 1 may still be misled by 
passion. 
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“That he should live to be an instrument of mischief disturbs me; in 
other respects, this hour, when I momentarily expect my release, is the 
only happy one which I have enjoyed for several years. The forms of the 
beloved dead flit before me, and I hasten to their arms. Farewell, Walton! 
Seek happiness in tranquillity and avoid ambition, even if it be only the 
apparently innocent one of distinguishing yourself in science and dis- 
coveries. Yet why do I say this? I have myself been blasted in these hopes, 
yet another may succeed.” 

His voice became fainter as he spoke, and at length, exhausted by his 
Sree Sees Wines ee Acuna EA 
‘again to speak but was unable; he pressed my hand feebly, and his eyes 
eloed forever, while the irradiation of gente anile passed away from 

jis lips, 
fargaret, what comment can I make on the untimely extinction of this 
glorious spirit? What can, 1 say thar will enable you to understand the 
jepth of my sorrow? All that I should express would be inadequate and 
feeble. My tears flow; my mind is overshadowed by a cloud of disappoint- 
ment. But I journey towards England, and I may there find consolation. 

Tam interrupted, What do these sounds portend? It is midnight; the 
breeze blows fairly, and the watch on deck scarcely stir. Again there isa 
sound as ofa human voice, but hoarser; it comes from the cabin where the 
remains of Frankenstein still lie. 1 must arise and examine. Good night, 
my sister: 

Great God! what a scene has just taken place! I am yet dizzy with the 
remembrance of it. I hardly know whether I shall have the power to detail 
it; yet the tale which I have recorded would be incomplete without this 
final and wonderful catastrophe. 

Tentered the cabin where lay the remains of my ill-fated and admirable 
friend, Over him hung a form which 1 cannot find words to describe— 

igantic in stature, yet uncouth and distorted in its proportions. As he 
Eung over the coffin, his face was concealed by long locks of ragged hairs 
but one vast hand was extended, in colour and apparent texture like that 
of a mummy, When he heard the sound of my approach, he ceased to 
titer exclamations of grief and horror and sprung towards the window. 
Never did I behold a vision so horrible as his face, of such loathsome yet 
appalling hideousness. I shut my eyes involuntarily and endeavoured to 
Tecollect what were my duties with regard to this destroyer. I called on 
him to stay. 

He paused, looking on me with wonder, and again turning towards the 
lifeless form of his creator, he seemed to forget my presence, and every 
feature and gesture seemed instigated by the wildest rage of some uncon- 
trollable passion. 

“That is also my victim!" he exclaimed: "In his murder my crimes are 
consummated; the miserable series of my being is wound to its close! Oh, 
Frankenstein! Generous and self-devoted being! What does it avail that 1 
now ask thee to pardon me? I, who irretrievably destroyed thee by 
destroying all thot lovedst, Alas! He is cold, he cannot answer me.” 

His voice seemed suffocated, and my first impulses, which had sug- 
gested to me the duty of obeying the dying request of my friend in 
destraying his enemy, were now suspended by a mixture of curiosity and 
‘compassion. I approached this tremendous being; I dared not again raise 
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my eyes to his face, there was something so scaring and unearthly in his 
ugliness, 1 attempted to speak, but the words died away on my lps. The 
monster continued to utter wild and incoherent self-reproaches. At 
length I gathered resolution to address him in a pause of the tempest of 
his passion. “Your repentance," 1 said, “is now superfluous. If you had 
listened to the voice of conscience and heeded the stings of remorse 
before you had urged your diabolical vengeance to this extremity, Frank- 
enstein would yet have lived.” 

“And do you dream?” said the demon. “Do you think that I was then 
dead to agony and remorse? He,” he continued, pointing to the corpse, 
“he suffered not in the consummation of the deed. Oh! Not the ten- 
thousandth portion of the anguish that was mine during the lingering 
detail of its execution, A frightful selfishness hurried me on, while my 
heart was poisoned with remorse, Think you that the groans of Clerval 
‘were music to my ears? My heart was fashioned to be susceptible of love 
and sympathy, and when wrenched by misery to vice and hatred, it did 
‘not endure the violence of the change without torture such as you cannot 

“After the murder of Clerval I returned to Switzerland, heartbroken 
and overcome. 1 pitied Frankenstein; my pity amounted to horror; 1 
abhorred myself. But when I discovered that he, the author at once of my 
existence and of its unspeakable torments, dared to hope for happiness, 
that while he accumulated wretchedness and despair upon me he sought 
his own enjoyment in feelings and passions from the indulgence of which 
I was forever barred, then impotent envy and bitter indignation filled me 
with an insatiable thirst for vengeance. I recollected my threat and re- 
solved that it should be accomplished. 1 knew that I was preparing for 
myself a deadly torture, but I was the slave, not the master, of an impulse 
which I detested yet could not disobey. Yet when she died! Nay, then L was 
not miserable. I had cast off all feeling, subdued all anguish, to riot in the 
‘excess of my despair. Evil thenceforth became my good. Urged thus far, 1 
had no choice but to adapt my nature to an element which I had willingly 
chosen, The completion of my demoniacal design became an insatiable 
passion, And now it is ended; there is my last victim!” 

1 was at first touched by the expressions of his misery; yet, when I called 
to mind what Frankenstein had said of his powers of eloquence and 
persuasion, and when I again cast my eyes on the lifeless form of my 
friend, indignation was rekindled within me. "Wretch?" I said, “It is well 
that you come here to whine over the desolation that you have made. You 
throw a torch into a pile of buildings, and when they are consumed, you sit 
among the ruins and lament the fall, Hypocritical fiend! If he whom you 
mourn still lived, still would he be the object, again would he become the 
prey, of your accursed vengeance. Itis not pity that you feel; you lament 
only because the victim of your malignity is withdrawn from your pove 

‘Oh, itis not thus—not thus,” interrupted the being. "Yet such must be 
the impression conveyed to you by what appears to be the purport of my 
actions. Yet I seek not a fellow feeling in my misery, No sympathy may L 
‘ever find, When I first sought it, it was the love of virtue, the feelings of 
happiness and affection with which my whole being overflowed, that I 
wished to be participated. But now that virtue has become to mea shadow, 
and that happiness and affection are turned into bitter and loathing 
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despair, in what should I seek for sympathy? Iam content to suffer alone 
while my sufferings shall endure; when I die, I am well satisfied that 
abhorrence and opprobrium should load my memory. Once my fancy 
Was soothed with dreams of virtue, of fame, and of enjoyment. Once I 
falsely hoped to meet with beings who, pardoning my outward form, 
would love me for the excellent qualities which T was capable of unfold- 
ing. I vas nourished with high thoughts of honour and devotion. But now 
crime has degraded me beneath the meanest animal. No guilt, no mis- 
chief, no malignity, no misery, can be found comparable to mine. When 1 
run over the frightful catalogue of my sins, 1 cannot believe that I am the 
same creature whose thoughts were once filled with sublime and trans- 
cendent visions of the beauty and the majesty of goodness. But it is even 
so; the fallen angel becomes a malignant devil. Yet even that enemy of 
God and man had friends and associates in his desolation; I am alone. 

You, who call Frankenstein your friend, seem to have a knowledge of 
my crimes and his misfortunes. But in the detail which he gave you of 
them he could not sum up the hours and months of misery which I 
‘endured wasting in impotent passions. For while I destroyed his hopes, I 
did not satisfy my own desires. They were forever ardent and craving; still 
T desired love and fellowship, and 1 was still spurned. Was there no 
injustice inthis? Am I to be thought the only criminal, when all humank- 
ind sinned against me? Why do you not hate Felix, who drove his friend 
from his door with contumely? Why do you not execrate the rustic who 
sought to destroy the saviour of his child? Nay, these are virtuous and 
immaculate beings! I, the miserable and the abandoned, am an abortion, 
to be spurned at, and kicked, and trampled on. Even now my blood boils 
at the recollection of this injustice 

“But it is true that I am a wretch, I have murdered the lovely and the 
helpless; I have strangled the innocent as they slept and grasped to death 
his throat who never injured me or any other living thing. I have devoted 
my creator, the select specimen of all that is worthy of love and admiration 
among men, to misery; 1 have pursued him even to that irremediable 
ruin, There he lies, white and cold in death. You hate me, but your 
abhorrence cannot equal that with which I regard myself. I look on the 
hands which executed the deed; I think on the heart in which the im- 
agination of ft was conceived and long for the moment when these hands 
‘will meet my eyes, when that imagination will haunt my thoughts no 
more. 

“Fear not that I shall be the instrument of future mischief, My work is 
nearly complete. Neither yours nor any man's death is needed to consum- 
mate the series of my being and accomplish that which must be done, but 
it requires my own. Do not think that 1 shall be stow to perform this 
sacrifice. I shall quit your vessel on the ice raft which brought me thither 
dnd shall seek the most northern extremity of the globe; I shal collect my 
funeral pile and consume to ashes this miserable frame, that its remains 
may afford no light to any curious and unhallowed wretch who would 
create such another as I have been. I shall die. I shall no longer feel the 
agonies which now consume me or be the prey of feelings unsatified, yet 
unquenched. He is dead who called me into being; and when I shall be no 
more, the very remembrance of us both will speedily vanish. 1 shall no 
longer see the sun or stars or feel the winds play on my cheeks. Light, 
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feeling, and sense will pass away; and in this condition must I find my 
happiness, Some years ago, when the images which this world affords first 
‘opened upon me, when I felt the cheering warmth of summer and heard 
the rustling of the leaves and the warbling of the birds, and these were all 
tome, I should have wept to die; now itis my only consolation. Polluted by 
crimes and torn by the bitterest remorse, where can I find rest but in 
death? 

“Farewell! I leave you, and in you the last of humankind whom these 
eyes will ever behold. Farewell, Frankenstein! If thou wert yet alive and 
yetcherished a desire of revenge against me, it would be better satiated in 
my life than in my destruction. But it was not so; thou didst seek my 
extinction, that I might not cause greater wretchedness; and if yet, in 
some mode unknown to me, thou hadst not ceased to think and feel, thou 
wouldst not desire against me a vengeance greater than that which I feel. 
Blasted as thou wert, my agony was still superior to thine, for the bitter 
sting of remorse will not cease to rankle in my wounds until death shall 
close them forever. 

“But soon,” he cried with sad and solemn enthusiasm, “I shall die, and 
what I now feel be no longer felt. Soon these burning miseries will be 
extinct. I shall ascend my funeral pile triumphantly and exult in theagony 
of the torturing flames. The light of that conflagration will fade away; my 
ashes will be swept into the sea by the winds. My spirit will sleep in peace, 
or if it thinks, it will not surely think thus. Farewell.” 

He sprang from the cabin window as he said this, upon the ice raft 
which lay close to the vessel. He was soon borne away by the waves and lost 
in darkness and distance. 


200 MARY SHELLEY 


THE STRANGE CASE OF 
DR. JEKYLL AND MR. HYDE 


Robert Louis Stevenson 


TO 
KATHARINE DE MATTOS 


Its ill to loose the bands that God decreed to bind; 
‘Still will we be the children of the heather and the wind; 
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STORY OF THE DOOR 


Mr. Utterson the lawyer was a man of a rugged countenance that was 
never lighted by a smile; cold, scanty and embarrassed in discourse; 
backward in sentiment; lean, long, dusty, dreary and yet somehow lov- 
able, At friendly meetings, and when the wine was to his taste, something 
eminently human beaconed from his eye; something indeed which never 
found its way into his talk, but which spoke not only in these silent symbols 
of the after-dinner face, but more often and loudly in the acts of his life, 
He was austere with himself; drank gin when he was alone, to mortify a 
taste for yintages; and though he enjoyed the theater, had not crossed the 
doors of one for twenty years. But he had an approved tolerance for 
others; sometimes wondering, almost with envy, at the high pressure of 
spirits involved in their misdeeds; and in any extremity inclined to help 
rather than to reprove. “I incline to Cain’s heresy,” he ised to say quaint- 
ly: "Tet my brother go to the devil in his own way,” In this character, it was 
frequently his fortune to be the last reputable acquaintance and the last 
good influence in the lives of downgoing men, And to such as these, so 
Tong as they came about his chambers, he never marked a shade of change 
in his demeanour. 

No doubt the feat was easy to Mr. Utterson; for he was undemonstra- 
tive at the best, and even his friendship seemed to be founded in a similar 
catholicity of good-nature. It is the mark of a modest man to accept hi 
friendly circle ready-made from the hands of opportunity; and that was 
the lawyer's way. His friends were those of his own blood or those whom 
he had known the longest; his affections, like ivy, were the growth of time, 
they implied no aptness in the object. Hence, no doubt, the bond that 
united him to Mr. Richard Enfield, his distant kinsman, the well-known 
man about town. It was a nut to crack for many, what these two could see 
in each other, or what subject they could find in common. It was reported 
by those who encountered them in their Sunday walks, that they said 
nothing, looked singularly dull, and would hail with obvious relief the 
appearance of a friend. For all that, the two men put the greatest store by 
these excursions, counted them the chief jewel of each week, and not only 
set aside occasions of pleasure, but even resisted the calls of business, that 
they might enjoy them uninterrupted. 

Tt chanced on one of these rambles that their way led them down a 
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by-street in a busy quarter of London. The street was small and what is 
called quiet, but it drove a thriving trade on the weekdays. The inhabi- 
tants were all doing well, it seemed, and all emulously hoping to do better 
stil, and laying out the surplus of their gains in coquetry so that the shop 
fronts stood along that thoroughfare with an air of invitation, like rows of 
smiling saleswomen. Even on Sunday, when it veiled its more florid 
charms and lay comparatively empty of passage, the street shone out in 
Contrast to its dingy neighbourhood, like a fire in a forest; and with its 
freshly painted shutters, well-polished brasses, and general cleanliness 
and gaiety of note, instantly caught and pleased the eye of the passenger. 

“Two doors from one corner, on the left hand going east, the line was 
broken by the entry of a court; and just at that point, a certain sinister 
block of building thrust forward its gable on the street, It was two storeys 
high; showed no window, nothing but a door on the lower storey and a 
blind forehead of discoloured wall on the upper; and bore in every 
feature, the marks of prolonged and sordid negligence. The door, which 
‘was equipped with neither bell nor knocker, was blistered and distained. 
Tramps slouched into the recess and struck matches on the panels; 
children kept shop upon the steps; the schoolboy had tried his knife on 
the mouldings; and for-close on a generation, no one had appeared to 
drive away these random visitors or to repair their ravages 

Mr. Enfield and the lawyer were on the other side of the by-street; but 
when they came abreast of the entry, the former lifted up his cane and 

inted. 

Po Did you ever remark that door?” he asked; and when his companion 
had replied in the affirmative, “It is connected in my mind," added he, 
“with a very odd story.” 

“Indeed?” said Mr. Utterson, with a slight change of v 
was that?” 

“Well, it was this way," returned Mr. Enfield: "I was coming home from 
some place at the end of the world, about three o'clock of a black winter 
‘morning, and my way lay through a part of town where there was literally 
nothing to be seen but lamps. Street after street, and all the folks asleep— 
street after street, all lighted up as if for a procession and all as empty asa 
church—till at last I got into that state of mind when a man listens and 
listens and begins to long for the sight of a policeman, All at once, I saw 
two figures: one a little man who was stumping along eastward at a good 
walk, and the other a girl of maybe eight or ten who was running as hard 
as she was able down a cross street. Well, sir, the two ran into one another 
naturally enough at the corner; and then came the horrible part of the 
thing; for the man trampled calmly over the child’s body and left her 
screaming on the ground. It sounds nothing to hear, but it was hellish to 
see. It wasn’t like a man; it was like some damned Juggernaut. I gave a 
view halloa, took to my heels, collared my gentleman, and brought him 
back to where there was already quite a group about the screaming child. 
He was perfectly cool and made no resistance, but gave me one look, so 
ugly that it brought out the sweat on me like running. The people who 
had turned out were the girl's own family; and pretty soon, the doctor, for 
whom she had been sent, put in his appearance. Well, the child was not 
much the worse, more frightened, according to the Sawhones; and there 
you might have supposed would be an end to it. But there was one curious 
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‘circumstance. I had taken a loathing to my gentleman at first sight, So had 
the child's family, which was only natural, But the doctor's case was what 
struck me. He was the usual cut and dry apothecary, of no particular age 
and colour, with a strong Edinburgh accent, and about as emotional as a 
bagpipe. Well, sir, he was like the rest of us; every time he looked at my 
prisoner, I saw that Sawbones turn sick and white with desire to kill him. 1 
knew what was in his mind, just as he knew what was in mine; and killin 
being out of the question, we did the next best, We told the man we could 
and would make such a scandal out of this, as should make his name stink 
from one end of London 1o the other. If he had any friends or any credit, 
we undertook that he should lose them. And all the time, as we were 
pitching it in red hot, we were keeping the women off him as best we 
could, for they were as wild as harpies. I never saw a circle of such hateful 
faces: and there was the man in the middle, with a kind of black, sneering 
coolness—frightened too, I could see that—but carrying it off, sir, really 
like Satan. ‘If you choose to make capital out of this accident,’ said he, T 
am naturally helpless. No gentleman but wishes to avoid a scene,’ says he. 
‘Name your figure.’ Well, we screwed him up toa hundred pounds for the 
child’s family; he would have clearly liked to stick out; but there was 
something about the lot of us that meant mischief, and at last he struck. 
‘The next thing was to get the money; and where do you think he carried 
us but to that place with the door?—whipped out a key, went in, and 
presently came back with the matter of ten pounds in gold and a cheque 
for the balance on Coutts's, drawn payable to bearer and signed with a 
name that I can't mention, though it's one of the points of my story, but it 
‘was a name at least very well known and often printed. The figure was 
stiff, but the signature was good for more than that, ifit was only genuine. 
took the liberty of pointing out to my gentleman thatthe whole business 
looked apocryphal, and that a man does not, in real life, walk into a cellar 
door at four in the morning and come out with another man’s cheque for 
close upon a hundred pounds. But he was quite easy and sneering, ‘Set 
your mind at rest,’ says he, 'I will stay with you till the banks open and cash 
the cheque myself.’ So we all set off, the doctor, and the child's father, and 
our friend and myself, and passed the rest of the night in my chambers; 
and nextday, when we had breakfasted, went in a body to the bank. I gave 
in the cheque myself, and said 1 had every reason to believe it was a 
forgery. Not a bit of it, The cheque was genuine.” 

“Tut-tut,” said Mr. Uterson. 

“see you feel as I do,” said Mr. Enfield, “Yes, it's a bad story. For my 
‘man was a fellow that nobody could have to do with, a really damnable 
man; and the person that drew the cheque is the very pink of the prop- 
tieties, celebrated too, and (what makes it worse) one of your fellows who 
do what they call good. Blick mail, I suppose; an honest man paying 
through the nose for some of the capers of his youth. Black Mail House is 
what I call the place with the door, in consequence. Though even that, you 
know, is far from explaining all,” he added, and with the words fell into a 
vein of musing, 

From this he was recalled by Mr. Uwerson asking rather suddenly: 
“And you don't know if the drawer of the cheque lives there?” 

“A likely place, isn't it?” returned Mr. Enfield. “But I happen to have 
noticed his address; he lives in some square or othe 
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“And you never asked about the—place with the door?" said Mr. 
Uuterson. 

“No, sir: I had a delicacy,” was the reply. “I feel very strongly about 
putting questions: it partakes too much of the style of the day of judg- 
ment. You start a question, and it’s like starting a stone, You sit quietly on 
the top of a hill; and away the stone goes, starting others; and presently 
some bland old bird (the last you would have thought of) is knocked on 
the head in his own back garden and the family have to change their 
name. No, sir, I make ita rule of mine: the more it looks like Queer Street, 
the less I as 

“A very good rule, too," said the lawyer, 

“But I have studied the place for myself,” continued Mr, Enfield. “It 
seems scarcely a house, There is no other door, and nobody goes in or out 
of that one but, once in a great while, the gentleman of my adventure. 
‘There are three windows looking on the court on the first floor; none 
below; the windows are always shut but they're clean. And then there isa 
chimney which is generally smoking; so somebody must live there. And 
yet it's not so sure: for the buildings are so packed together about the 
‘court, that it’s hard to say where one ends and another begins 

‘The pair walked on again fora while in silence; and then “Enfiel 
Mr, Utterson, "that’s a good rule of yours.” 

es, 1 think itis,” returned Enfield, 
“But forall that," continued the lawyer, “there’s one point L want to ask: 
I want to ask the name of that man who walked over the child.” 

“Well,” said Mr. Enfield, "I can't see what harm it would do, Tt was a 
‘man of the name of Hyde. 

“Hm,” said Mr. Utterson, “What sort of man is he to see?” 

“He is not easy to describe. There is something wrong with his 
appearance; something displeasing, something down-right detestable. 1 
never saw a man I so disliked, and yet I scarce know why. He must be 
deformed somewhere; he gives a strong feeling of deformity, although I 
couldn't specify the point. He's an extraordinary looking man, and yet I 
really can name nothing out of the way, No, sir; I can make no hand of it; 1 
can't describe him. And it's not want of memory; for I declare | can see 
him this moment’ 

Mr, Utterson again walked some way in silence and obviously under a 
weight of consideration. "You are sure he used a key?” he inquired at last. 

“My dear sir..." began Enfield, surprised out of himself. 

“Yes, I know,” said Utterson; “I know it must seem strange, The fact is, 
if I do not ask you the name of the other party, it ìs because I know it 
already. You see, Richard, your tale has gone home. If you have been 
inexact in any point, you had better correct it.” 

“think you might have warned me," returned the other with a touch of 
sullenness. “But I have been pedantically exact, as you call it. The fellow 
hada key; and what's more, he has it still. [saw him use it, nota week ago.” 

‘Mr, Utterson sighed deeply but said never a word; and the young man 
presently resumed. "Here is another lesson to say nothing,” said he. “Lam 
ashamed of my long tongue, Let us make a bargain never to refer to this 
again. 

“With all my heart,” said the lawyer, “I shake hands on that, Richard.” 


said 
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SEARCH FOR MR. HYDE 


‘That evening Mr. Uuerson came home to his bachelor house in sombre 
spirits and sat down to dinner without relish. It was his custom of a 
Sunday, when this meal was over, to sit close by the fire, a volume of some 
dry divinity on his reading desk, until the clock of the neighbourin 
church rang out the hour of twelve, when he would go soberly an 
gratefully to bed. On this night, however, as soon as the cloth was taken 
away, he took up a candle and went into his business room. There he 
‘opened his safe, took from the most private part of it a document en- 
dorsed on the envelope as Dr. Jekyll's Will, and sat down with a clouded 
brow to study its contents. The will was holograph, for Mr. Utterson, 
though he took charge of it now that it was made, had refused to lend the 
least assistance in the making of it; it provided not only that, in case of the 
decease of Henry Jekyll, M.D., D.C.L., L.L.D., F.R.S., etc. all his posses- 
sions were to pass into the hands of his “friend and benefactor Edward 
Hyde,” but that in case of Dr. Jekyll’s “disappearance or unexplained 
absence for any period exceeding three calendar months,” the said Ed- 
ward Hyde should step into the said Henry Jekyll’s shoes without further 
delay and free from any burthen or obligation, beyond the payment of a 
few small sums to the members of the doctor's household. This document 
had long been the lawyer's eyesore. It offended him both as a lawyer and 
as a lover of the sane and customary sides of life, to whom the fanciful was 
the immodest. And hitherto it was his ignorance of Mr. Hyde that had 
swelled his indignation; now, by a sudden turn, it was his knowledge. It 
was already bad enough when the name was buta name of which he could 
learn no more. It was worse when it began to be clothed upon with 
destestable attributes; and out of the shifting, insubstantial mists that had 
3o long baffled his eye, there leaped up the sudden, definite presentment 
of a fiend. 

“I thought it was madness,” he said, as he replaced the obnoxious paper 
in the safe, “and now I begin to fear it is disgrace.” 

With that he blew out his candle, put on a greatcoat, and set forth in the 
direction of Cavendish Square, that citadel of medicine, where his friend, 
the great Dr, Lanyon, had his house and received his crowding patients. 
“If anyone knows, it will be Lanyon,” he had thought. 

‘The solemn butler knew and welcomed him; he was subjected to no 
stage of delay, but ushered direct from the door to the dining-room 
where Dr, Lanyon sat alone over his wine. This was a hearty, healthy, 
dapper, red-faced gentleman, with a shock of hair prematurely white, 
anda boisterous and decided manner. Atsight of Mr, Uterson, he sprang 
up from his chair and welcomed him with both hands. The geniality, as 
‘was the way of the man, was somewhat theatrical to the eye; but it reposed 
on genuine feeling. For these two were old friends, old mates both at 
school and college, both thorough respectors of themselves and of each 
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other, and what does not always follow, men who thoroughly enjoyed 
each other's company. x 

"After a litle rambling talk, the lawyer led up to the subject which so 
disagreeably preoccupied his mind. 

“Tsuppose, Lanyon,” said he, “you and I must be the two oldest friends 
that Henry Jekyll has?” 

"I wish the friends were younger,” chuckled Dr. Lanyon, “But I sup- 
pose we are. And what of that? I see little of him now.” 

"Indeed?" said Utterson. “I thought you had a bond of common in- 
terest’ 

"We had," was the reply. "But it is more than ten years since Henry 
Jekyll became too fanciful for me. He began to go wrong, wrong in mind 
and though of course I continue to take an interest in him for old sake's 
sake, as they say, I see and I have seen devilish litle of the man. Such 
unscientific balderdash,” added the doctor, flushing suddenly purple, 
“would have estranged Damon and Pythias.” 

"This little spirit of temper was somewhat of a relief to Mr. Utterson. 
“They have only differed on some point of science,” he thought; and 
being a man of no scientific passions (except in the matter of conveyance- 
ing), he even added: "I is nothing worse than that!” He gave his friend a 
few seconds to recover his composure, and then approached the question 
he had come to put. “Did you ever come across a protégé of his—one 
Hyde?” he asked, 

“Hyde?” repeated Lanyon, “No. Never heard of him. Since my time.” 

‘That was the amount of information that the lawyer carried back with 
him to the great, dark bed on which he tossed to and fro, until the small 
hours of the morning began to grow large. It was a night of little ease to his 
toiling mind, toiling in mere darkness and beseiged by questions. 

Six o'clock struck on the bells of the church that was so conveniently 
near to Mr. Utterson’s dwelling, and still he was digging at the problem: 
Hitherto it had touched him on the intellectual side alone; but now his 
imagination also was engaged, or rather enslaved; and as he lay and 
tossed in the gross darkness of the night and the curtained room, Mr, 
Enfield’s tale went by before his mind in a scroll of lighted pictures. He 
would be aware of the great field of lamps of a nocturnal city; then of the 
figure ofa man walking swiftly; then of a child running from the doctor's; 
and then these met, and that human Juggernaut trod the child down and 
passed on regardless of her screams, Or else he would seea room in a rich 
house, where his friend lay asleep, dreaming and smiling at his dreams; 
and then the door of that room would be opened, the curtains of the bed 
plucked apart, the sleeper recalled, and lo! there would stand by his side a 
figure to whom power was given, and even at that dead hour, he must rise 
and do its bidding, The figure in these two phases haunted the lawyer all 
night; and if at any time he dozed over, it was but to see it glide more 
stealthily through sleeping houses, or move the more swiftly and still the 
‘more swiftly, even to dizziness, through wider labyrinths of lamplighted 
city, and at every street corner crush a child and leave her screaming. And 
still the figure had no face by which he might know it; even in his dreams, 
it had no face, or one that baffled him and melted before his eyes; and 
thus it was that there sprang up and grew apace in the lawyer's mind a 
singularly strong, almost an inordinate, curiosity to behold the features of 
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the real Mr. Hyde. If he could but once set eyes on him, he thought the 
mystery would lighten and perhaps roll altogether away, as was the habit 
of mysterious things when well examined. He might see a reason for his 
friend's strange preference or bondage (call it which you please) and even 
for the startling clause of the will. Atleast it would be a face worth seeing: 
the face of a man who was without bowels of mercy: a face which had but 
to show itself to rais¢ up, in the mind of the unimpressionable Enfield, a 
spirit of enduring hatred. 

From that time forward, Mr. Utterson began to haunt the door in the 
by-street of shops. In the morning before office hours, at noon when 
business was plenty, and time scarce, at night under the face of the fogged 
city moon, by all lights and at all hours of solitude or concourse, the lawyer 
‘was to be found on his chosen post. 

“If he be Mr. Hyde," he had thought, “I shall be Mr. Seek.” 

‘And at last his patience was rewarded. It was a fine dry night; frost in 
the air; the streets as clean as a ballroom floor; the lamps, unshaken by any 
wind, drawing a regular pattern of light and shadow. By ten o'clock, when 
the shops were closed, the by-street was very solitary and, in spite of the 
low growl of London from all round, very silent. Small sounds carried far; 
domestic sounds out of the houses were clearly audible on either side of 
the roadway; and the rumour of the approach of any passenger preceded 
him by along time. Mr. Utterson had been some minutes at his post, when 
he was aware of an odd, light footstep drawing near. In the course of his 
nightly patrols, he had long grown accustomed to the quaint effect with 
which the fottalls of a single person, while he is still a great way off 
suddenly spring out distinct from the vast hum and clatter of the city. Yet 
his attention had never before been so sharply and decisively arrested; 
and it was with a strong, superstitious prevision of success that he with- 
drew into the entry of the court. 

‘The steps drew swiftly nearer, and swelled out suddenly louder as they 
turned the end of the street. The lawyer, looking forth from the entry, 
could soon see what manner of man he had to deal with, He was small and 
very plainly dressed, and the look of him, even at that distance, went 
somehow strongly against the watcher’s inclination. But he made straight 
for the door, crossing the roadway to save time; and as he came, he drew a 
key from his pocket like one approaching home. 

Mr. Utterson stepped out and touched him on the shoulder as he 
passed. "Mr. Hyde, I think?” x 

Mr. Hyde shrank back with a hissing intake of the breath. But his fear 
was only momentary; and though he did not look the lawyer in the face, 
he answered coolly enough: “That is my name. What do you want? 

"Tsee you are going in,” returned the lawyer. “I am an old friend of Dr. 
Jekyl’s—Mr. Utterson of Gaunt Street—you must have heard of my 
ame; and meeting you so conveniently, 1 thought you might admit me.” 

“You will not find Dr. Jekyll; he is from home,” replied Mr. Hyde, 
nd then suddenly, but still without looking up, "How 

did you know me?” he asked. 
“On your side," said Mr. Utterson, “will you do me a favour? 


“With pleasure," replied the other, “What shall it be?” 
“Will you let me see your face?” asked the lawyer. 
Mr. Hyde appeared to hesitate, and then, as if upon some sudden 
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reflection, fronted about with an air of defiance; and the pair stared at 
teach other preity fixedly for a few seconds. "Now I shall know you again, 
said Mr. Utterson, “It may be useful.” 

“Yes,” returned Mr. Hyde, “itis as well we have met; and à propos, you 
should have my address.” And he gave a number of a street in Soho. 

“Good God!” thought Mr. Utterson, "can he, too, have been thinking of 
the will?” But he kept his feelings to himself and only grunted in ack- 
nowledgment of the address. 

“And now,” said the other, “how did you know me?” 

“By description,” was the reply. 

“Whose description?” 

“We have common friends," said Mr, Utterson 

“Common friends?" echoed Mr Hyde, a little hoarsely."Who are they?” 

“Jekyll, for instance,” said the lawyer x 
He never told you,” cried Mr. Hyde, with a flush of anger. "I did not 
think you would have lied. 

“Come,” said Mr. Utterson, “that is not fitting language.” 

‘The other snarled aloud into a savage laugh; and the next moment, 
with extraordinary quickness, he had unlocked the door and disappeared 
into the house. 

“The lawyer stood awhile when Mr, Hyde had left him, the picture of 
disquietude. Then he began slowly to mount the street, pausing every 
step or two and putting his hand to his brow like a man in mental 
perplexity. The problem he was thus debating as he walked, was one of a 
lass that is rarely solved. Mr. Hyde was pale and dwarfish, he gave an 
impression of deformity without any nameable malformation, he had a. 
displeasing smile, he had borne himself to the lawyer with a sort of 
murderous mixture of timidity and boldness, and he spoke with a husky, 
whispering and somewhat broken voice; all these were pointsagainst him, 
but not all of these together could explain the hitherto unknown disgust, 
loathing and fear with which Mr. Utterson regarded him. “There must be 
something else,” said the perplexed gentleman. “There is something 
‘more, if I could find a name for it. God bless me, the man seems hardly 
human! Something troglodytic, shall we say? or can it be the old story of 
Dr. Fell? or is it the mere radiance of a foul soul that thus transpires 
through, and transfigures, is clay continent? The last, I think: for, O my 
poor old Harry Jekyll, if ever I read Satan's signature upon a face, it ison 
that of your new friend.” 

Round the corner from the by-street, there was a square of ancient, 
handsome houses, now for the most part decayed from their high estate 
and let in flats and chambers to all sorts and conditions of men; map- 
engravers, architects, shady lawyers and the agents of obscure enter- 
prises. One house, however, second from the corner, was still occupied 
entire; and at the door of this, which wore a great air of wealth and 
comfort, though it was now plunged in darkness except for the fanlight, 
Mr. Utterson stopped and knocked. A well-dressed, elderly servant 
opened the door. 

“Is Dr. Jekyll at home, Poole?" asked the lawyer. 

“Iwill see, Mr. Utterson,” said Poole, admitting the visitor, as he spoke, 
into a large, low-roofed, comfortable hall, paved with flags, warmed (after 
the fashion of a country house) by a bright, open fire, and furnished with 
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costly cabinets of oak. “Will you wait here by the fire, sir? or shall I give 
You a light în the dining-room?” A ye 

“Here, thank you,” said the lawyer, and he drew near and leaned on the 
tall fender, This hall, in which he was now left alone, was pet fancy of his 
friend the doctor's; and Utterson himself was wont to speak of it as the 
pleasantest room in London. But tonight there was a shudder in his 
blood; the face of Hyde sat heavy on his memory; he felt (what was rare 
with him) a nausea and distaste of life; and in the gloom of his spirits, he 
seemed to read a menace in the flickering of the firelight on the polished 
cabinets and the uneasy starting of the shadow on the roof. He was 
ashamed of his relief, when Poole presently returned to announce that 
Dr, Jekyll was gone out. 

saw Mr. Hyde go in by the old dissecting-room door, Poole,” he said. 

“Is that right, when Dr, Jekyll is from home?" 

“Quite right, Mr. Utterson, sir,” replied the servant. “Mr. Hyde has a 


“Your master seems to repose a great deal of trust in that young man, 
Poole,” resumed the other musingly. 

“Yes, sir, he does indeed,” said Poole. “We have all orders to obey him.” 

1 do not think I ever met Mr. Hyde?" asked Utterson. 
*O, dear no, sir. He never dines here,” replied the butler. “Indeed we 
see very little of him on this side of the house; he mostly comes and goes by 
the laboratory.” 

“Well, good-night, Poole.” 

“Good-night, Mr. Utterson.” 

‘And the lawyer setout homeward with a very heavy heart. “Poor Harry 
Jekyll; he thought, “my mind misgives me he is in deep waters! He was 
‘wild when he was young: a long while ago to be sure; but in the law of God, 
there is no statute of limitations. Ay, it must be that; the ghost of some old 
sin, the cancer of some concealed disgrace: punishment coming, pede 
claudo, years after memory has forgotten and self-love condoned the 
fault.” And the lawyer, scared by the thought, brooded awhile on his own 
past, groping in all the corners of memory, lest by chance some Jack-in- 
the-Box of an old iniquity should leap to light there. His past was fairly 
blameless; few men could read the rolls of their life with-less 
apprehension; yet he was humbled to the dust by the many ill things he 
had done, and raised up again into a sober and fearful gratitude by the 
many he had come so near to doing, yetavoided. And then bya return on 
his former subject, he conceived a spark of hope. "This Master Hyde,ifhe 
were studied,” thought he, "must have secrets of his own; black secrets, by 
the look of him; secrets compared to which poor Jekyll’s worst would be 
like sunshine. Things cannot continue as they are. It turns me cold to 
think of this creature stealing like a thief to Harry's bedside; poor Harry, 
what awakening! And the danger of it; for if this Hyde suspects the 
existence of the will, he may grow impatient to inherit, Ay, I must put my 
Shoulders to the wheel—if Jekyll will but let me,” he added, "if Jekyll will 
only let me.” For once more he saw before his mind’s eye, as clear as 
transparency, the strange clauses of the will. 
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Dr. JekyLL Was Quite AT Ease 


A fortnight later, by excellent good fortune, the doctor gave one of his 
pleasant dinners to some five or six old cronies, all intelligent, reputable 
men and all judges of good wine; and Mr, Utterson so contrived that he 
remained behind after the others had departed. This was no new 
arrangement, but a thing that had befallen many scores of times. Where 
Utterson was liked, he was liked well. Hosts loved to detain the dry lawyer, 
when the lighthearted and loose-tongued had already their foot on the 
threshold; they liked to sit awhile in his unobtrusive company, practising, 
for solitude, sobering their minds in the man’s rich silence after the 
expense and strain of gaiety. To this rule, Dr. Jekyll was no exception; and 
as he now sat on the opposite side of the fire—a large, well-made, smooth- 
faced man of fifty, with something of a slyish case perhaps, but every 
mark of capacity and kindness—you could see by his looks that he cher- 
ished for Mr, Utterson a sincere and warm affection. 

“L have been wanting to speak to you, Jekyll," began the latter. "You 
know that will of yours?” 

A close observer might have gathered that the topic was distasteful; but 
the doctor carried it off gaily. “My poor Utterson,” said he, "you are 
unfortunate in such a client, I never saw a man so distressed as you were 
by my will; unless it were that hide-bound pedant, Lanyon, at what he 
called my scientific heresies. O, I know he’s a good fellow—you needn't 
frown—an excellent fellow, and I always mean to see more of him; but a 
hide-bound pedant for all that; an ignorant, blatant pedant. I was never 
more disappointed in any man than Lanyon.” 

“You know Inever approved of it,” pursued Utterson, ruthlessly disre- 
garding the fresh topic. 

y will? Yes, certainly, I know that, 
“You have told me so." 

“Well, I tell you so again,” continued the lawyer. “I have been learning 
something of young Hyde.” 

The large handsome face of Dr. Jekyll grew pale to the very lips, and 
there came a blackness about his eyes. "I do not care to hear more,” said 
he. “This is a matter I thought we had agreed to drop.” 

‘What I heard was abominable,” said Utterson, 

“It can make no change. You do not understand my position,” returned 
the doctor, with a certain incoherency of manner. “I am painfully situ- 
ated, Utterson; my position isa very strange—a very strange one, Itisone 
of those affairs that cannot be mended by talking.” 

“Jekyll,” said Utterson, "you know me; I am aman to be trusted. Make a 
clean breast of this in confidence; and I make no doubt I can get you out 
of it." 

“My good Utterson," said the doctor, “this is very good of you, this is 
downright good of you, and I cannot find words to thank you in, I believe 


said the doctor, a trifle sharply. 
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you fully; I would trust you before any man alive, ay, before myself, if 1 
Could make the choice; but indeed i isn't what you fancy, itis notes badas 
that; and just to put your good heart at rest, I will tell you one thing: the 
‘moment choose, I can be rid of Mr. Hyde. I give you my hand upon that 
and I thank you again and again; and I will just add one little word, 
Utterson, that I'm sure you'll take in good part: this isa private matter, 
and I beg of you to'let it sleep. 

Utterson reflected a litle, looking in the fire. 
tesi have no doubt you are perfectly right," he sida last, getting to his 
feet. 

“Well, but since we have touched upon this business, and for the last 
time I hope," continued the doctor, "thereis one point I should like you to 
understand. I have really a very great interest in poor Hyde. 1 know you 
have seen him; he told me so; and I fear he was rude, But I do sincerely 
take a great, a very great interest in that young man; and if I am taken 
away, Utterson, I wish you to promise me that you will bear with him and 
get his rights for him. I think you would, if you knew all; and it would bea 
weight off my mind if you would promise. 

“I can't pretend that I shall ever like him,” said the lawyer: 

“I don't ask that,” pleaded Jekyll, laying his hand upon the other's arm; 
“L only ask for justice; 1 only ask you to help him for my sake, when Iam 
no longer here.” 

Unterson heaved an irrepressible sigh. “Well,” said he, “I promise.” 


Tue Carew MURDER CASE 


Nearly a year later, in the month of October, 18—, London was startled by 
acrime of singular ferocity and rendered all the more notable by the high 
position of the victim. The details were few and startling. A maid servant 
living alone in a house not far from the river, had gone upstairs to bed 
about eleven. Although a fog rolled over the city in the small hours, the 
early part of the night was cloudless, and the lane, which the maid's 
window overlooked, was brilliantly lit by the full moon. It seems she was 
romantically given, for she sat down upon her box, which stood im- 
mediately under the window, and fell into a dream of musing. Never (she 
used to say, with streaming tears, when she narrated that experience), 
never had she felt more at peace with all men or thought more kindly of 
the world, And as she so sat she became aware of an aged beautiful 
gentleman with white hair, drawing near along the lane; and advancing to 
Meet him, another and very small gentleman, to whom at first she paid 
Jess attention. When they had come within speech (which was just under 
the maid’s eyes) the older man bowed and accosted the other with a very 
pretty manner of politeness. It did not seem as if the subject of his address 
Were of great importance; indeed, from his pointing, it sometimes 
Appeared as if he were only inquiring his way; but the moon shone on his 
face as he spoke, and the girl was pleased to watch i, it seemed to breathe 
such an innocent and old-world kindness of disposition, yet with some- 
thing high too, as of a well-founded self-content, Presently her eye wan- 
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dered to the other, and she was surprised to recognise in hima certain Mr. 
Hyde, who had once visited her E ici conceiveda 
dislike. He had in his hand a heavy cane, with which he was trifling; but he 
answered never a word, and seemed to listen with an ill-contained impa- 
tience. And then all of a sudden he broke out in a great flame of anger, 
stamping with his foot, brandishing the cane, and carrying on (asthe maid 
described it) like a madman, The old gentleman took step back, with the 
air of one very much surprised and a trifle hurt; and at that Mr. Hyde 
broke out ofall bounds and clubbed him to the earth, And next moment, 
with ape-like fury, he was trampling his victim under foot and hailing 
down a storm of blows, under which the bones were audibly shattered an 
the body jumped upon the roadway. At the horror of these sights and 
Sounds, the maid fainted. 

It was two o'clock when she came to herself and called-for the police. 
‘The murderer was gone long ago; but there lay his victim in the middle of 
the lane, incredibly mangled. The stick with which the deed had been 
done, although it was of some rare and very tough and heavy wood, had 
broken in the middle under the stress of this insensate cruelty; and one 
splintered half had rolled in the neighbouring gutter—the other, without 
doubt, had been carried away by the murderer. A purse and gold watch 
were found upon the victim: but no cards or papers, except a sealed and 
stamped envelope, which he had been probably carrying to the post, and 
which bore the name and address of Mr. Uterson, 

‘This was brought to the lawyer the next morning, before he was out of 
bed; and he had no sooner seen it, and been told the circumstances, than 
he shot out a solemn lip. "I shall say nothing ull I have seen the body,” said 
he; “this may be very serious. Have the kindness to wait while T dress.” 
And with the same grave countenance he hurried through his breakfast 
and drove to the police station, whither the body had been carried. As 
soon as he came into the cell, he nodded. 

a Wet sid hes" recognise him. Lam sorry tosay that hii Sir Danvers 

'arew. 

“Good God, sir," exclaimed the officer, “is it possible?” And the next 
moment his eye lighted up with professional ambition, "This will make a 
deal of noise,” he said. "And perhaps you can help us to the man.” And he 
briefly narrated what the maid had seen, and showed the broken stick, 

Mr, Utterson had already quailed at the name of Hyde; but when the 
stick was laid before him, he could doubt no longer; broken and battered 
as it was, he recognized it for one that he had himself presented many 
years before to Henry Jekyll 

“Is this Mr, Hyde a person of small stature?" he inquired. 

“Particularly small and particularly wicked-looking, is what the maid 
calls him,” said the officer. 

Mr. Utterson reflected; and then, raising his head, “If you will come 
with me in my cab,” he said, “I think I can take you to his house.” 

It was by this time about nine in the morning, and the first fog of the 
season, A great chocolate-coloured pall lowered over heaven, but the 
wind was continually charging and routing these embattled vapours; so 
that as the cab crawled from street to street, Mr. Utterson beheld a 
marvelous number of degrees and hues of twilight; for here it would be 
dark like the back-end of evening; and there would be a glow of a rich, 
lurid brown, like the light of some strange conflagration; and here, for a 
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moment, the fog would be quite broken up, and a haggard shaft of 
daylight would glance in between the swirling wreaths. The dismal quar- 
terof Soho seen under these changing glimpses, with its muddy ways, and 
slatternly passengers, and its lamps, which had never been extinguished 
or had been kindled afresh to combat this mournful reinvasion of dark- 
ness, seemed, in the lawyer's eyes, like a district of some city in a night- 
mare. The thoughts of his mind, besides, were of the gloomiest dye; and 
when he glanced at the companion of his drive, he was conscious of some 
touch of that terror of the law and the law's officers, which may at times 
assail the most honest. 

As the cab drew up before the address indicated, the fog lifted a litle 
and showed him a dingy street, a gin palace, a low French eating house, a 
shop for the retail of penny numbers and twopenny salads, many ragged 
children huddled in the doorways, and many women of many different 
nationalities passing out, key in hand, to have a morning glass; and the 
next moment the fog settled down again upon that part, as brown as 
umber, and cut him off from his blackguardly surroundings. This was the 
home of Henry Jekyll’s favourite; of a man who was heir to a quarter of a 
million sterling. 

‘An ivory-faced and silvery-haired old woman opened the door. She 
had an evil face, smoothed by hypocrisy: but her manners were excellent. 
Yes, she said, this was Mr. Hyde's, but he was not at home; he had been in 
that night very late, but he had gone away again in less than an hour; there 
was nothing strange in that; his habits were very irregular, and he was 
often absent; for instance, it was nearly two months since she had seen 
till yesterday. 

‘Very well, then, we wish to see his rooms," said the lawyer; and when 
the woman began to declare it was impossible, “I had better tell you who 
this person is,” he added. “This is Inspector Newcomen of Scotland 
Yard." 

‘A flash of odious joy appeared upon the woman's face. “Ah!” said she, 
“he is in trouble! What has he done?” 

Mr. Utterson and the inspector exchanged glances. “He don’t seem a 
yery popular character,” observed the latter, “And now, my good woman, 
just let me and this gentleman have a look about us. 

In the whole extent of the house, which but for the old woman re- 
mained otherwise empty, Mr. Hyde had only used a couple of rooms; but 
these were furnished with luxury and good taste, A closet was filled with 
wine; the plate was of silver, the napery elegant; a good picture hung 
Upon the walls, a gift (as Utterson supposed) from Henry Jekyll, who was 
much of a connoisseur; and the carpets were of many plies and agreeable 
in colour. At this moment, however, the rooms bore every mark of having 
been recently and hurriedly ransacked; clothes lay about the floor, with 
their pockets inside out; lock-fast drawers stood open; and on the hearth 
there lay a pile of grey ashes, as though many papers had been burned, 
From these embers the inspector disinterred the butt end of a green 
cheque book, which had resisted the action of the fire; the other half of 
the stick was found behind the door; and as this clinched his suspicions, 
the officer declared himself delighted. A visit ro the bank, where several 
thousand pounds were found to be lying to the murderer's credit, com- 
pleted his gratification, 5 ap 

h “You may depend upon it, sir," he told Mr. Utterson: “I have him in my 
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hand. He must have lost his head, or he never would have left the stick or, 
above all, burned the cheque book. Why, money’slife to the man. We have 
nothing to do but wait for him at the bank, and get out the handbills.” 

‘This last, however, was not so easy of accomplishment; for Mr. Hyde 
had numbered few familiars—even the master of the servant maid had 
only seen him twice; his family could nowhere be traced; he had never 
been photographed; and the few who could describe him differed widely, 
as common observers will. Only on one point were they agreed; and that 
twas the haunting sense of unexpressed deformity with which the fugitive 
impressed his beholders, 


INCIDENT OF THE LETTER 


Tt was late in the afternoon, when Mr. Utterson found his way to Dr. 
Jekyll’s door, where he was at once admitted by Poole, and carried down 
by the kitchen offices and across a yard which had once been a garden, to 
the building which was indifferently known as the laboratory or dissecting, 
rooms. The doctor had bought the house from the heirs of a celebrate 
surgeon; and his own tastes being rather chemical than anatomical, had 
changed the destination of the block at the bottom of the garden. It was 
the first time that the lawyer had been received in that part of his friend's 
‘quarters; and he eyed the dingy, windowless structure with curiosity, and 
gazed round with a distasteful sense of strangeness as he crossed the 
theatre, once crowded with eager students and now lying gaunt and 
silent, the tables laden with chemical apparatus, the floor strewn with 
crates and littered with packing straw, and the light falling dimly through 
the foggy cupola. At the further end, a flight of stairs mounted to a door 
covered with red baize; and through this, Mr. Utterson was at last re- 
ceived into the doctor's cabinet. It wasa large room fitted round with glass 
presses, furnished, among other things, with a cheval-glass and a business 
table, and looking out upon the court by three dusty windows barred with 
iron. The fire burned in the grate; a lamp was set lighted on the chimney 
shelf, for even in the houses the fog began to lie thickly; and there, close 
up to the warmth, sat Dr. Jekyll, looking deathly sick. He did not rise to 
meet his visitor, but held out a cold hand and bade him welcome in a 
changed voice. 

“And now,” said Mr. Utterson, as soon as Poole had left them, “you 
have heard the news?” 

The doctor shuddered. “They 
heard them in my dining-room.” 

“One word,” said the lawyer. "Carew was my client, but sore you, and I 
vant o know what Iam doing, You have not been mad enough to hide 

is fellow?" 

“Utterson, I swear to God,” cried the doctor, “I swear to God 1 will 
never set eyes on him again. I bind my honour to you that I am done with 
himin this world. Itisall atan end, And indeed he does not want my help; 
you do not know himas I do; heis safe, he is quite safe; mark my words, he 
will never more be heard of: 

‘The lawyer listened gloomily; he did not like his friend's feverish 


vere crying it in the square,” he said. “I 
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manner. “You seem pretty sure of him," said he; “and for your sake, I 
hope you may be right. If it came to trial, your name might appear.” 

“Tam quite sure of him,” replied Jekyll; “I have grounds for certainty 
that I cannot share with anyone, Bui there is one thing on which you may 
advise me. 1 have—I have received a letter; and I am at a loss whether I 
should show it to the police. I should like to leave it in your hands, 
Utterson; you would judge wisely, I am sure; I have so great a trust in 
you. 

“You fear, I suppose, that it might lead’to his detection?" asked the 
lawyer, 

“No,” said the other, “I cannot say that I care what becomes of Hyde; 1 
‘am quite done with him, I was thinking of my own character, which this 
hateful business has rather exposed.” 

Utterson ruminated awhile; he was surprised at his friend's selfishness, 
and yet relieved by it. “Well,” said he, at last, “let me see the letter.” 

‘The letter was written in an odd, upright hand and signed "Edward 
Hyde”; and it signified, briefly enough, that the writer’s benefactor, Dr, 
Jekyll, whom he had long so unworthily repaid for a thousand generosi- 
ties, need labour under no alarm for his safety, as he had means of escape 
on which he placed a sure dependence. The lawyer liked this letter well 
enough; it put a better colour on the intimacy than he had looked for; and 
he blamed himself for some of his past suspicions. 

“Have you the envelope?” he asked. 

“I burned it,” replied Jekyll, “before I thought what I was about. But it 
hore no postmark, The note was handed in.” 

“Shall 1 keep this and sleep upon it?" asked Utterson. 

“Lwish you to judge for me entirely.” was the reply. “I have lost 
confidence in myself.” 

“Well, I shall consider,” returned the lawyer. “And now one word 
more: it was Hyde who dictated the terms in your will about that dis- 
appearance?” i 

“The doctor seemed seized with a qualm of faintness; he shut his mouth 
tight and nodded, 

'I knew it,” said Utterson. "He meant to murder you. You had a fine 
escape.” 

“T have had what is far more to the purpose,” returned the doctor 
solemnly: “I have had a lesson—O God, Utterson, what a lesson 1 have 
had!" And he covered his face for a moment with his hands. 

‘On his way out, the lawyer stopped and had a word or two with Poole. 
“By the bye,” said he, “there was a letter handed in to-day: what was the 
messenger like?" But Poole was positive nothing had come except by post; 

‘and only circulars by that,” he added. 

This news sent off the visitor with his fears renewed. Plainly the letter 
had come by the laboratory door; possibly, indeed, it had been written in 
the cabinet; and if that were so, it must be differently judged, and handled 
With the more caution. The newsboys, as he went, were crying themselves 
hoarse along the footways: “Special edition. Shocking murder of an M.P.” 
‘That was the funeral oration of one friend and client; and he could not 
help a certain apprehension lest the good name of another should be 
sucked down in the eddy of the scandal. It was, at least, a ticklish decision 
that he had to make; and self-reliant as he was by habit, he began to 

SR For advice. It was not to be had directly; but perhaps, he 


ag 
218 ROBERT LOUIS STEVENSON 


thought, it might be fished for. 3 

‘Presently after, he sat on one side of his own hearth, with Mr. Guest, his 
head clerk, upon the other, and midway between, at a nicely calculated 
distance from the fire, a bottle ofa particular old wine that had long dwelt 
‘unstinned in the foundations of his house, The fog still slept on the wing 
above the drowned city, where the lamps glimmered like carbuncles; and 
through the muffle and smother of these fallen clouds, the procession of 
the town's life was stil rolling in through the great arteries with a sound as 
of a mighty wind, But the room was gay with firelight. In the bottle the 
acids were long ago resolved; the imperial dye had softened with time, as 
the colour grows richer in stained windows; and the glow of hot autumn 
afternoons on hillside vineyards, was ready to be set free and to disperse 
the fogs of London. Insensibly the lawyer melted, There was no man 
from whom he kept fewer secrets than Mr. Guest; and he was not always 
sure that he kept as many as he meant. Guest had often been on business 
tothe doctor's; he knew Poole; he could scarce have failed to hear of Mr. 
Hyde's familiarity about the house; he might draw conclusions: was it not 
as well, then, that he should see a letter which put that mystery to rights? 
and above all since Guest, being a great student and critic of handwriting, 
would consider the step natural and obliging? The clerk, besides, was a 
man of counsel; he could scarce read so strange a document without 
dropping a remark; and by that remark Mr. Utterson might shape his 
future course. 
‘This is a sad business about Sir Danvers,” he said. 

sir, indeed. It has elicited a great deal of public feeling,” returned 

Guest, “The man, of course, was mad.” 

“I should like to hear your views on that,” replied Utterson, “I have a 
document here in his handwriting: it is between ourselves, for T scarce 
know what to do about it; it isan ugly business at the best. But there it is; 
quite in your way; a murderer's autograph. 

Guest's eyes brightened, and he sat down at once and studied it with 
passion, "No sir,” he said: “not mad; but it is an odd hand.” 

“And by all accounts a very odd writer,” added the lawyer. 

Just then the servant entered with a note. 

“Is that from Dr. Jekyll, sir?” inquired the clerk. "I thought I knew the 
writing. Anything private, Mr. Utterson?” 

“Only an invitation to dinner. Why? Do you want to see it?" 

“One moment. I thank you, sir;" and the clerk laid the two sheets of 
paper alongside and sedulously compared their contents. “Thank you, 
sir,” he said at last, returning both; “it's a very interesting autograph.” 

‘There was a pause, during which Mr. Utterson struggled with himself. 
“Why did you compare them, Guest?” he inquired suddenly. 

“Well, sir,” returned the clerk, “there's a rather singular resemblance; 
the two hands are in many points identical: only differently sloped.” 

“Rather quaint,” said Utterson, 

t is, as you say, rather quaint,” returned Guest. 

“ wouldn't speak of this note, you know," said the master. 

“No, sir,” said the clerk, "I understand,” 

But no sooner was Mr. Utterson alone that night, than he locked the 
note into his safe, where it reposed from that time forward, “What.” he 


thought "Henry Jekyll forge for a murderer!” And his blood ran cold in 
is veins. 
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REMARKABLE INCIDENT OF Dr. LANYON 


Time ran on; thousands of pounds were offered in reward, for the death 
of Sir Danvers was resented as a public injury: but Mr. Hyde had dis- 
appeared out of the ken of the police as though he had never existed. 
Much of his past was unearthed, indeed, and all disreputable: tales came 
‘outof the man’s cruelty, at once so callous and violent; of his vile life, of his 
strange associates, of the hatred that seemed to have surrounded his 
‘career; but of his present whereabouts, not a whisper. From the time he 
had left the house in Soho on the morning of the murder, he was simply 
blotted out; and gradually, as time drew on, Mr. Utterson began to 
recover from the hotness of his alarm, and to grow more at quiet with 
self, The death of Sir Danvers was, to his way of thinking, more than 
paid for by the disappearance of Mr. Hyde, Now that that evil influence 

id been withdrawn, a new life began for Dr. Jekyll. He came out of his 
seclusion, renewed relations with his friends, became once more their 
familiar guest and entertainer; and whilst he had always been known for 
charities, he was now no less distinguished for religion. He was busy, he 
was much in the open air, he did good: his face seemed to open and 
brighten, as if with an inward consciousness of service; and for more than 
two months, the doctor was at peace. 

(On the 8th of January Utterson had dined at the doctor's with a small 
party; Lanyon had been there; and the face of the host had looked from 
One to the other as in the old days when the trio were inseparable friends. 
‘On the 12th, and again on the 14th, the door was shut against the lawyer. 
“The doctor was confined to the house,” Poole said, “and saw no one." On. 
the 15th, he tried again, and was again refused; and having now been 
used for the last two months to see his friend almost daily, he found this 
return of solitude to weigh upon his spirits. The fifth night he had in 
Guest to dine with him; and the sixth he betook himself to Dr. Lanyon’s. 

There at least he was not denied admittance; but when he came in, he 
was shocked at the change which had taken place in the doctor's appear- 
ance. He had his death-warrant written legibly upon his face. The rosy 
man had grown pale; his flesh had fallen away; he was visibly balder and 
older; and yet it was not so much these tokens of a swift physical decay that 
arrested the lawyer's notice, asa look in the eye and quality of manner that 
seemed to testify to some deep-seated terror of the mind, Tt was unlikely 
that the doctor should fear death; and yet that was what Utterson was 
tempted to suspect. “Yes,” he thought; “he is a doctor, he must know his 
own state and that his days are counted; and the knowledge is more than 
he can bear.” And yet when Utterson remarked on hisill-looks, it was with 
an ait of great firmness that Lanyon declared himself a doomed man. 

"I have had a shock,” he said, “and I shall never recover. Itis a question 
of weeks, Well, life has been pleasant; I liked it; yes, sir, I used to like it. I 
sometimes think if we knew all, we should be more glad to get away. 

“Jekyll is ill, t00,” observed Utterson. “Have you seen 
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But Lanyon’s face changed, and he held upa trembling hand. “I wish to 
see of hear no more of Dr. Jekyll,” he said ina loud, unsteady voice. "Lam 
quite done with that person; and I beg that you will spare me any allusion 
to one whom I regard as dead.” 

“Tuctut,” said Mr. Utterson; and then after a considerable pause, 
“Can't I do anything?" he inquired. “We are three very old friends, 
Lanyon; we shall not live to make others.” 

“Nothing can be done,” returned Lanyon; “ask himself.” 

“He will not see me,” said the lawyer. 

“Tam not surprised at that," was the reply. “Some day, Utterson, after I 
am dead, you may perhaps come to learn the right and wrong of this. L 
cannot tell you, And in the meantime, if you can sit and talk with me of 
other things, for God's sake, stay and do so; but if you cannot keep clear of 
this accursed topic, then in God's name, go, for 1 cannot bear it! 

'As soon as he got home, Utterson sat down and wrote to Jekyll, com- 
plaining of his exclusion from the house, and asking the cause of this 
Unhappy break with Lanyon; and the next day brought him a long 
answer, often very pathetically worded, and sometimes darkly mysterious 
in drift. The quarrel with Lanyon was incurable. “I do not blame our old 
friend,” Jekyll wrote, “but I share his view that we must never meet. I 
mean from henceforth to lead a life of extreme seclusion; you must not be 
surprised, nor must you doubt my friendship, if my door is often shut 
even to you. You must suffer me to go my own dark way. I have brought 
‘on myself a punishment and a danger that I'cannot name. If I am the 
chief of sinners, Lam the chief of sufferers also. I could not think that this 
‘earth contained a place for sufferings and terrors so unmanning; and you 
can do but one thing, Utterson, to lighten this destiny, and that is to 
respect my silence.” Utterson was amazed; the dark influence of Hyde 
had been withdrawn, the doctor had returned to his old tasks and amities; 
a week ago, the prospect had smiled with every promise of a cheerful and 
fn honoured age; and now in a moment, friendship, and peace of mind, 
and the whole tenor of his life were wrecked. So great and unprepared a 
change pointed to madness; but in view of Lanyon’s manner and words, 
there must lie for it some deeper ground. 

‘A week afterwards Dr. Lanyon took to his bed, and in something less 
than a fortnight he was dead. The night after the funeral, at which he had 
been sadly affected, Utterson locked the door of his business room, and 
sitting there by the light of a melancholy candle, drew out and set before 
him an envelope addressed by the hand and sealed with the seal of his 
dead friend. “Private: for the hands of G. J, Utterson ALone, and in case 
of his predecease to be destroyed unread,” so it was emphatically super- 
scribed; and the lawyer dreaded to behold the contents. “I have buried 
one friend to-day," he thought: “what if this should cost me another?” 
And then he condemned the fear as a disloyalty, and broke the seal. 
Within there was another enclosure, likewise sealed, and marked upon 
the cover as “not to be opened till the death or disappearance of Dr. 
Henry Jekyll.” Utterson could not trust his eyes. Yes, it was disappear- 
ance; here again, as in the mad will which he had long ago restored to its 
author, here again were the idea of a disappearance and the name of 
Henry Jekyll bracketted. But in the will, that idea had sprung from the 
sinister suggestion of the man Hyde; it was set there with a purpose all too 
plain and horrible, Written by the hand of Lanyon, what should it mean? 
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‘A great curiosity came on the trustee, to disregard the prohibition and 
dive at once to the bottom of these mysteries; but professional honour and 
faith to his dead friend were stringent obligations; and the packet leptin 
the inmost corner of his private safe. 

Tris one thing to mortify curiosity, another to conquer it; and it may be 
doubted if, from that day forth, Utterson desired the society of his 
surviving friend with the same eagerness. He thought of him kindly; but 
his thoughts were disquieted and fearful. He went to call indeed; but he 
was perhaps relieved to be denied admittance; perhaps, in his heart, he 
preferred to speak with Poole upon the doorstep and surrounded by the 
airand sounds of the open city, rather than to be admitted into that house 
of voluntary bondage, and to sit and speak with its inscrutable recluse. 
Poole had, indeed, no very pleasant news to communicate. The doctor, it 
appeared, now more than ever confined himself to the cabinet over the 
laboratory, where he would sometimes even sleep; he was out of spirits, he 
had grown very silent, he did not read: it seemed as if he had something 
on his mind, Utterson became so used to the unvarying character of these 
reports, that he fell off little by little in the frequency of his visits. 


INCIDENT AT THE WINDOW 


Tt chanced on Sunday, when Mr. Utterson was on his usual walk with Mr. 
Enfield, that their way lay once again through the by-street; and that 
when they came in front of the door, both stopped to gaze on it. 

“Well,” said Enfield, “that story’s at an end at least. We shall never see 
more of Mr. Hyde. 

“T hope not," said Utterson. "Did I ever tell you that once saw him, and 
shared your feeling of repulsion?” 

“Tc was impossible to do the one without the other," returned Enfield, 
“And by the way, what an ass you must have thought me, not to know that 
this wasa back way to Dr. Jekyll’s! It was partly your own faule that I found 
it out, even when I did.” 

“So you found it out, did you?” said Utterson. “Butif that be so, we may 
step into the court and take a look at the windows. To tell you the truth, L 
fam uneasy about poor Jekyll; and even outside, I feel as ifthe presence of 
a friend might do him good.” 

The court was very cool and a little damp, and full of premature 
twilight, although the sky, high up overhead, was still bright with sunset. 
The middle one of the three windows was half-way open; and sitting close 
beside it, taking the air with an infinite sadness of mien, like some 
disconsolate prisoner, Utterson saw Dr. Jekyll 

“What! Jekyll" he cried. “I trust you are better.” 

“Lam very low, Utterson,” replied the doctor drearily, 

not last long, thank God.” 
"You stay too much indoors," said the lawyer. “You should be out, 
whipping up the circulation like Mr. Enfield and me. (This is my cousin— 
Mr. Enfield—Dr. Jekyll.) Come now; get your hat and take a quick torn 
with us.” 

“You are very good,” sighed the other. “I should like to very much; but 
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no, no, no, it is quite impossible; 1 dare not, But indeed, Utterson, I am 
Very glad to see you; this is really a great pleasure; I would ask you and Mr. 
Enfield up, but the place is really not fit.” 

"Why, then,” said the lawyer, good-naturedly, “the best thing we can do 
is stay down here and speak with you from where we are. 

“That is just what 1 was about to venture to propose,” returned the 
doctor with a smile, But the words were hardly uttered, before the smile 
was struck out of his face and succeeded by an expression of such abject 
terror and despair, as froze the very blood of the two gentlemen below. 
‘They saw it but for a glimpse for the window was instantly thrust down; 
but that glimpse had been sufficient, and they turned and left the court 
without a word. In silence, too, they traversed the by-street; and it was not 
‘until they had come into a neighbouring thoroughfare, where even upon 
a Sunday there were still some stirrings of life, that Mr. Utterson at last 
turned and looked at his companion, They were both pale; and there was 
an answering horror in their eyes, 

“God forgive us, God forgive us,” said Mr. Utterson, 

But Mr. Enfield only nodded his head very seriously, and walked on 
once more in silence, 


Tue Last NIGHT 


Mr. Utterson was sitting by his fireside one evening after dinner, when he 
Was surprised to receive a visit from Poole, 

“Bless me, Poole, what brings you here?” he cried; and then taking a 
second look at him, “What ails you?” he added; “is the doctor ill? 

“Mr. Unterson,” said the man, “there is something wrong,” 

“Take seat, and here isa glass of wine for you," said the lawyer. "Now, 
take your time, and tell me plainly what you want.” 

“You know the doctor's ways, sir,” replied Poole, “and how he shuts 
himself up, Well, he’s shut up again in the cabinet; and I don't like it, 
sir—I wish I may die if I like it, Mr. Utterson, sir, I'm afraid.” 

ow, my good man,” said the lawyer, “be explicit. What are you afraid 


've been afraid for about a week,” returned Poole, doggedly disre- 
garding the question, “and I can bear it no more.” 

The man's appearance amply bore out his words; his manner was 
altered for the worse; and except for the moment when he had first 
announced his terror, he had not once looked the lawyer in the face. Even 
now, he sat with the glass of wine untasted on his knee, and his eyes 
directed to a corner of the floor. "I can bear it no more,” he repeated. 

“Come,” said the lawyer, "I see you have some good reason, Poole; I see 
there is something seriously amiss. Try to tell me what it is. 

“I think there’s been foul play,” said Poole, hoarsely, 

“Foul play!” cried the lawyer, a good deal frightened and rather in- 
dined to be irritated in consequence, “What foul play! What does the man 
mean?” 

“I daren't say, sit,” was the answer; “but will you come along with m 
and see for yourself?” à T = 
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Mr. Utterson's only answer wasto rise and get his hat and greatcoat; but 
he observed with wonder the greatness of the relief that appeared upon 
the butler's face, and perhaps with no less, that the wine was still untasted 
when he set it down to follow. 

It was a wild, cold, seasonable night of March, with a pale moon, lying 
on her back as though the wind had tilted her, and flying wrack of the 
most diaphanousand lawny texture. The wind made talking difficult, and 
flecked the blood into the face. It seemed to have swept the streets 
unusually bare of passengers, besides; for Mr. Utterson thought he had 
never seen that part of London so deserted. He could have wished it 
otherwise; never in his life had he been conscious of so sharp a wish to see 
and touch his fellow-creatures; for struggle as he might, there was borne 
in upon his mind a crushing anticipation of calamity. The square, when 
they got there, was full of wind and dust, and the thin trees in the garden 
were lashing themselves along the railing. Poole, who had kept all the way 
a pace of two ahead, now pulled up in the middle of the pavement, and in 
spite of the biting weather, took off his hat and mopped his brow with a 
red pocket-handkerchief. But for all the hurry of his coming, these were 
not the dews of exertion that he wiped away, but the moisture of some 
Strangling anguish; for kis face was white and his voice, when he spoke, 
harsh and broken. 

“Well, sir,” he said, “here we ar 
wrong.” 

“Amen, Poole,” said the lawyer. 

‘Thereupon the servent knocked in a very guarded manner; the door 
was opened on the chain; and a voice asked from within, “Is that you, 
Poole?” 

“It's all right,” said Poole. “Open the door.” 

The hall, when they entered it, was brightly lighted up; the fire was 
built high; and about the hearth the whole of the servants, men and 
women, stood huddled together like a flock of sheep. At the sight of Mr. 
Utterson, the housemaid broke into hysterical whimpering; and the cook, 
crying out "Bless God! it's Mr. Utterson,” ran forward as if to take him in 
her arms, 

“What, what? Are you all here?” said the lawyer peevishly. “Very 
irregular, very unseemly; your master would be far from pleased.” 

“They're all afraid,” said Poole. 

Blank silence followed, no one protesting; only the maid lifted her voice 
and now wept loudly. 

"Hold your tongue!” Poole said to her, with a ferocity of accent that 
testified to his own jangled nerves; and indeed, when the girl had so 
suddenly raised the note of her lamentation, they had all started and 
turned towards the inner door with faces of dreadful expectation. “Ai 
how." continued the butler, addressing the knife-boy, "reach me a candle, 
and we'll get this through hands at once.” And then he begged Mr. 
Unterson to follow him, and led the way to the back garden. 

"Now, sir,” said he, "you come as gently as you can, I want you to hear, 
and I don't want you tobe heard, And see here, sir, if by any chance he was 
to ask you in, don't go.” 

Me Uaterson'snerves, at this unlooked-for termination, gave. jerk that 
neatly threw him from his balance; but he recollected his courage and 
followed the butler into the laboratory building through the surgical 


and God grant there be nothing 
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theatre, with its lumber of crates and bottles, to the foot of the stair. Here 
Poole motioned him to stand on one side and listen; while he himself, 
setting down the candle and making a great and obvious call on his 
resolution, mounted the steps and knocked with a somewhat uncertain 
hand on the red baize of the cabinet door. 

“Mr. Utterson, sir, asking to see you,” he called; and even as he did so, 
once more violently signed to the lawyer to give ear. 

‘A voice answered from within: “Tell him I cannot see anyone,” it said 
complainingly. nae 

“Thank you, sir,” said Poole, with a note of something like triumph in 
his voice; and taking up his candle, he led Mr, Utterson back across the 
yard and into the great kitchen, where the fire was out and the beetles 
‘were leaping on the floor. r 

“Sir,” he said, looking Mr. Utterson in the eyes, “was that my master’s 
voice?” 

"It seems much changed," replied the lawyer, very pale, but giving look 
for look 

“Changed? Well, yes, I think so,” said the butler. “Have I been twenty 
years in this man’s house, to be deceived about his voice? No, sir; master’s 
made away with; he was made away with eight days ago, when we heard 
him cry out upon the name of God; and who's in there instead of him, and 
why it stays there, is a thing that cries to Heaven, Mr. Utterson!” 

“This is a very strange tale, Poole; this is rather a wild tale, my man,’ 
said Mr. Utterson, biting his finger. “Suppose it were as you suppose, 
supposing Dr. Jekyll to have been—well, murdered, what could induce 
the murderer to stay? That won't hold water; it doesn’tcommend itself to 
reason.” 

“Well, Mr. Utterson, you area hard man to satisfy, but I'll do it yet,” said 
Poole, “All this last week (you must know) him, or it, whatever it is that 
lives in that cabinet, has been crying night and day for some sort of 
medicine and cannot get it to his mind, It was sometimes his way—the 
master’s, that is—to write his orders on a sheet of paper and throw it on 
the stair. We've had nothing else this week back; nothing but papers, and 
a closed door, and the very meals left there to be smuggled in when 
nobody was looking. Well, sir, every day, ay, and twice and thrice in the 
same day, there have been orders and complaints, and I have been sent 
flying to all the wholesale chemists in town. Every time I brought the stuff 
back, there would be another paper telling me to return it, because it was 
not pure, and another order to a different firm, This drug is wanted bitter 
bad, sir, whatever for.” 

“Have you any of these papers? asked Mr. Utterson. 

Poole felt in his pocket and handed him a crumpled note, which the 
lawyer, bending nearer to the candle, carefully examined. Itscontents ran 
thus: "Dr. Jekyll presents his compliments to Messrs, Maw. He assures 
them that their last sample is impure and quite useless for his present 
purpose: In the year 185 Dr, J. purchased a somewhat large quantity 

from Messrs. M. He now begs them to search with most sedulous care, and 
should any of the same quality be left, to forward it to him at once. 
Expense is no consideration, The importance of this to Dr. J. can hardly 
be exaggerated.” So far the letter had run composedly enough, but here 
with a sudden splutter of the pen, the writer's emotion had broken loose, 
“For God's sake,” he added, “find me some of the old.” 
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“This is a strange note,” said Mr, Uterson; and then sharply, “How do 
You come to have it open?" 

“The man at Maw’s was main angry, sir, and he threw it back to me like 
wo much dirt returned Poole. 

Jae this unquestionably the doctor's hand, do you know?” resumed the 
wyer. 

"I thought it looked like it,” said the servant rather sulkily; and then, 
ik gnother voles But wha ratier hand of wii?” besaid.veseen 

im!” $ 

“Seen him?" repeated Mr. Uterson, “Well?” 

“That'sit!” said Poole, "It was this way. I came suddenly into the theatre 
from the garden. It seems he had slipped out to look for this drug or 
whatever itis; for the cabinet door was open, and there he was at the far 
end of the room digging among the crates. He looked up when I came in, 
ave a kind of cry, and whipped upstairs into the cabinet. It was but for 
‘one minute that Isaw him, but the hair stood upon my head like quills. Sir, 
if that was my master, why had he a mask upon his face? If it was my 
master, why did he cry out like a rat, and run from me? I have served him 
Jongenoughi Anathe,- Thermani paused and pasted hishandover his 


hese are all strange circumstances,” said Mr, Utterson, “but I think L 
begin to see daylight. Your master, Poole, is plainly seized with one of 
those maladies that both torture and deform the sufferer: hence, for 
aught I know, the alteration of his voice; hence the mask and the avoid- 
ance of his friends; hence his eagerness to find this drug, by means of 
which the poor soul retains some hope of ultimate recovery—God grant 
that he be not deceived! There is my explanation; it is sad enough, Poole, 
ay, and appalling to consider; but itis plain and natural, hangs well 
together, and delivers us from all exorbitant alarms.” 

Sir,” said the butler, turning to asort of mottled pallor, “that thing was 
not my master, and there's the truth. My master’—here he looked round 
him and began to whisper—“is a tall, fine build of a man, and this was 
moreofa dwarf.” Utterson attempted to protest. "O, sir," cried Poole, “do 
you think I do not know my master after twenty years? Do you think I do 
hot know where his head comes to in the cabinet door, where I saw him 
every morning of my life? No, sir, that thing in the mask was never Dr. 
Jekyll—God knows what it was, but it was never Dr. Jekyll; and itis the 
belief of my heart that there was murder done.” 

“Poole,” replied the lawyer, “if you say that, it will become my duty to 
make certain. Much as I desire to spare your master's feelings; much as I 
am puzzled by this note which seems to prove him to be still live, I shall 
consider it my duty to break in that door.” 

"Ah, Mr. Utterson, that's talking!” cried the butler 

“And now comes the second question,” resumed Utterson: “Who is 

ing to do 

"Why, you and me, sir,” was the undaunted reply: 

“That's very well said,” returned the lawyer; “and whatever comes of it, 
1 shall make it my business to see you are no loser.” 

“There is an axe in the theatre,” continued Poole; " 
the kitchen poker for yourself.” eta 

“The lawyer took that rude but weighty instrument into his hand, and 
balanced it. "Do you know, Poole,” he said, looking up, “that you and Lare 


T 


‘and you might take 


about to place ourselves in a position of some peril?” 

“You may say so, sir, indeed,” returned the butler, k 

“Itis well, then, that we should be frank,” said the other. “We both think 
more than we have said; let us make a clean breast. This masked figure 
that you saw, did you recognise it?” 

"Well, sir, it went so quick, and the creature was so doubled up, that I 
could hardly swear to that,” was the answer. “But if you mean, was it Mr. 
Hyde?—why, yes, think it was! You see, it was much of the same bign 
and it had the same quick, light way with it; and then who else could have 
got in by the laboratory door? You have not forgot, sir, that at the time of 
the murder he had still the key with him? But that’s not all. I don't know, 
Mr. Utterson, if you ever met this Mr. Hyde? 

“Yes,” said the lawyer, "I once spoke with him.’ 

“Then you must know as well as the rest of us that there was something 
queer about that gentleman—something that gave a man a turn—I don't 
know rightly how to say it, sir, beyond this: that you felt in your marrow 
Kind of cold and thin.” 

“Lown I felt something of what you describe,” said Mr. Utterson. 

“Quite so, sir," returned Poole, “Well, when that masked thing like a 
monkey jumped from among the chemicals and whipped into the cabinet, 
it went down my spine like ice. O, I know it’s not evidence, Mr. Utterson; 
I'm book-learned enough for that; but a man has his feelings, and I give 
you my bible-word it was Mr. Hyde!” 

“Ay, ay," said the lawyer. “My fears incline to the same point, Evil, 1 
fear, founded—evil was sure to come—of that connection. Ay truly, I 
believe you; I believe poor Harry is killed; and I believe his murderer (for 
what purpose, God alone can tell is still lurking in his victim's room, Well, 
let our name be vengeance. Call Bradshaw." 

‘The footman came at the summons, very white and nervous. 

“Put yourself together, Bradshaw,” said the lawyer. "This suspense, I 
know, is telling upon all of you; but it is now our intention to make an end 
of it. Poole, here, and I are going to force our way into the cabinet. Ifallis 
well, my shoulders are broad enough to bear the blame. Meanwhile, lest 
anything should really be amiss, or any malefactor seek to escape by the 
back, you and the boy must go round the corner with a pair of good sticks 
and take your post at the laboratory door. We give you fen minutes, to get 
to your stations.” 

‘As Bradshaw left, the lawyer looked at his watch. “And now, Poole, let 
us get to ours,” he said; and taking the poker under his arm, led the way 
into the yard. The scud had banked over the moon, and it was now quite 
dark. The wind, which only broke in puffs and draughts into that deep 
well of building, tossed the light of the candle to and fro about their steps, 
until they came into the shelter of the theatre, where they sat down silently 
to wait. London hummed solemnly all around; but nearer at hand, the 
stillness was only broken by the sounds of a footfall moving to and fro 
along the cabinet floor. 

“So it will walk all day, sir,” whispered Poole; “ay, and the better part of 
the night. Only when a new sample comes from the chemist, there's a 
of a break, Ah, it's an ill conscience that’s such an enemy to rest! Ah, sir, 
there's blood foully shed in every step of it! But hark again, a little 


eloser—put your heart in your eats, Mr. Utterson, and tell me, is that the 
doctor's foot?” 
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‘The steps fell lightly and oddly, with a certain swing, forall they went #0 
slowly: it was different indeed from the heavy creaking tread of Henry 
Jekyll. Unerson sighed. "Is there never anything else?" he asked, 

Poole nodded, "Once," he said. “Once I heard it weeping!” 
pa Wecping? how tha? said the lawyer, conscious ofa sudden chil of 

orror. 

“Weeping like a woman or a lost soul,” said the butler. "I came away 
with that upon my heart, that I could have wept too. 

But now the ten minutes drew to an end.Poole disinterred the axe from 
under a stack of packing straw: the candle was set upon the nearest abe 
to light them to the attack; and they drew near with bated breath to where 
that patient foot was still going up and down, up and down, in the quiet of 
the night. “Jekyll,” cried Utterson, with a loud voice, "I demand to see 
you.” He paused a moment, but there came no reply. "I give you fair 
warning, our suspicions are aroused, and 1 must and shall see you,” he 
resumed; "if not by fair means, then by foul—if not of your consent, then 
by brute force!” 

“Unerson,” said the voice, “for God's sake, have mercy! 

“ah, that’s not Jekyll's voice—it's Hyde's!” cried Utterson, “Down with 
the door, Poole!" 

Poole swung the axe over his shoulder; the blow shook the building, 
and the red baize door leaped against the lock and hinges. A dismal 
Screech, as of mere animal terror, rang from the cabinet, Up went the axe 
Again, and again the panels crashed and the frame bounded; four times 
the blow fell; but the wood was tough and the fittings were of excellent 
Workmanship; and it was not until the fifth, that the lock burst and the 
‘wreck of the door fell inwards on the carpet 

The besiegers, appalled by their own riot and the stillness that had 
succeeded, stood back a litle and peered in. There lay the cabinet before 
their eyes in the quiet lamplight, a good fire glowing and chattering on the 
hearth, the kettle singing its thin strain, a drawer or two open, papers 
neatly set forth on the business table, and nearer the fire, the things laid 
Out for tea; the quietest room, you would have said; and, but fr the 
glazed presses full of chemicals, the most commonplace that night in 
London. 

‘Right in the midst there lay the body of a man sorely contorted and still 
twitching. They drew near on tiptoe, turned it on its back and beheld the 
face af Edward Hyde. He was dressed in clothes far too large for him, 
clothes of the doctor's bigness; the cords of his face still moved with a 
semblance of life, but life was quite gone: and by the crushed phial in the 
hand and the strong smell of kernels that hung upon the air, Utterson 
knew that he was looking on the body of a self-destroyer. 

"We have come too late,” he said sternly, “whether to save or punish. 
Hyde is gone to his account; and it only remains for us to find the body of 

our master.” 
ye The far greater proportion of the building was occupied by the theatre, 
which filled almost the whole ground storey and was lighted from above, 
‘nd by the cabinet, which formed an upper story at one end and looked 
upon the court. A corridor joined the theatre to the door on the by-street; 
na with this the cabinet communicated separately by a second flight of 
Sits, There were besides a few dark closets and a spacious cellar. All 
these they now thoroughly examined. Each closet needed but a glance, 
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for all were empty, and all, by the dust that fell from their doors, had 
food long unopened. The cellar, indeed, was filled with crazy humber, 
mostly dating from the times of the surgeon who was Jekyll's predecessor; 
but even as they opened the door they were advertised of the uselessness 
of further search, by the fall of a perfect mat of cobweb which had for 
years sealed up the entrance. Nowhere was there any trace of Henry 
Jekyll, dead or alive. ih 

Poole stamped on the flags of the corridor. “He must be buried here,’ 
he said, hearkening to the sound. 

“Or he may have fled,” said Uterson, and he turned to examine the 
door in the by-street. It was locked; and lying near by on the flags, they 
found the key, already stained with rust. 

"This does not look like use,” observed ti 

“Use!” echoed Poole. “Do you notsee, sir, 
had stamped on it.” 

“Ay,” continued Utterson, “and the fractures, too, are rusty." The two 
men looked at each other with a scare. "This is beyond me, Poole,” said the 
lawyer, “Let us go back to the cabinet.” 

‘They mounted the stairin silence, and still with an occasional awestruck 
glance at the dead body, proceeded more thoroughly to examine the 
contents of the cabinet. At one table, there were traces of chemical work, 
various measured heaps of some white salt being laid on glass saucers, as 
though for an experiment in which the unhappy man had been pre- 
vented. 

“That is the same drug that I was always bringing him,” said Poole; and 
even as he spoke, the kettle with a startling noise boiled over. 

‘This brought them to the fireside, where the easychair was drawn cosily 
up, and the tea things stood ready to the site's elbow, the very sugar in 
the cup. There were several books on a shelf; one lay beside the tea thing 
open, and Utterson was amazed to find ita copy ofa pious work, for whic 
Jekyll had several times expressed a great esteem, annotated, in his own 
hand, with startling blasphemies. 

Next, in the course of their review of the chamber, the searchers came 
to the cheval-glass, into whose depths they looked with an involuntary 
horror. But it was so turned as to show them nothing but the rosy glow 
playing on the roof, the fire sparkling in a hundred repetitions along the 
glazed front of the presses, and their own pale and fearful countenances 
stooping to look in. 

"This glass has seen some strange things, sir,” whispered Poole, 

“And surely none stranger than itself,” echoed the lawyer in the same 
tones. “For what did Jekyll’—he caught himself up at the word with a 
start, and then conquering the weakness—"what could Jekyll want with 
iG” he said, 

“You may say that!” said Poole. 

Next they turned to the business table. On the desk, among the neat 
array of papers, a large envelope was uppermost, and bore, inthe doctor's 
hand, the name of Mr. Uwerson. The lawyer unsealed it, and several 
enclosures fell to the floor. The first was a will, drawn in the same 
eccentric terms as the one which he had returned six months before, to 
serve as a testament in case of death and as a deed of gift in case of 
disappearance; but in place of the name of Edward Hyde, thelawyer, with 
indescribable amazement, read the name of Gabriel John Utterson, He 
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looked at Poole, and then back at the paper.and last of all at the dead 
malefactor stretched upon the carpet. 

"My head goes round,” he said. "He has been all these days in posses- 
sion; he had no cause to like me; he must have raged to see himself 
displaced; and he has not destroyed this document.” 

He caught up the next paper; it was a brief note in the doctor's hand 
and dated at the top, “O Poole!” the lawyer cried, "he was alive and here 
this day. He cannot have been disposed of in so short a space; he must be 
still alive, he must have fled! And then, why fled? and how? and in that 
case, can we venture to declare this suicide? O, we must be careful. 
foresee that we may yet involve your master in some dire catastrophe. 

“Why don’t you read it, sir?” asked Poole. 

“Because I fear,” replied the lawyer solemnly, God grant 1 have no 
cause for it!" And with that he brought the paper to his eyes and read as 

allows: 


“My pear Urrenson, 

‘When this shall fall into your hands, 1 shall have dis- 
appeared, under what circumstances 1 have not the 
penetration to foresee, but my instinct and all the circum- 
Stances of my nameless situation tell me that the end is sure 
and must be early. Go then, and first read the narrative 
which Lanyon warned me He was to place in your hands; 
and if you care to hear more, turn to the confession of 

“Your unworthy and unhappy friend, 
“Henry JEKytt." 


“There was a third enclosure?” asked Utterson 

“Here, sir,” said Poole, and gave into his hands a considerable packet 
sealed in several places. 

‘The lawyer put it in his pocket. “I would say nothing of this paper. If 
your master has fled or is dead, we may at least save his credit. It is now 
ten; I must go home and read these documents in quiet; but 1 shall be back 
before midnight, when we shall send for the police.” 

‘They went out, locking the door of the theatre behind them; and 
Utterson, once more leaving the servants gathered about the fire in the 
hall, trudged back to his office to read the two narratives in which this 
mystery was now to be explained, 


Dr. Lanyon’s NARRATIVE 


On the ninth of January, now four days ago, I received by the evening 
delivery a registered envelope, addressed in the hand of my colleague an 
old school companion, Henry Jekyll. I was a good deal surprised by this; 
for we were by no means in the habit of correspondence; I had seen the 
man, dined with him, indeed, the night before; and I could imagine 
nothing in our intercourse that should justify formality of registration. 
‘The contents increased my wonder; for this is how the letter ran: 


10th December, 1875 
“Dear Lanyon;—You are one of my oldest friends; an 
although we may have differed at times on scientific ques- 
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tions, I cannot remember, at least on my side, any break in 
Bur affection. There was never a day when, if you had said 
tome, Jekyll my life, my honour, my reason, depend upon 
ou t would not have sacrificed my left hand to help you, 
Inyon, my life, my honour, my reason, are all at your 
mery, if you fali me tonight, Lan lost. You might suppose, 
Mier this preface, that 1 am going to ask you for something 
aishonoutable to grant. Judge for yourself- 

ST want you to postpone all other engagements for to- 
right ay, ven if You were summoned t the bedside of an 
ereperon, to take’ a cab, unless your carriage should be 
Sctually ac the door: and with this letter in your hand for 
consultation, to drive straight to my house, Poole my butler, 
fas his orders; you will find him waiting your arrival with 2 
locksmith. The door of my cabinet is then tobe forced: and 
You are to go in alone; to open the glazed press (letter E) on 
tft and breaking the lock estado draw out 
wiih all ies contents as hey sand, the fourth drawer from the 
top or (which the same thing) the third from the bottom, 
În my extreme distress of mind, I have a morbid fear of 
misdirecting you; but even if I am in error, you may know 
the right drawer by its contents: some powders, phialand a 
paper book. This drawer I beg of you to carry back with you 
{o Cavendish Square exactly as it stands, 

“Tha isthe first part of the service: now for the second, 
You should be backs if you set out at once on the receipt oF 
this long before might but Ll eave you that amount 
of margin, notonly in the fear of one of those obstacles that 
fa neater be prevented nor foreseen, but because an hour 
When your servants are in bed isto be preferred for what 
will hen remain todo. At midnight, then, 1 Bave to ask you 
to be alone in your consulting room, to admit with your own 
kand into the house a man Who will present himself in my 
name; and to place in his hands the drawer that you wil 
have brought with you from my cabinet. Then you will have 

layed your part and earned my gratitude completely. Five 
mutes afterwards, i you insist upon an explanation, You 
il have understood that these arrangements are of capital 
importance; and that by the neglect of one of them, fantastic 
as they must appear, you might have charged your con- 
sence with my death or the Shipwreck of my reson 
Confident as am that you wilf not trifle with this appeal, 
my heartsinks and my hand tremblesat the bare thought of 
such a possibility. ‘Think of me at this hour, in a strange 
place, labouring whder a blackness of distress that no fancy 
Ean exaggerate, and yet well aware that, if you will Du 
punctually serve me, my troubles will roll away like a story 
That is told, Serve me, my dear Lanyon, and save 


“Your friend, 
“HJ. 


“P.S.—1 had already sealed this up when a fresh terror 
struck upon my soul, Ít is possible that the post-office may 
fail me, and this letter not come into your hands until 
to-morrow morning. In that case, dear Lanyon, do my 
errand when it shall be most convenient for you in the 
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course of the day; and once more ex 
midnight, It may then already be too 


sses without event, you will know that you have seen 
fast of Henry jek ae 


Upon the reading of this letter, I made sure my colleague was insane; 
but till that was proved beyond the possibility of doubt, 1 felt bound to do 
as he requested. The less I understood of this farrago, the less I was in a 
position to judge of its importance; and an appeal so worded could not be 
set aside without a grave responsibility. I rose accordingly from table, got 
into a hansom, and drove straight to Jekyll’s house, The butler was 
awaiting my arrival; he had received by the same post as mine a registered 
letter of instruction, and had sent at once for a locksmith and a carpenter. 
‘The tradesmen came while we were yet speaking; and we moved in a body 
to old Dr. Denman’s surgical theatre, from which (as you are doubtless 
aware) Jekyll’s private cabinet is most conveniently entered. The door was 
very strong, the lock excellent; the carpenter avowed he would have great 
trouble and have to do much damage, if force were to be used; and the 
locksmith was near despair. But this last was a handy fellow, and after two 
hours’ work, the door stood open, The press marked E was unlocked; and 
Ttook out the drawer, had it filled up with straw and tied in a sheet, and 
returned with it to Cavendish Square. 

Here I proceeded to examine its contents. The powders were neatly 
enough made up, but not with the nicety of the dispensing chemist; so 
that it was plain they were of Jekyils private manufacture: and when 1 
opened one of the wrappers I found what seemed to me a simple crystal- 
line salt ofa white colour. The phial, to which I next turned my attention, 
might have been about half full of a blood-red liquor, which was highly 
pungent to the sense of smell and seemed to me to contain phosphorus 
and some volatile ether, At the other ingredients I could make no guess. 
The book was an ordinary version book and contained little but a series of 
dates, These covered a period of many years, but I observed that the 
entries ceased nearly a year ago and quite abruptly. Here and there a brief 
remark was appended to a date, usually no more than a single word: 
“double” occurring perhaps six times in a total of several hundred entries 
and once very early in the list and followed by several marks of exclama- 
tion, “total failure!!!" All this, though it whetted my curiosity, told me little 
that was definite. Here were a phial of some salt, and the record of a series 
of experiments that had led (like too many of Jekyll's investigations) to no 
fend of practical usefulness, How could the presence of these articlesin my 
house affect either the honour, the sanity, or the life of my flighty 
colleague? If his messenger could go to one place, why could he not go to 
another? And even granting some impediment, why was this gentleman 
to be received by me in secret? The more I reflected the more convinced 1 
grew that I was dealing with a case of cerebral disease; and though 1 
Sismissed my servants to bed, I loaded an old revolver, that I might be 
found in some posture of self-defence. 

“Twelve o'clock had scarce rung out over London, ere the knocker 
sounded very gently on the door. I went myself at the summons, and 
found a small man crouching against the pillars of the portico. 

“Are you come from Dr. Jekyll?” I asked. y 

He told me “yes” by a constrained gesture; and when I had bidden him 
enter, he did not obey me without a searching backward glance into the 
darkness of the square. There wasa policeman not far off, advancing with 
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his bull’s eye open; and at the sight, I thought my visitor started and made 
eater haste. 

E These particulars struck me, I confess, disagreeably; and as I followed 
him into the bright light of the consulting room, I kept my hand ready on 
my weapon. Here, at last, I had achance of clearly seeing him. I had never 
set eyes on him before, so much was certain. He was small, as I have said; 1 
‘was struck besides with the shocking expression of his face, with his 
remarkable combination of great muscular activity and great apparent 
debility of constitution, and—last but not least—with the odd, subjective 
disturbance caused by his neighbourhood. This bore some resemblance 
to incipient rigour, and was accompanied by a marked sinking of the 
pulse. At the time, I set it down to some idiosyncratic, personal distaste, 
and merely wondered at the acuteness of the symptoms; but ! have since 
had reason to believe the cause to lie much deeper in the nature of man, 
and to turn on some nobler hinge than the principle of hatred, 

‘This person (who had thus, from the first moment of his entrance, 
struck in me what [can only describe as a disgustful curiosity) was dressed 
in a fashion that would have made an ordinary person laughable; his 
clothes, that is to say, although they were of rich and sober fabric, were 
enormously too large for him in every measurement—the trousers hang- 
ing on his legs and rolled up to keep them from the ground, the waist of 
the coat below his haunches, and the collar sprawling wide upon his 
shoulders. Strange to relate, this ludicrous accoutrement was far from 
moving me to laughter. Rather, as there was something abnormal and 
misbegotten in the very essence of the creature that now faced me— 
something seizing, surprising and revolting—this fresh disparity seemed 
but to fit in with and to reinforce it; so that to my interest in the man's 
nature and character, there was added a curiosity as to his origin, his life, 
his fortune and status in the world. 

‘These observations, though they have taken so great a space to be set 
down in, were yet the work of a few seconds. My visitor was, indeed, on 
fire with sombre excitement 

“Have you got i” he cried. “Have you got it?" And so lively was his 
impatience that he even laid his hand upon my arm and sought to shake 
me, 

T put him back, conscious at his touch of a certain icy pang along my 
blood: “Come, sir," said 1. "You forget that I have nor yet the pleasure of 
your acquaintance. Be seated, if you please.” And I showed him an 
example, and sat down myself in my customary seat and with as fair an 
imitation of my ordinary manner to a patient, as the lateness of the hour, 
the nature of my preoccupations, and the horror I had of my visitor, 
‘would suffer me to muster, 

“1 beg your pardon, Dr. Lanyon,” he replied civilly enough. "What you 
say is very well founded; and my impatience has shown its heels to my 
politeness, 1 come here at the instance of your colleague, Dr, Henry 
Jekyll, on a piece of business of some moment; and I understood -.,." He 
paused and put his hand to his throat, and I could see, in spite of his 
collected manner, that he was wrestling against the approaches of the 
hysteria—"I understood, a drawer...” 

But here I took pity on my visitor's suspense, and some perhaps on my 
own growing curiosity. 

“There itis, sir,” said I, pointing to the drawer, where it lay on the floor 
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behind a table and still covered with the sheet, 

He sprang to it, and then paused, and laid his hand upon his heart: 1 
could hear his teeth grate with the convulsive action of his jaws; and his 
face was so ghastly to see that I grew alarmed both for his life and reason. 

“Compose yourself,” said I. 

He turned a dreadful smile to me, and as if with the decision of despair, 
plucked away the sheet. At sight of the contents, he uttered one loud sob 
of such immense relief that I sat petrified. And the next moment, in a 
voice that was already fairly well under control, “Have you a graduated 
glass?” he asked. 

‘rose from my place with something oF ant effort and gave him what he 

He thanked me with a smiling nod, measured out a few minims of the 
red tincture and added one of the powders. The mixture, which was at 
first of a reddish hue, began, in proportion as the crystals melted, to 
brighten in colour, to effervesce audibly, and to throw off small fumes of 
vapour, Suddenly and at the same moment, the ebullition ceased and the 
‘compound changed to a dark purple, which faded again more slowly toa 
‘watery green, My visitor, who had watched these metamorphoses with a 
Keen eye, smiled, set down the glass upon the table, and then turned and 
looked upon me with an air of scrutiny 

“And now," said he, “to settle what remains, Will you be wise? will you 
be guided? will you suffer me to take this glass in my hand and to go forth 
from your house without further parley? or has the greed of curiosity too 
much command of you? Think before you answer, for it shall be done as 
you decide. As you decide, you shall be left as you were before, and 
neither richer nor wiser, unless the sense of service rendered to a man in 
mortal distress may be counted as a kind of riches of the soul, Or, if you 
shall so prefer to choose, a new province of knowledge and new avenues 
to fame and power shall be laid open to you, here, in this room, upon the 
instant; and your sight shall be blasted by a prodigy to stagger the unbelief 
of Satan.” 

“Sir,” said I, affecting a coolness that I was far from truly possessing, 
“you speak enigmas, and you will perhaps not wonder that I hear you with 
no very strong impression of belief. But I have gone too far in the way of 
inexplicable services to pause before I see the end.” 

“Tt is well,” replied my visitor. "Lanyon, you remember your vows: what 
follows is under the seal of our profession. And now, you who have so 
Jong been bound to the most narrow and material views, you who have 
denied the virtue of transcendental medicine, you who have derided your 
superiors—behold!” 

Hie put the glass to his lips and drank at one gulp. A cry followed; he 
reeled, staggered, clutched at the table and held on, staring with injected 
eyes, gasping with open mouth; and as I looked there came, I thought, a 
change—he seemed to swell—his face became suddenly black and the 
features seemed to melt and alter—and the next moment, I had sprung to 
my feet and leaped back against the wall, my arm raised to shield me from 
that prodigy, my mind submerged in terror. 

“0 God!” I screamed, and “O God!” again and again; for there before 
my eyes—pale and shaken, and half fainting, and groping before him 
with his hands, like a man restored from death—there stood Henry 
Jekyll! 


2 OBERT LOUIS STEVENSON 7 


‘What he told me in the next hour, I cannot bring my mind to set on 
paper. I saw what I saw, I heard what I heard, and my soul sickened at 
and yet now when that sight has faded from my eyes, I ask myself if I 
believe it, and I cannot answer. My life is shaken to its roots; sleep has left 
me; the deadliest terror sits by me at all hours of the day and night; and I 
feel that my days are numbered, and that I must die; and yet I shall die 
incredulous. As for the moral turpitude that man unveiled to me, even 
with tears of penitence, I cannot, even in memory, dwell on it without a 
start of horror. I will say but one thing, Utterson, and that (if you can 
bring your mind to credit it) will be more than enough. The creature who 
crept into my house that night was, on Jekyll's own confession, known by 
the name of Hyde and hunted for in every corner of the land as the 
murderer of Carew. 


Hastie Lanyon 


Henry JEKYLL’S FULL STATEMENT 
OF THE CASE 


1 was born in the year 18— to a large fortune, endowed besides with 
excellent parts, inclined by nature to industry, fond of the respect of the 
wise and good among my fellowmen, and thus, as might have been 
supposed, with every guarantee of an honourable and distinguished 
future, And indeed the worst of my faults wasa certain impatient gaiety of 
disposition, such as has made the happiness of many, but such as I found 
it hard to reconcile with my imperious desire to carry my head high, and 
wear a more than commonly grave countenance before the public. Hence 
it came about that I concealed my pleasures; and that when I reached 
years of reflection, and began to look round me and take stock of my 
progress and position in the world, I stood already committed to a 
profound duplicity of life. Many a man would fave even blasaned Such 
irregularities as I was guilty of; but from the high views that I had set 
before me, I regarded and hid them with an almost morbid sense of 
shame. It was thus rather the exacting nature of my aspirations than any 
particular degradation in my faults, that made me what I was, and, with 
‘even a deeper trench than in the majority of men, severed in me those 
provinces of good and ill which divide and compound man’s dual nature, 
In this case, I was driven to reflect deeply and inveterately on that hard 
law of life, which lies at the root of religion and is one of the most plentiful 
springs of distress. Though so profound a double-dealer, 1 was in no 
sense a hypocrite; both sides of me were in dead earnest; I was no more 
myself when I laid aside restraint and plunged in shame, than when 1 
laboured, in the eye of day, at the furtherance of knowledge or the relief 
of sorrow and suffering. And it chanced that the direction of my scientific 
studies, which led wholly towards the mystic and the transcendental, 
reacted and shed a strong lighton this consciousness of the perennial war 
among my members, With every day, and from both sides of my intelli- 
gence, the moral and the intellectual, I thus drew steadily nearer to that 
truth, by whose partial discovery I have been doomed to such a dreadful 
shipwreck: that man is not truly one, but truly two. I say two, because the 
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state of my own knowledge does not pass beyond that point, Others will 
Follow, others will outstrip me on the same nes; and I hazard the guess 
that man will be ultimately known for a mere polity of multifarious, 
incongruous and independent denizens. I, for my part, from the nature 
of my life, advanced infallibly in one direction and in one direction only. 
Itwason the moral side, and in my own person, that I learned to recognise 
the thorough and primitive duality of man; I saw that, of the two natures 
that contended in the field of my consciousness, even if I could rightly be 
said to be either, it was only because 1 was radically both; and from an 
early date, even before the course of my scientific discoveries had begun 
to suggest the most naked possibility of such a miracle, I had learned to 
dwell with pleasure, as a beloved daydream, on the thought of the separa- 
tion of these elements. If each, 1 told myself, could be housed in separate 
identities, life would be relieved of all that was unbearable; the unjust 
might go his way, delivered from the aspirations and remorse of his more 
upright twin; and the just could walk steadfastly and securely on his 
‘upward path, doing the good things in which he found his pleasure, and 
no longer exposed to disgrace and penitence by the hands of this ex- 
traneous evil. It was the curse of mankind that these incongrous faggots 
were thus bound together—that in the agonised womb of consciousness, 
these polar twins should be continually struggling, How, then, were they 
dissociated? 

Twas so far in my reflections when, as I have said, a side light began to 
shine upon the subject from the laboratory table, I began to perceive 
more deeply than it has ever yet been stated, the trembling immateriality, 
the mistlike transcience, of this seemingly so solid body in which we walk 
attired. Certain agents I found to have the power to shake and pluck back 
that fleshly vestment, even asa wind might toss the curtains of a pavilion. 
For two good reasons, I will not enter deeply into this scientific branch of 
my confession. First, because I have been made to learn that the doom 
and burthen of our life is bound for ever on man’s shoulders, and when 
the attempt is made to cast it off, it but returns upon us with more 
unfamiliar and more awful pressure, Second, because, as my narrative 
will make, alas! too evident, my discoveries were incomplete. Enough 
then, that I not only recognised my natural body from the mere aura and 
effulgence of certain of the powers that made up my spirit, but managed 
fo compound a drug by which these powers should be dethroned from 
their supremacy, and a second form and countenance substituted, none 
the less natural to me because they were the expression, and bore the 
stamp of lower elements in my soul 

T hesitated long before 1 put this theory to the test of practice, I knew 
well that I risked death; for any drug that so potently controlled and 
Shook the very fortress of identity, might, by the least scruple of an 
Overdose or at the least inopportunity in the moment of exhibition, 
itterly blot out that immaterial tabernacle which I looked to it to change. 
But the temptation of a discovery so singular and profound at last over- 
came the suggestions of alarm. I had long since prepared my tincture; 1 
purchased at once, from a firm of wholesale chemists, large quantity of a 
particular salt which 1 knew, from my experiments, to be the last ingre- 
Fient required; and late one accursed night, I compounded the elements, 
Watched them boil and smoke together in the glass, and when the ebulli- 
tion had subsided, with a strong glow of courage, drank off the potion. 
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‘The most racking pangs succeeded: a grinding in the bones, deadly 
nausea, and a horror of the spirit that cannot be exceeded atthe hour of 
birth or death. Then these agonies began swiftly to subside, and I came to 
myself as if out of a great sickness. There was something strange in my 
sensations, something indescibably new and from its very novelty, in- 
credibly sweet. I felt younger, lighter, happier in body; within 1 was 
conscious of a heady recklessness, a current of disordered sensual images 
running like a millrace in my fancy, a solution of the bonds of obligation, 
an unknown but not an innocent freedom of the soul, I knew myself, at 
the first breath of this new life, to be more wicked, tenfold more wicked, 
sold a slave to my original evil; and the thought, in that moment, braced 
and delighted me like wine. I stretched out my hands, exulting in the 
freshness of these sensations; and in the act, I was suddenly aware that I 
had lost in stature 

‘There was no mirror, at that date, in my room; that which stands beside 
‘me as I write, was brought there later on and for the very purpose of these 
transformations, The night, however, was far gone into the morning— 
the morning, black as it was, was nearly ripe for the conception of the 
day—the inmates of my house were locked in the most rigorous hours of 
slumber; and I determined, flushed as 1 was with hope and triumph, to 
venture in my new shape as far as to my bedroom. I crossed the yard, 
wherein the constellations looked down upon me, I could have thought, 
with wonder, the first creature of that sort that their unsleeping vigilance 
had yet disclosed to them; I stole through the corridors, a stranger in my 
‘own house; and coming to my room, I saw for the first time the appear- 
ance of Edward Hyde 

I must here speak by theory alone, saying not that which I know, but 
that which I suppose to be most probable. The evil side of my nature, to 
which I had now transferred the stamping efficacy, was less robust and 
less developed than the good which T had just deposed. Again, in the 
course of my life, which had been, afier all, nine tenths a life of effort, 
yirtue and control, it had been much less exercised and much less ex- 
hausted, And hence, as I think, it came about that Edward Hyde was so 
much smaller, slighter and younger than Henry Jekyll. Even as good 
shone upon the countenance of the one, evil was written broadly and 
plainly on the face of the other. Evil besides (which I muststill believe to be 
the lethal side of man) had left on that body an imprint of deformity and 
decay. And yet when I looked upon that ugly idol in the glass, I was 
conscious of no repugnance, rather of a leap of welcome. This, too, was 
myself. It seemed natural and human. In my eyes it bore a livelier image 
of the spirit, it seemed more express and single, than the imperfect and 
divided countenance I had been hitherto accustomed to call mine. And in 
so far I was doubtless right, I have observed that when 1 wore the 
semblance of Edward Hyde, none could come near to me at first withouta 

ible misgiving of the flesh, This, as I take it, was because all human 
beings, as we meet them, are commingled out of good and evil: and 
Edward Hyde, alone in the ranks of mankind, was pure evil. 

1 lingered but a moment at the mirror: the second and conclusive 
experiment had yet to be attempted it yet remained to be seen if I had lost 
my identity beyond redemption and must flee before daylight from a 
house that was no longer mine; and hurrying back to my cabinet, I once 
more prepared and drank the cup, once more suffered the pangs of 
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dissolution, and came to myself once more with the character, the stature 
and the face of Henry Jekyll. 

_That night I had come to the fatal cross-roads. Had I approached my 
discovery in a more noble spirit, had I risked the experiment while under 
the empire of generous or pious aspirations, all must have been other- 
wise, and from these agonies of death and birth, 1 had come forth an 
angel instead of a fjend. The drug had no discriminating action; it was 
neither diabolical or divine; it but shook the doors of the prisonhouse of 
my disposition; and like the captive of Philippi, that which stood within 
ran forth. At that time my virtue slumbered; my evil, kept awake by 
ambition, was alert and swift to seize the occasion; and the thing that was 
projected was Edward Hyde, Hence, although 1 had now two characters 
äs well as two appearances, one was wholly evil, and the other was still the 
old Henry Jekyll, that incongruous compound of whose reformation and 
improvement I had already learned to despair. The movement was thus 
wholly toward the worse. 

Even at that time, I had not conquered my aversions to the dryness of a 
life of study. I would still be merrily disposed at times; and as my pleasures 
were (to say the least) undignified, and I was not only well known and 
highly considered, but growing towards the elderly man, thisincoherency 
‘of my life was daily growing more unwelcome. It was on this side that my 
new power tempted me until I fell n slavery. 1 had but to drink the cup, to 
doff at once the body of the noted professor, and to assume, like a thick 
cloak, that of Edward Hyde. I smiled at the notion; itseemed tome at the 
time to be humourous; and 1 made my preparations with the most 
studious care. I took and furnished that house in Soho, to which Hyde was 
tracked by the police; and engaged as a housekeeper a creature whom I 
knew well to be silent and unscrupulous. On the other side, I announced 
tomy servants that a Mr. Hyde (whom I described) was to have full liberty 
and power about my house in the square; and to parry mishaps, I even 
called and made myself a familiar object, in my second character. I next 
drew up that will to which you so much objected; so that if anything befell 
me in the person of Dr. Jekyll, I could enter on that of Edward Hyde 
without pecuniary loss. And thus fortified, as I supposed, on every side, 1 
began to profit by the strange immunities of my position. 

‘Men have before hired bravos to transact their crimes, while their own 
person and reputation sat under shelter. I was the first that ever did so for 
his pleasures. I was the first that could plod in the publiceye with a load of 
genial respectability, and in a moment, like a schoolboy, strip off these 
[endings and spring headlong into the sea of liberty. But for me, in my 
impenetrable mantle, the safety was complete. Think of it—I did noteven 
exist! Let me but escape into my laboratory door, give me but a second or 
two to mix and swallow the draught that I had always standing ready; and 
whatever he had done, Edward Hyde would pass away like the stain of 
breath upon a mirror; and there in his stead, quietly at home, trimming 
the midnight lamp in his study, a man who could afford to laugh at 
suspicion, would be Henry Jekyll. 3 

“The pleasures which I made haste to seek in my disguise were, as I have 
said, undignified; 1 would scarce use a harder term. But in the hands of 
Edward Hyde, they soon began to turn toward the monstrous. When I 
would come back from these excursions, I was often plunged into a kind 
of wonder at my vicarious depravity, This familiar that I called out of my 
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own soul, and sent forth alone to do his good pleasure, was a being 
inherently malign and villainous; his every act and thought centered on 
self; drinking pleasure with bestial avidity from any degree of torture to 
another; relentless like a man of stone. Henry Jekyll stood at times aghast 
before the acts of Edward Hyde; but the situation was apart from ordin- 
ary laws, and insidiously relaxed the grasp of conscience, It was Hyde, 
afterall, and Hyde alone, that was guilty. Jekyll was no worse; he woke 
again to his good qualities seemingly unimpaired; he would even make 
haste, where it was possible, to undo the evil done by Hyde. And thus his 
conscience slumbered. 

Into the details of the infamy at which I thus connived (for even now I 
can scarce grant that I committed it) I have no design of entering; I mean 
but to point out the warnings and the successive steps with which my 
chastisement approached. I met with one accident which, asit brought on 
no consequence, I shall no more than mention, An act of cruelty toa child 
aroused against me the anger of a passer-by, whom I recognised the other 
day in the person of your kinsman; the doctor and the child's family 
joined him; there were moments when I feared for my life; and at last, in 
order to pacify their too ust resentment, Edward Hyde had to bring them 
to the door, and pay them in a cheque drawn in the name of Henry Jekyll. 
But this danger was easily eliminated from the future, by opening an 
accountat another bank in the name of Edward Hyde himself; and when, 
by sloping my own hand backward, I had supplied my double with a 
signature, I thought I sat beyond the reach of fate, 

‘Some twomonths before the murder of Sir Danvers, I had been out for 
one of my adventures, had returned ata late hour, and woke the next day 
in bed with somewhat odd sensations. It was in vain I looked about me: in 
vain I saw the decent furniture and tall proportions of my room in the 
square; in vain that I recognised the pattern of the bed curtains and the 
design of the mahogany frame; something still kept insisting that I was 
not where I was, that T had not wakened where I seemed to be, but in the 
little room in Soho where I was accustomed to sleep in the body of Edward 
Hyde. I smiled to myself, and, in my psychological way, began lazily to 
inquire into the elements of this illusion, occasionally, even as I did so, 
dropping back into a comfortable morning doze. I was still so engaged 
when, in one of my more wakeful moments, my eyes fell upon my hand. 
Now the hand of Henry Jekyll (as you have often remarked) was profes- 
sional in shape and size: it was large, firm, white and comely. But the hand 
which 1 now saw, clearly enough, in the yellow light of a mid-London 
morning, lying half shut on the bedclothes, was lean, corded, knuckly, ofa 
dusky pallor and thickly shaded with a swart growth of hair. It was the 
hand of Edward Hyde. 

1 must have stared upon it for near half a minute, sunk as I was in the 
mere stupidity of wonder, before terror woke up in my breast as sudden 
and startling as the crash of cymbals; and bounding from my bed, 1 
rushed to the mirror, At the sight that met my eyes, my blood waschanged 
into something exquisitely thin and icy. Yes, 1 had gone to bed Henry 
Jekyll, I had awakened Edward Hyde, How was this to be explained? I 
asked myself; and then, with another bound of terror—how was it to be 
remedied? It was well on in the morning; the servants were up; all my 
drugs were in the cabinet—a long journey down two pairs of stairs, 
through the back passage, across the open court and through the ana- 
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tomical theatre, from where I was then standing horror-struck. It might 
indeed be possible to cover my face, but of what use was that, when I was 
unable to conceal the alteration in my stature? And then with an over- 
powering sweetness of relief, it came back upon my mind that the servants 
Were already used to the coming and going of my second self, [had soon 
dressed, as well as I was able, in clothes of my own'size: had soon passed 
through the house, where Bradshaw stared and drew back at seeing Mr. 
Hyde at such an hour and in such a strange array; and ten minutes later, 
Dr. Jekyll had returned to his own shape'and was sitting down, with a 
darkened brow, to make a feint of breakfasting. 

‘Small indeed was my appetite. This inexplicable incident, this reversal 
of my previous experience, seemed, like the Babylonian finger on the 
wall, to be spelling out the letters of my judgment; and I began to reflect 
more seriously than ever before on the issues and possibilities of my 
double existence. That part of me which I had the power of projecting, 
had lately been much exercised and nourished: it had seemed to me of 
late as though the body of Edward Hyde had grown in stature, as though 
(when I wore that form) 1 were conscious of a more generous tide of 
blood; and I began to spy a danger that, if this were much prolonged, the 
balance of my nature might be permanently overthrown, the power of 
voluntary change be forfeited, and the character of Edward Hyde be- 
come irrevocably mine. The power of the drug had not been always 
equally displayed. Once, very early in my career, it had totally failed me; 
since then I had been obliged on more than one occasion to double, and 
‘once, with infinite risk of death, to treble the amount; and these rare 
‘uncertainties had cast hitherto the sole shadow on my contentment, Now, 
however, and in the light of that morning's accident, I was led to remark 
that whereas, in the beginning, the difficulty had been to throw off the 
body of Jekyll, it had of late gradually but decidedly transferred itself to 
the other side. All things therefore seemed to point to this; that T was 
slowly losing hold of my original and better self, and becoming slowly 
incorporated with my second and worse. 

Between these two, I now felt 1 had to choose. My two natures had 
memory in common, but all other faculties were most unequally shared 
between them, Jekyll (who was composite) now with the most sensitive 
apprehensions, now with a greedy gusto, projected and shared in the 

Jeasures and adventures of Hyde; but Hyde was indifferent to Jekyll, or 
Put remembered him as the mountain bandit remembers the cavern in 
which he conceals himself from pursuit. Jekyll had more than a father’s 
Interest; Hyde had more than a son's indifference. To cast in my lot with 

jekyll, was to die to those appetites which I had long secretly indulged and 

d of late begun to pamper. To cast it in with Hyde, was to die to a 
thousand interests and aspirations, and to become, ata blow and forever, 
despised and friendless. The bargain might appear unequal; but there 
was still another consideration in the scales; for while Jekyll would suffer 
martingly in the fires of abstinence, Hyde would be not even conscious of 
ill that he had lost. Strange as my circumstances were; the terms of this 
debate are as old and commonplace as man; much the same inducements 
and alarms cast the die for any tempted and trembling sinner; and it fell 
‘out with me, as it falls with so vasta majority of my fellows, that I chose the 
better part and was found wanting in the strength to keep to it. 

Yes, 1 preferred the elderly and discontented doctor, surrounded by 
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friends and cherishing honest hopes; and bade a resolute farewell to the 
liberty, the comparative youth, the light step, leaping impulses and secret 
pleasures, that I had enjoyed in the disguise of Hyde, I made this choice 
perhaps with some unconscious reservation, for I neither gave up the 
house in Soho, nor destroyed the clothes of Edward Hyde, which still lay 
ready in my cabinet. For two months, however, I was true to my determi- 
nation; for two months, I led a life of stich severity as I had never before 
attained to, and enjoyed the compensations of an approving conscience. 
But time began at last to obliterate the freshness of my alarm; the praises 
‘of conscience began to grow into a thing of course; I began to be tortured 
with throes and longings, as of Hyde struggling after freedom; and at last, 
in an hour of moral weakness, I once again compounded and swallowed 
the transforming draught, j 

T do not suppose that, when a drunkard reasons with himself upon his 
vice, he is once out of five hundred times affected by the dangers that he 
runs through his brutish, physical insensibility; neither had Í, long as I 
had considered my position, made enough allowance for the complete 
moral insensibility and insensate readiness to evil, which were the leading 
characters of Edward Hyde. Yet it was by these that I was punished. My 
devil had been long caged, he came out roaring. I was conscious, even 
when I took the draught, ofa more unbridled, a more furious propensity 
toill. It must have been this, I suppose, that stirred in my soul that tempest 
of impatience with which I listened to the civilities of my unhappy victim; 
1 declare, at least, before God, no man morally sane could have been 
guilty of that crime upon so pitiful a provocation; and that T struck in no 
more reasonable spirit than that in which a sick child may break a play- 
thing. But I had voluntarily stripped myself of all those balancing instincts 
by which even the worse of us continues to walk with some degree of 
steadiness among temptations; and in my case, to be tempted, however 
slightly, was to fall. 

Instantly the spirit of hell awoke in me and raged. With a transport of 
glee, I mauled the unresisting body, tasting delight from every blow; and 
it was not till weariness had begun to succeed, that | was suddenly, in the 
top fitof my delirium, struck through the heart by a cold thrill of terror. A 
mist dispersed; I saw my life to be forfeit; and fled from the scene of these 

at once glorying and trembling, my lust of evil gratified and 
stimulated, my love of life screwed to the topmost peg. I ran to the house 
in Soho, and (to make assurance doubly sure) destroyed my papers: 
thence I set out through the lamplit streets, in the same divided ecstasy of 
mind, gloating on my crime, light-headedly devising others in the future, 
and yet still hastening and still hearkening in my wake for the steps of the 
avenger. Hyde had a song upon his lips as he compounded the draught, 
and as he drank it, pledged the dead man. The pangs of transformation 
had not done tearing him, before Henry Jekyll, with streaming tears of 
gratitude and remorse, had fallen upon his knees and lifted his clasped 
hands to God. The veil of self-indulgence was rent from head to foot. L 
saw my life as a whole: I followed it up from the days of childhood, when I 
had walked with my father’s hand, and through the self-denying toils of 
my professional life, to arrive again and again, with the same sense of 
unreality, at the damned horrors of the evening. I could have screamed 
aloud; I sought with tears and prayers to smother down the crowd of 
hideous images and sounds with which my memory swarmed against me; 
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and still, between the petitions, the ugly face of my iniquity stared into my 
soul. As the acuteness of this remorse began to die away, it was succeeded 
by a sense of joy. The problem of my conduct was solved. Hyde was 
thenceforth impossible; whether I would or not, I was now confined to 
the better part of my existence; and O, how I rejoiced to think of it! with 
‘what willing humility I embraced anew the restrictions of natural life! 
with what sincere renunciation I locked the door by which I had so often 
gone and come, and ground the key under my heel! 

‘The next day, came the news that the murder had been overlooked, 
that the guilt of Hyde was patent to the world, and that the victim was a 
man high in public estimation. It was not only a crime, it had been a tragic 
folly. I think I was glad to know it; I think I was glad to have my better 
impulses thus buttressed and guarded by the terrors of the scaffold. Jekyll 
was now my city of refuge; let but Hyde peep out an instant, and the 
hands of all men would be raised to take and slay him. 

Tresolved in my future conduct to redeem the past; and I can say with 
honesty that my resolve was fruitful of some good, You know yourself 
how earnestly, in the last months of the last year, I laboured to relieve 
suffering: you know that much was done for others, and that the days 
passed quietly, almost happily for myself. Nor can I truly say that T 
wearied of this beneficent and innocent life; I think instead that 1 daily 
enjoyed it more completely; but 1 was still cursed with my duality of 
purpose; and as the first edge of my penitence wore off, the lower side of 
me, so long indulged, so recently chained down, began to growl for 
licence. Not that I dreamed of resuscitating Hyde; the bare idea of that 
‘would startle me to frenzy: no, it was in my own person that I was once 
more tempted to trifle with my conscience; and it was as an ordinary 
secret sinner that I at last fell before the assaults of temptation. 

‘There comes an end to ll things; the most capacious measure is filled at 
last; and this brief condescension to my evil finally destroyed the balance 
of my soul. And yet I was not alarmed; the fall seemed natural, like a 
return to the old days before I had made my discovery. It wasa fine, clear, 
January day, wet under foot where the frost had melted, but cloudless 
‘Overhead; and the Regent's Park was full of winter chirrupings and sweet 
‘with spring odours. I sat in the sun on a bench; the animal within me 
licking the chops of memory; the spiritual side a little drowsed, promising 
‘subsequent penitence, but not yet moved to begin. After all, L reflected, I 
was like my neighbours; and then I smiled, comparing myself with other 
men, comparing my active good-will with the lazy cruelty of their neglect 
‘And at the very moment of that vainglorious thought, a qualm came over 
me, a horrid nausea and the most deadly shuddering. These passed away, 
and left me faint; and then as in its turn faintness subsided, I began to be 
aware of a change in the temper of my thoughts, a greater boldness, a 
‘contempt of danger, a solution of the bonds of obligation. I looked dow 
my clothes hung formlessly on my shrunken limbs; the hand that lay on 
my knee was corded and hairy. I was once more Edward Hyde. A moment 
before I had been safe of all men's respect, wealthy, beloved—the cloth 
laying for me in the dining-room at home; and now I was the common. 
quarry of mankind, hunted, houseless, a known murderer, thrall to the 
gallows. 

“My reason wavered, but it did not fail me utterly, I have more than once 
‘observed that, in my second character, my faculties seemed sharpened to 
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a point and my spirits more tensely elastic; thus it came about that, where 
Jekyll perhaps might have succumbed, Hyde rose to the importance of 
the moment. My drugs were in one of the presses of my cabinet; how was I 
to reach them? That was the problem that (crushing my temples in my 
hands) I set myself to solve. The laboratory door I had closed. If I sought 
toenter by the house, my own servants would consign me to the gallows. 1 
saw I must employ another hand, and thought of Lanyon. How was he to 
be reached? how persuaded? Supposing that I escaped capture in the 
streets, how was I to make my way into his presence? and how should 1, an 
‘unknown and displeasing visitor, prevail on the famous physician to rifle 
the study of his colleague, Dr. Jekyll? Then I remembered that of my 
original character, one part remained to me: I could write my own hand; 
and once I had conceived that kindling spark, the way that I must follow 
became lighted up from end to end. 

‘Thereupon, I arranged my clothes as best I could, and summoning a 
passing hansom, drove to an hotel in Portland Street, the name of which 1 
chanced to remember. At my appearance (which was indeed comical 
enough, however tragic a fate these garments covered) the driver could 
not conceal his mirth, | gnashed my teeth upon him with a gust of devilish 
fury; and the smile withered from his face—happily for him—yet more 
happily for myself, for in another instant 1 had certainly dragged him 
from his perch. At the inn, as 1 entered, I looked about me with so black a 
‘countenance as made the attendants tremble; not a look did they ex- 
change in my presence; but obsequiously took my orders, led me to a 
private room, and brought me wherewithal to write, Hyde in danger of 
his life was a creature new to me; shaken with inordinate anger, strung to 
the pitch of murder, lusting to inflict pain. Yet the creature was astute: 
mastered his fury with a great effort of the will; composed his two 
important letters, one to Lanyon and one to Poole; and that he might 
receive actual evidence of their being posted, sent them out with direc- 
tions that they should be registered. Thenceforward, he sat all day over 
the fire in the private room, gnawing his nails; there he dined, sitting 
alone with his fears, the waiter visibly quailing before his eye; and thence, 
when the night was fully come, he set forth in the corner of a closed cab, 
and was driven to and fro about the streets of the city, He, I say—I cannot 
say, I, That child of Hell had nothing human; nothing lived in him but 
fear and hatred. And when at last, thinking the driver had begun to grow 

spicious, he discharged the cab and ventured on foot, attired in his 
misfitting clothes, an object marked out for observation, into the midst of 
the nocturnal passengers, these two base passions raged within him like a 
tempest, He walked fast, hunted by his fears, chattering to himself, 
1kulking through the lest frequented thoroughtares, counting the mi 
utes that still divided him from midnight, Once a woman spoke to him, 
offering, I think, a box of lights. He smote her in the face, and she fled, 

When I came to myself at Lanyon’s, the horror of my old friend 
perhaps affected me somewhat: I do not know; it was at least but a drop in 
the sea to the abhorrence with which I looked back upon these hours. A 
change had come over me. It was no longer the fear of the gallows, it was 
the horror of being Hyde that racked me. I received Lanyon's condemna- 
tion partly in a dream: it was partly in a dream that I came home to my 
own house and got into bed. I sleptafter the prostration of the day, with a 
stringent and profound slumber which not even the nightmares that 
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wrung me could avail to break. I awoke in the morning shaken, 
weakened, but refreshed. Istill hated and feared the thought of the brute 
that slept within me, and I had not of course forgotten the appalling 
dangers of the day before; but I was once more at home, in my own house 
and close to my drugs; and gratitude for my escape shone so strong in my 
soul that it almost rivalled the brightness of hope. ds 

1 was stepping leisurely across the court after breakfast, drinking the 
chill of the air with pleasure, when I was seized again with those indeserib- 
able sensations that heralded the change; and I had but time to gain the 
shelter of my cabinet, before I was once again raging and freezing with 
the passions of Hyde. It took on this occasion a double dose to recall me to 
myself; and alas! six hours after, as I sat looking sadly in the fire, the pangs 
returned, and the drug had to be re-administered. In short, from that day 
forth it seemed only by a great effort as of gymnastics, and only under the 
immediate simulation of the drag, that {was able to wear the countes 
nance of Jekyll. At all hours of the day and night, I would be taken with 
the premionitory shudder; above all, if I slept, or even dozed for a 
‘moment in my chair, it was always as Hyde that I awakened, Under the 
strain of this continually impending doom and by the sleeplessness to 
which I now condemned myself, ay, even beyond what I had thought 
possible to man, I become, in my own person, a creature eaten up and 
emptied by fever, languidly weak both in body and mind, and solely 
‘occupied by one thought: the horror of my other self, But when I slept, or 
When the virtue of the medicine wore off, 1 would leap almost without 
transition (for the pangs of transformation grew daily less marked) into 
the possession of a fancy brimming with images of terror, a soul boiling 
with cduseless hatreds, and a body that seemed not strong enough to 
contain the raging energies of life. The powers of Hyde seemed to have 
grown with the sickliness of Jekyll, And certainly the hate that now 
divided them was equal on each side, With Jekyll, it was a thing of vital 
instinct, He had now seen the full deformity of that creature that shared 
‘with him some of the phenomena of consciousness, and was co-heir with 
him to death: and beyond these links of community, which in themselves 
made the most poignant part of his distress, he thought of Hyde, for all 
his energy of life, as of something not only hellish but inorganic, This was 
the shocking thing; that the slime of the pit seemed to utter cries and 
Voices; that the amorphous dust gesticulated and sinned; that what was 
dead, and had no shape, should usurp the offices of life. And this again, 
that that insurgent horror was knit to him closer than a wife, closer than 
an eye: lay caged in his flesh, where he heard it mutter and felt it struggle 
to be born; and at every hour of weakness, and in the confidence of 
slumber, prevailed against him, and deposed him out of life. The hatred 
Of Hyde for Jekyll was of a different order. His terror of the gallows drove 
him continually to commit temporary suicide, and return to his subord- 
inate station of a part instead of a person; but he loathed the necessity, he 
loathed the despondency into which Jekyll was now fallen, and he re- 
sented the dislike with which he was himself regarded, Hence the ape-like 
tricks that he would play me, scrawling in my own hand blasphemies on 
the pages of my books, burning the letters and destroying the portrait of 
my father; and indeed, had it not been for his fear of death, he would long 
ago have ruined himself in order to involve me in the ruin. But his love of 
life is wonderful; I go further: 1, who sicken and freeze at the mere 
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thought of him, when I recall the abjection and passion of this attach- 
‘ment, and when I know how he fears my power to cut him off by suicide, I 
find it in my heart to pity him. 4 

It is useless, and the time awfully fails me, to prolong this description; 
no one has ever suffered such torments, let that suffice; and yet even to 
these, habit brought—no, not alleviation—but a certain callousness of 
soul, a certain acquiescence of despair; and my punishment might have 
gone on for years, but for the last calamity which has now fallen, and 
Which has finally severed me from my own face and nature: My provision 
of the salt, which had never been renewed since the date of the first 
‘experiment, began to run low. I sent out for a fresh supply and mixed the 
‘draught; the ebullition followed, and the first change of colour, not the 
second; I drank it and it was without efficiency. You will learn from Poole 
how I have had London ransacked: it was in vain; and I am now per- 
suaded that my first supply was impure, and that it was that unknown 
impurity which lent efficacy to the draught. 

‘Abouta week has passed, and I am now finishing this statement under 
the influence of the last of the old powders. This, then, is the last time, 
short of a miracle, that Henry Jekyll can think his own thoughts or see his 
‘own face (now how sadly altered!) in the glass. Nor must I delay too long 
to bring my writing to an end; for if my narrative has hitherto escaped 
destruction, it has been by a combination of great prudence and great 
‘good luck, Should the throes of change take me in the act of writing 
Hyde will tear it in pieces; but if some time shall have elapsed after I have 
laid it by, his wonderful selfishness and circumscription to the moment 
will probably save it once again from the action of his ape-like spite, And 
indeed the doom that is closing on us both has already changed and 
crushed him. Half an hour from now, when I shall again and forever 
reindue that hated personality, 1 know how I shall sit shuddering and 
weeping in my chair, or continue, with the most strained and fearstruck 
ecstasy of listening, to pace up and down this room (my last earthly 
refuge) and give ear to every sound of menace. Will Hyde die upon the 
scaffold? or will he find courage to release himself at the last moment? 
God knows; I am careless; this is my true hour of death, and what is to 
follow concerns another than myself. Here then, as 1 lay down the pen 
and proceed to seal up my confession, I bring the life of that unhappy 
Henry Jekyll to an end, 
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THE PREFACE 


The artist is the creator of beautiful things. To reveal art and conceal the 
artist is art’s aim. 

The critic is he who can translate into another manner oranew material 
his impression of beautiful things. 

The highest as the lowest form of criticism isa mode of autobiography. 

‘Those who find ugly meanings in beautiful things are corrupt without 
being charming. This is a fault. 

‘Those who find beautiful meanings in beautiful things are the culti- 
vated. For these there is hope. 

‘They are the elect to whom beautiful things mean only beauty. 

‘There is no such thing as a moral or an immoral book. Books are well 
written, or badly written. That is all. 

The nineteenth century dislike of realism is the rage of Caliban seeing 
his own face in a glass. 

The nineteenth century dislike of romanticism is the rage of Caliban 
not seeing his own face in a glass. 

‘The moral life of man forms part of the subject-matter of the artist, but 
the morality of art consists in the perfect use of an imperfect medium. 

No artist desires to prove anything. Even things that are true can be 


sympathies. An ethical sympathy in an artist is an 
unpardonable mannerism of style. 

No artist is ever morbid. The artist can express everything. 

‘Thought and language are to the artist instruments of an art. 

Vice and virtue are to the artist materials for an art. 

From the point of view of form, the type of all the arts isthe art of the 
musician, From the point of view of feeling, the actor's craft is the type. 

All artis at once surface and symbol. 

‘Those who go beneath the surface do so at their peril. 

‘Those who read the symbol do so at their peril 

Tr is the spectator, and not life, that art really mirrors, 

Diversity of opinion about a work of art shows that the work is new, 
complex, and vital. 

When critics disagree, the artist is in accord with himself. 

We can forgive a man for making a useful thing as long as he does not 
admireit. The only excuse for making a useless thing is that one admires it 
intensely. 

All art is quite useless. 
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CHAPTER ONE 


‘The studio was filled with the rich odour of roses, and when the light 
«summer wind stirred amidst the trees of the garden, there came through 
the open door the heavy scent ofthe lilac, or the more delicate perfume of 
the pink-flowering thorn, 

From the corner of the divan of Persian saddle-bags on which he was 
lying, smoking, as was his custom, innumerable cigarettes, Lord Henry 
Wotton could just catch the gleam of the honey-sweet and honey- 
coloured blossoms of a laburnum, whose tremulous branches seemed 
hardly able to bear the burden of a beauty so flamelike as theirs; and now 
and then the fantastic shadows of birds in flight flitted across the long 
tussore-silk curtains that were stretched in front of the huge window, 
producing a kind of momentary Japanese effect, and making him think 
of those pallid, jade-faced painters of Tokyo who, through the medium of 
an art that is necessarily immobile, seek to convey the sense of swiftness 
and motion. The sullen murmur of the bees shouldering their way 
through the long unmown grass, or circling with monotonous insistence 
round the dusty gilt horns of the straggling woodbine, seemed to make 
the stillness more oppressive. The dim roar of London was like the 
bourdon note of a distant organ. 

In the centre of the room, clamped to an upright easel, stood the 
full-length portrait ofa young man of extraordinary personal beauty, and 
in front of it, some little distance away, was sitting the artist himself, Basil 
Hallward, whose sudden disappearance some years ago caused, at the 
time, such publicexcitement and gave rise to so many strange conjectures. 

‘As the painter looked at the gracious and comely form he had so 
skilfully mirrored in his art, a smile of pleasure passed across his face, and 
seemed about to linger there. But he suddenly started up, and closing his 
eyes, placed his fingers upon the lids, as though he sought to imprison 
within his brain some curious dream from which he feared he might 
awake. 

“Te is your best work, Basil, the best thing you have ever done,” said 
Lord Henry languidly. "You must certainly send it next year to the 
Grosvenor. The Academy is too large and too vulgar. Whenever I have 
gone there, there have been either so many people that 1 have not been 
Able to see the pictures, which was dreadful, or so many pictures that 1 
have not been able to see the people, which was worse, The Grosvenor is 
really the only place.” 
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“I don't think I shall send it anywhere,” he answered, tossing his head 
back in that odd way that used to make his friends laugh at him at Oxford. 
“No, I won't send it anywhere.” i 

Lord Henry elevated his eyebrows and looked at him in amazement 
through the thin blue wreaths of smoke that curled up in such fanciful 
whorls from his heavy, opium-tainted cigarette. “Not send it anywhere? 
My dear fellow, why? Have youany reason? What odd chaps you painters 
are! You do anything in the world to gain a reputation. As soon as you 
have one, you seem to want ta throw it away. It is silly of you, for there is 
only one thing in the world worse than being talked about, and that is not 
being talked about. A portrait like this would set you far above all the 
young men in England, and make the old men quite jealous, if old men 
are ever capable of any emotion.” 

“I know you will laugh at me,” he replied, “but I really can't exhibit it. 1 
have put too much of myself into it.” 

Lord Henry stretched himself out on the divan and laughed. 

“Yes, I knew you would; but it is quite true, all the same.” 

“Too much of yourself in it! Upon my word Basil, I didn’t know you 
were so vain; and 1 really can't see any resemblance between you, with 
your rugged strong face and your coal-black hair, and this young Adonis, 
who looks as if he was made out of ivory and rose-leaves. Why, my dear 
Basil, he is a Narcissus, and you—well, of course you have an intellectual 
expression and all that. But beauty, real beauty, ends where an intellec- 
tual expression begins. Intellect is in itself a mode of exaggeration, and 
destroys the harmony of any face, The moment one sits down to think, 
one becomes all nose, or all forehead, or something horrid. Look at the 
successful men in any of the learned professions. How perfectly hideous 
they are! Except, of course, in the Church. But then in the Church they 
don't think, A bishop keeps on saying at the age of eighty what he was told 
to say when he was a boy of eighteen, and as a natural consequence he 
always looks absolutely delightful. Your mysterious young friend, whose 
name you have never told me, but whose picture really fascinates me, 
never thinks, I feel quite sure of that. He is some brainless beautiful 
creature who should be always here in winter when we have no flowers to 
look at, and always here in summer when we want something to ci 
intelligence, Don't flatter yourself, Basil: you are not in the least like him.” 

“You don't understand me, Harry,” answered the artist. “Of course I 
am not like him. I know that perfectly well, Indeed, I should be sorry to 
look like him. You shrug your shoulders? I am telling you the truth. 
‘There isa fatality about all physical and intellectual distinction, the sort of 
fatality that seems to dog through history the faltering steps of kings. It is 
better not to be different from one’s fellows. The ugly and the stupid have 
the best of tin this world. They can sit at their ease and gape atthe play, If 
they know nothing of victory, they are at least spared the knowledge of 
defeat. They live as we all should live—undisturbed, indifferent, and 
‘without disquiet. They neither bring ruin upon others, nor ever receive it 
from alien hands. Your rank and wealth, Harry; my brains, such as they 
are—my art, whatever it may be worth; Dorian Gray's good looks—we 
shall all suffer for what the gods have given us, suffer terribly,” 

“Dorian Gray? Is that his name?" asked Lord Henry, walking across the 
studio towards Basil Hallward. 

“Yes, that is his name. 1 didn't intend to tell it to you.” 
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“But why not?" 

“Oh, I can't explain. When I like people immensely, I never tell their 
names to any one. It is like surrendering a part of them. I have grown to 
love secrecy. It seems to be the one thing that can make modern life 
mysterious or marvellous to us. The commonest thing is delightful if one 
only hides it. When I leave town now I never tell my people where I am 
going. If I did, I would lose all my pleasure. Itisasilly habit, I dare say, but 
somehow it seems to bring a great deal of romance into one's life, 1 
suppose you think me awfully foolish about it?” 

*Notat all," answered Lord Henry, “not at all, my dear Basil, You seem 
to forget that 1 am married, and the one charm of marriage is that it 
makes a life of deception absolutely necessary for both parties. I never 
know where my wife is, and my wife never knows what I am doing. When 
we meet—we do meet occasionally, when we dine out together, or go 
down to the Duke's—we tell each other the most absurd stories with the 
most serious faces, My wife is very good at it—much better, in fact, than 1 
am. She never gets confused over her dates, and I always do. But when 
she does find me out, she makes no row tall, I sometimes wish she would; 
she merely laughs at me.” 

‘L hate the way you talk about your married life, Harry," said Basil 
Hallward, strolling towards the door that led into the garden. "I believe 
that you are really a very good husand, but that you are thoroughly 
ashamed of your own virtues. You are an extraordinary fellow. You never 
say a moral thing, and you never do a wrong thing. Your cynicism is 
simply a pose.” 

"Being natural is simply a pose, and the most irritating pose 1 know," 
cried Lord Henry, laughing; and the two young men went out into the 
garden together and ensconced themselves on a long bamboo seat that 
stood in the shade of a tall laurel bush, The sunlight slipped over the 
polished leaves. In the grass, white daisies were tremulous. 

After a pause, Lord Henry pulled out his watch, "I am afraid I must be 
going, Basil,” he murmured, “and before I go, Linsist on your answering a 
question I put to you some time ago.” 

"What is that?" said the painter, Keeping his eyes fixed on the ground. 

“You know quite wel.” 

“I do not, Harry." 

"Well, Iwill ell you whatitis, I want you to explain tome why you won't 
exhibit Dorian Gray's picture. I want the real reason.” 

“I told you the real reason.” 

“No, you did not. You said it was because there was too much of 
yourself in it. Now, that is childish.” 

"Harry," said Basil Hallward, looking him straight in the face, “every 
portrait that is painted with feeling is a portrait of the artist, not of the 
Sitter. The sitter is merely the accident, the occasion. It is not he who is 
revealed by the painter; it is rather the painter who, on the coloured 
canvas, reveals himself. The reason I will not exhibit this picture is that L 
fam afraid that I have shown in it the secret of my own soul. 

‘Lord Henry laughed, "And what is that?” he asked. 

{will tell you,” said Hallward; but an expression of perplexity came 
over his face, ; 

“Tam all expectation, Basil," continued his companion, glancing at him. 

“Oh, there is really very litte to tell, Harry,” answered the painter; “and 
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Lam afraid you will hardly understand it. Perhaps you 
en 

Lord Henry smiled, and leaning down, plucked a pink-petalled d: 
from the grass and examined it. "I am quite sure I shall understan 
replied, gazing intently at the little golden, white-feathered disk, “and z 
for believing things, 1 can believe anything, provided that it is quite 
incredible.” 

‘The wind shook some blossoms from the trees, and the heavy lilac- 
blooms, with their clustering stars, moved to and fro in the languid air. A 

rasshopper began to chirrup by the wall, and like a blue thread a long 
thin dragon-fly floated past on its brown gauze wings. Lord Henry felt as 
if he could hear Basil Hallward’s heart beating, and wondered what was 
coming 

"The story is simply this," said the painter after some time, “Two 
months ago I wenttoa crush at Lady Brandon's. You know we poor artists 
have to show ourselves in society from time to time, just to remind the 
public that we are not savages. With an evening coat and a white tie, as you 
told me once, anybody, even a stock-broker, can gain a reputation for 
being civilized. Well, after I had been in the room about ten minutes, 
talking to huge overdressed dowagers and tedious academicians, I sud- 
denly became conscious that some one was looking at me. 1 turned 
half-way round and saw Dorian Gray for the first time. When our eyes 
‘met, I felt that I was growing pale. A curious sensation of terror came over 
me. I knew that 1 had come face to face with some one whose mere 
[personality was so fascinating that, if I allowed it to do so, it would absorb 
my whole nature, my whole soul, my very art itself, I did not want any 
external influence in my life. You know yourself, Harry, how indepen- 
dent I am by nature, I have always been my own master; had at least 
always been so, till I met Dorian Gray. Then—but I don't know how to 
explain it to you. Something seemed to tell me that I was on the verge of a 
terrible crisis in my life. 1 had a strange feeling that fate had in store for 
me exquisite joys and exquisite sorrows. I grew afraid and turned to quit 
the room. It was not conscience that made me do so: it was a sort of 
cowardice, I take no credit to myself for trying to escape,’ 

“Conscience and cowardice are really the same things, Basil. Con 

ce is the trade-name of the firm. That is all.” 

'I don't believe that, Harry, and I don't believe you do either. However, 
whatever was my motive—and it may have been pride, for I used to be 
very proud—I certainly struggled to the door. There, of course, I stum- 
bled against Lady Brandon, ‘You are not going to run away so soon, Mr. 
Hallward? she screamed out. You know her curiously shrill voice?" 

“Yes; she is a peacock in everything but beauty,” said Lord Henry, 
pulling the daisy to bits with his long nervous fingers. 

“I could not get rid of her. She brought me up to royalties, and people 
with stars and garters, and elderly ladies with gigantic tiaras and parrot 
noses, She spoke of me as her dearest friend. 1 had only met her once 
before, but she took it into her head to lionize me. I believe some picture 
of mine had made a great success at the time, at least had been chattered 
about in the penny newspapers, which isthe nineteenth-century standard 
of immortality. Suddenly 1 found myself face to fce with the young man 
whose personality had so strangely stirred me. We were quite close, 
almost touching. Our eyes met again. It was reckless of me, but I asked 
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Lady Brandon to introduce me to him, Perhaps it was not so reckless, 
after all. It was simply inevitable. We would have spoken to each other 
without any introduction. 1 am sure of that. Dorian told me so afterwards, 
He, too, felt that we were destined to know each other.’ 

“And how did Lady Brandon describe this wonderful young man?" 
asked his companion. "I know she goes in for giving a rapid précis ofall her 
guests, I remember her bringing me up to.a truculent and red-faced old 
gentleman covered all over with orders and ribbons, and hissing into my 
ear, in a tragic whisper which must have been perfectly audible to every- 
body in the room, the most astounding details I simply fled. I like to find 
‘out people for myself, But Lady Brandon treats her guests exactly as an 
auctioneer treats his goods. She either explains them entirely away, or 
tells one everything about them except what one wants to know.” 

“Poor Lady Brandon! You are hard on her, Harry!” said Hallward 
listlessly. 

“My dear fellow, she tried to found a salon, and only succeeded in 
opening a restaurant. How could I admire her? But tell me, what did she 
say about Mr. Dorian Gray?” 

“Oh, something like, ‘Charming boy—poor dear mother and 1 abso- 
lutely inseparable. Quite forget what he does—afraid he—doesn't do 
anything—oh, yes, plays the piano—or is it the violin, dear Mr. Gray?" 
Neither of us could help laughing, and we became friends at onc 

“Laughter is notat all a bad beginning fora friendship, and itis far the 
best ending for one,” said the young lord, plucking another daisy. 

Hallward shook kis head, "You don't understand what friendship is, 
Harty,” he murmured—"or what enmity is, for that matter. You like 
every one; that is to say, you are indifferent to every one." 

“How horribly unjust of you!” cried Lord Henry, tilting his hat back 
and looking up at the little clouds that, like ravelled skeins of glossy white 
silk, were drifting across the hollowed turquoise of the summer sky. "Yes; 
horribly unjust of you. I make a great difference between people. I choose 
my friends for their good looks, my acquaintances for their good charac- 
ters, and my enemies for their good intellects. A man cannot be too 
careful in the choice of his enemies. I have not got one who isa fool. They 
are all men of some intellectual power, and consequently they all appreci- 
ate me. Is that very vain of me? I think it is rather vain.” 

“I should think it was, Harry. But according to your category I must be 
merely an acquaintance,’ 

“My dear old Basil, you are much more than an acquaintance.” 
nd much less than a friend. A sort of brother, I suppose?” 

h, brothers! 1 don’t care for brothers. My elder brother won't die, 
and my younger brothers seem never to do anything else.” 

“Harry!” exclaimed Hallward, frowning. 

“My dear fellow, I am not quite serious. But I can't help detesting my 
relations. I suppose it comes from the fact that none of us can stand other 
people having the same faults as ourselves. 1 quite sympathize with the 
Tage of the English democracy against what they call the vices of the upper 
orders, The masses feel that drunkenness, stupidity, and immorality 
should be their own special property, and that if any one of us makes an 
‘ass of himself, he is poaching on their preserves. When poor Southwark 
ot into the divorce court, their indignation was quite magnificent. And 
Yet I don't suppose that ten per cent of the proletariat live correctly.” 
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“I don't agree witha single word that you bave said, and, what is more, 
Harry, I Feel sure you don't either.” \ 

Lord Henry stroked his pointed brown beard and tapped the toe of his 
patent-leather boot with a tasselled ebony cane. "How English you are, 
Basil! Thatis the second time you have made that observation, If one puts 
forward an idea to a true Englishman—always a rash thing to do—he 
never dreams of considering whether the ideais right or wrong. The only 
thing he considers of any importance is whether one believes it oneself, 
Now, the value of an idea has nothing whatsoever to do with the sincerity 
of the man who expresses it, Indeed, the probabilities are that the more 
insincere the man is, the more purely intellectual will the idea be, asin that 
case it will not be coloured by either his wants, his desires, or his pre- 
judices. However, I don't propose to discuss politics, sociology, or 
metaphysics with you. I like persons better than principles, and 1 like 
persons with no principles better than anything else in the world. Tell me 
more about Mr. Dorian Gray. How often do you see him?” 

“Every day. I couldn't be happy if I didn't see him every day, He is 
absolutely necessary to me.” 

“How extraordinary! I thought you would never care for anything but 
your art.” 

“He is all my art to me now,” said the painter gravely, “I sometimes 
think, Harry, that there are only two eras of any importance in the world’s 
history. The first is the appearance of a new medium for att, and the 
second is the appearance of a new personality for art also. What the 
invention of oil-painting was to the Venetians, the face of Antinoils was to 
late Greek sculpture, and the face of Dorian Gray will some day be to me, 
It is not merely that I paint from him, draw from him, sketch from him. 
Ofcourse, I have done all that. But he is much more to me than a model or 
sitter, I won't tell you that I am dissatisfied with what I have done of him, 
or that his beauty is such that art cannot express it There is nothing that 
art cannot express, and I know that the work 1 have done, since I met 
Dorian Gray, is good work, isthe best work of my life, But in some curious 
‘way—I wonder will you understand me?—his personality has suggested 
tome an entirely new manner in art, an entirely new mode of style, I see 
things differently, I think of them differently, 1 can now recreate life ina 
way that was hidden from me before. ‘A dream of form in days of 
thought’—who is it who says that? I forget; but it is what Dorian Gray has 
been to me. The merely visible presence of this lad—for he seems to me 
litte more than a lad, though he is really over twenty—his merely visible 
presence—ah! I wonder can you realize all that that means? Unconscious- 
ly he defines for me the lines of a fresh school, a school that is to have in it 
all the passion of the romantic spirit, all the perfection of the spirit that is 
Greek. The harmony of soul and body—how much that is! We in our 
madness have separated the two, and have invented a realism that is 
vulgar, an ideality that is void. Harry! if you only knew what Dorian Gray 
isto me! You remember that landscape of mine, for which Agnew offered 
me such a huge price but which I would not part with? Itis one of the best 
things I have ever done. And why is it so? Because, while I was painting it, 
Dorian Gray sat beside me. Some subtle influence passed from him tome, 
and for the first time in my life I saw in the plain woodland the wonder L 
had always looked for and always missed, 

“Basil, this is extraordinary! I must see Dorian Gray.” 

Hallward got up from the seat and walked up and down the garden. s 
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After some time he came back, “Harry,” he said, “Dorian Gray is to me 
simply a motive in art, You might see nothing in him. I see everything in 
him. He is never more present in my work than when no image of him is 
there, He isa suggestion, as I have said, of a new manner. I find him in the 
curves of certain lines, in the loveliness and subtleties of certain colours. 
‘That is all.” 

“Then why won't you exhibit his portrait?” asked Lord Henry 

“Because, without intending it, I have put into it some expression of all 
is curious artistic idolatry, of which, of'course, I have never cared to 
speak to him. He knows nothing about it. He shall never know anything 
about it. But the world might guess it, and I will not bare my soul to their 
shallow prying eyes. My heart shall never be put under their microscope. 
‘There is too much of myself in the thing, Harry—too much of myself!” 
__ “Poets are not so scrupulous as you are. They know how useful passion 
is for publication. Nowadays a broken heart will run to many editions.” 

“I hate them for it,” cried Hallward. “An artist should create beautiful 
things, but should put nothing of his own life into them. We live in an age 
When men treat art asif it were meant to be a form of autobiography. We 
have lost the abstract sense of beauty, Some day I willshow the world what 
itis; and for that reason the world shall never see my portrait of Dorian 
Gray.” 

“think you are wrong, Basil, but I won't argue with you. It is only the 
intellectually lost who ever argue. Tell me, is Dorian Gray very fond of 
you?" 

“The painter considered fora few moments. “He likes me,” heanswered 
after a pause; "I know he likes me, Of course I flatter him dreadfully. 1 
find a strange pleasure in saying things to him that Eknow I shall be sorry 
for having said. As a rule, he is charming to me, and we sit in the studio 
and talk of a thousand things, Now and then, however, he is horribly 
thoughtless, and seems to take a real delight in giving me pain. Then 1 
feel, Harry, that I have given away my whole soul to some one who treatsit 
as if it were a flower to put in his coat, a bit of decoration to charm his 
vanity, an ornament for a summer's day.” 

“Days in summer, Basil, are apt to linger,” murmured Lord Henry. 
“Perhaps you will tire sooner than he will. Itis asad thing to think of, but 
there is no doubt that genius lasts longer than beauty. That accounts for 
the fact that we all take such pains to over-educate ourselves. In the wild 
struggle for existence, we want have something thatendures, and so we 
fill our minds with rubbish and facts, in the silly hope of keeping our 
place. The thoroughly well-informed man—that is the modern ideal. 
Kind the mind of the thoroughly well-informed man isa dreadful thing. It 
js like a bric-à-brac shop, all monsters and dust, with everything priced 
‘above its proper value, I think you will tire first, all the same. Some day 
you will look at your friend, and he will seem to you to be a little out of 
drawing, or you won't like his tone of colour, or something, You will 
bitterly reproach him in your own heart, and seriously think that he has 
behaved very badly to you. The next time he calls, you will be perfectly 
cold and indifferent, It will be a great pity, for it will alter you, What you 
have told meis quite a romance, a romance of art one might call it, and the 
worstof having a romance ofany kind is that it leaves one so unromantic.” 

"Harry, don't talk like that, As long as 1 live, the personality of Dorian 
Gray will dominate me. You can't feel what I feel. You change too often.” 

“Ah, my dear Basil, that is exactly why I can feel it: Those who are 
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faithful know only the trivial side of love: it is the faithless who know love's 
tragedies,” And Lord Henry struck a light on a dainty silver case and 
began to smoke a cigarette with a self-conscious and satisfied air, as if he 
had summed up the world in a phrase. There was a rustle of chirruping 
sparrows in the green lacquer leaves of the ivy, and the blue cloud- 
shadows chased themselves across the grass like swallows. How pleasant it 
was in the garden! And how delightful other people's emotions were!— 
much more delightful than their ideas, it seemed to him. One's own soul, 
and the passions of one’s friends—those were the fascinating things in 
life. He pictured to himself with silent amusement the tedious luncheon 
that he had missed by staying so long with Basil Hallward. Had he gone to 
his aunt's, he would have been sure to have met Lord Goodbody there, 
and the whole conversation would have been about the feeding of the 
poor and the necessity for model lodging-houses. Each class would have 
preached the importance of those virtues, for whose exercise there was no. 
necessity in their own lives. The rich would have spoken on the value of 
thrift, and the idle grown eloquent over the dignity of labour. It was 
charming to have escaped all that! As he thought of his aunt, an idea 
seemed to strike him. He turned to Hallward and said, “My dear fellow, 1 
have just remembered. 

“Remembered what, Harry? 

“Where I heard the name of Dorian Gray." 

“Where was it?” asked Hallward, with a slight frown, 

‘Don't look so angry, Basil. It was at my aunt, Lady Agatha's. She told 
me she had discovered a wonderful young man who was going to help her 
in the East End, and that his name was Dorian Gray. I am bound to state 
that she never told me he was good-looking: Women have no appreciation 
of good looks; at least, good women have not. She said that he was very 
earnest and had a beautiful nature. I at once pictured to myself a creature 
with spectacles and lank hair, horribly freckled, and tramping about on 
huge feet. I wish I had known it was your friend,’ 

“Lam very glad you didn't, Harry. 

Why?" 

“I don't want you to meet him.” 

“You don't want me to meet him?” 

“No.” 

“Mr, Dorian Gray is in the studio, si 
garden. 

“You must introduce me now,” cried Lord Henry, laughing. 

‘The painter turned to his servant, who stood blinking in the sunlight. 
“Ask Mr. Gray to wait, Parker: I shall be in in a few moments." The man 
bowed and went up the walk 

Then he looked at Lord Henry. “Dorian Gray is my dearest friend, 
said. “He has a simple and a beautiful nature. Your aunt was quite rightin 
what she said of him. Don't spoil him. Don’t try to influence him. Your 
influence would be bad. The world is wide, and has many marvellous 
people in it, Don’t take away from me the one person who gives to my art 
whatever charm it possesses: my life as an artist depends on him, Mind, 
Harry, I trust you.” He spoke very slowly, and the words seemed wrung 
out of him almost against his will 

“What nonsense you talk!" said Lord Henry, smiling, and tal I 
ward by the arm, he almost led him into the house, © ae 


. sid the butler, coming into the 
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CHarTER Two 


As they entered they saw Dorian Gray, He Was seated at the piano, with his 
back to them, turning over the pages of a volume of Schumann's "Forest 
Scenes.” “You must lend me these, Basil,” he cried. "I want to learn them. 
They are perfectly charming.” 

“That entirely depends on how you sit to-day, Dorian.” 

“Oh, I am tired of sitting, and 1 don't want a life-sized portrait of 
myself,” answered the lad, swinging round on the music-stool in a wilful, 
petulant manner. When he caught sight of Lord Henry, a faint blush 
Coloured his cheeks for a moment, and he started up. "I beg your pardon, 
Basil, but I didn't know you had any one with you.” 

“This is Lord Henry Wotton, Dorian, an old Oxford friend of mine. 1 

him whata capital sitter you were, and now you have 


audience probably thought it was a duet. When Aunt Agatha sits down to 
the piano, she makes quite enough noise for two people.” 

“That is very horrid to her, and not very nice to me,” answered Dorian, 
laughing. 

Lord Henry looked at him. Yes, he was certainly wonderfully hand- 
some, with his finely curved scarlet lips, his frank blue eyes, his crisp gold 
hair, There was something in his face that made one trust him at once, All 
the candour of youth was there, as well as all youth's passionate purity. 
‘One felt that he had kept himself unspotted from the world. No wonder 
Basil Hallward worshipped him. 

“You are too charming to go in for philanthropy, Mr. Gray—far too 
charming,” And Lord Henry flung himself down on the divan and 
opened his cigarette-case, 

The painter had been busy mixing his colours and getting his brushes 
ready, He was looking worried, and when he heard Lord Henry's last 
remark, he glanced at him, hesitated for a moment, and then said, 
“Harry, 1 want to finish this picture to-day. Would you think it awfully 
rude of me if I asked you to go away?” 

‘Lord Henry smiled and looked at Dorian Gray. “Am I to go, Mr. Gray?” 
he asked. 
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“Oh, please don't, Lord Henry. I see that Basil is in one of his sulky 
moods, and I can't bear him when he sulks. Besides, I want you to tell me 
why I should not go in for philanthropy.” 

“I don't know that I shall tell you that, Mr, Gray, Itis so tedious a subject 
that one would have to talk seriously about it, But I certainly shall not run 
away, now that you have asked me to stop. You don't really mind, Basil, do 
you? You have often told me that you liked your sitters to have some one 
to chat to.” 

Hallward bit his lip. “If Dorian wishes it, of course you must stay. 
Dorian’s whims are laws to everybody, except himself.” 

Lord Henry took up his hat and gloves. “You are very pressing, Basil, 
but Tam afraid I must go. 1 have promised to meet a man at the Orleans. 
Good-bye, Mr, Gray. Come and see me some afternoon in Curzon Street. 
Tam nearly always at home at five o'clock. Write to me when you are 
coming. I should be sorry to miss you.” 

“Basil,” cried Dorian Gray, “if Lord Henry Wotton goes, I shall go, too. 
You never open your lips while you are painting, and it is horribly dull 
standing ona platform and trying to look pleasant, Ask him to stay. I insist 
upon it.” 

P Stay, Harry, to oblige Dorian, and to oblige me," said Hallward, gazing 
intently at his picture. “It is quite true, I never talk when I am working, 
and never listen either, and it must be dreadfully tedious for my unfor- 
tunate sitters. 1 beg you to sta 

“But what about my man at the Orleans?" 

‘The painter laughed, “I don't think there will be any difficulty about 
that. Sit down again, Harry. And now, Dorian, get on the platform, and 
don't move about too much, or pay any attention to what Lord Henry 
says. He has a very bad influence over all his friends, with the single 
exception of myself." 

Dorian Gray stepped up on the dais with the air of a young Greek 
martyr, and made a little moue of discontent to Lord Henry, to whom he 
had rather taken a fancy. He was so unlike Basil. They made a delightful 
contrast. And he had such a beautiful voice, After a few moments he said 
to him, “Have you really a very bad influence, Lord Henry? As bad as 

saysi 
here is no such thing as a good influence, Mr. Gr 
immoral from the scientific point of view.” 


“Because to influence a person is to give him one’s own soul. He does 
not think his natural thoughts, or burn with his natural passions. His 
virtues are not real to him. His sins, if there are such things as sins, are 
borrowed. He becomes an echo of some one else's music, an actor of a part 
that has not been written for him. The aim of life is self-development. To 
realize one's nature perfectly—that is what each of us is here for, People 
areafraid of themselves, nowadays. They have forgotten the highest of all 
duties, the duty that one owes to one’s self, Of course, they are charitable. 
They feed the hungry and clothe the beggar. But their own souls starve, 
and are naked. Courage has gone out of our race, Perhaps we never really 
had it. The terror of society, which is the basis of morals, the terror of 
God, which is the secret of religion—these are the two things that govern 
us. And yer—" 

“Just turn your head a little more to the right, Dorian, like a good boy,” 
said the painter, deep in his work and conscious only that a look had came 
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the lad’s face that he had never seen there before. 

“And yet,” continued Lord Henry, in his low, musical voice, and with 
that graceful wave of the hand that was always so characteristic of him, 
and that he had even in his Eton days, “I believe that if one man were to 
live out his life fully and completely, were to give form to every feeling, 
expression to every thought, reality to every dream—I believe that the 
world would gain such a fresh impulse of joy that we would forget all the 
maladies of mediaevalism, and return to the Hellenic ideal—to something 
finer, richer than the Hellenic ideal, it thay be. But the bravest man 
amongst usis afraid of himself, The mutilation of the savage has its tragic 
survival in the self-denial that mars our lives. We are punished for our 
‘refusals, Every impulse that we strive to strangle broods in the mind and 
poisons us, The body sins once, and has done with its sin, for action is a 
mode of purification, Nothing remains then but the recollection of a 
pleasure, or the luxury of a regret. The only way to get rid of a temptation 
is to yield to it, Resist it, and your soul grows sick with longing for the 
things it has forbidden to itself, with desire for what its monstrous laws 
have made monstrous and unlawful. It has been said that the great events 
of the world take place in the brain. It is in the brain, and the brain only, 
that the great sins of the world take place also, You, Mr. Gray, you 
yourself, with your rose-red youth and your rose-white boyhood, you 
have had passions that have made you afraid, thoughts that have filled 
you with terror, day-dreams and sleeping dreams whose mere memory 
might stain your cheek with shame—" 

"Stop!" faltered Dorian Gray, “stop! you bewilder me. 1 don't know 
‘what to say. There is some answer to you, but I cannot find it. Don't speak. 
Let me think. Or, rather, let me try not to think.” 

For nearly ten minutes he stood there, motionless, with parted lips and 
eyes strangely bright. He was dimly conscious that entirely fresh influ- 
ences were at work within him, Yet they seemed to him to have come 
really from himself, The few words that Basil's friend had said to him— 
words spoken by chance, no doubt, and with wilful paradox in them—had 
touched some secret chord that had never been touched before, but that 
he felt was now vibrating and throbbing to curious pulses. 

‘Music had stirred him like that. Music had troubled him many times 
But music was not articulate. It was not a new world, but rather another 
chaos, that it created in us. Words! Mere words! How terrible they were! 
How clear, and vivid, and cruel! One could not escape from them. And 
yet what a subtle magic there wasin them! They seemed to beable to givea. 
plastic form to formless things, and to have a music of their own as sweet 
As that of viol or of lute. Mere words! Was there anything so real as words? 

‘Yes; there had been things in his boyhood that he had not understood. 
He understood them now. Life suddenly became fiery-coloured to him. It 
seemed to him that he had been walking in fire. Why had he not known it? 

‘With his subtle smile, Lord Henry watched him, He knew the precise 

‘chological moment when to say nothing. He felt intensely interested. 
Fide amazed at the sudden impression that his words had produced, 
and, remembering a book that he had read when he was sixteen, a book 
which had revealed to him much that he had not known before, he 
wondered whether Dorian Gray was passing through a similar experi- 
‘ence, He had merely shot an arrow into the air, Had it hit the mark? How 
fascinating the lad was! fs 

Hillard painted away with that marvellous bold touch of his, that had 
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the true refinement and perfect delicacy that in art, at any rate comes only 
from strength. He was unconscious of the silence. 

“Basil, Lam tired of standing,” cried Dorian Gray suddenly. “I must go 
out and sit in the garden, The air is stifling here.” à 

“My dear fellow, I am so sorry. When I am painting, I can't think of 
anything else. But you never sat better. You were perfectly still. And I 
have caught the effect 1 wanted—the half-parted lips and the bright look 
in the eyes. I don't know what Harry has been saying to you, but he has 
certainly made you have the most wonderful expression. I suppose he has 
been paying you compliments. You mustn't believe a word that he says.” 

“He has certainly not been paying me compliments. Perhaps that is the 
reason that I don’t believe anything he has told me.” 

“You know you believe it all,” said Lord Henry, looking at him with his 
dreamy languorous eyes. "I will go out to the garden with you. It is 
horribly hot in the studio. Basil, let us have something iced to drink, 
something with strawberries in it.” 

“Certainly, Harry. Just touch the bell, and when Parker comes I will tell 
him what you want. Ì have got to work up this background, so I will join 
you later on, Don't keep Dorian too long, I have never been in better form 
for painting than I am to-day. This is going to be my masterpiece. It is my 
masterpiece as it stands.” 

Lord Henry went out to the garden and found Dorian Gray burying his 
face in the great cool lilac-blossoms, feverishly drinking in their perfume 
as if it had been wine, He came close to him and put his hand upon his 
shoulder. “You are quite right to do that,” he murmured, "Nothing can 
cure the soul but the senses, just as nothing can cure the senses but the 
soul.” 

‘The lad started and drew back. He was bare-headed, and the leaves had 
tossed his rebellious curls and tangled all their gilded threads. There was 
a look of fear in his eyes, such as people have when they are suddenly 
awakened, His finely chiselled nostrils quivered, and some hidden nerve 
shook the scarlet of his lips and left them trembling, 

“Yes,” continued Lord Henry, “that is one of the great secrets of 
life—to cure the soul by means of the senses, and the senses by means of 
the soul, You are a wonderful creation. You know more than you think 
you know, just as you know less than you want to know." 

Dorian Gray frowned and turned his head away. He could not help 
ing the tall, graceful young man who was standing by him, His roman- 
tic, olive-coloured face and worn expression interested him. There was 
something in his low languid voice that was absolutely fascinating. His 
cool, white, flowerlike hands, even, had a curious charm. They moved, as 
he spoke; like music, and seemed to have a language of their own. But he 
felt afraid of him, and ashamed of being afraid. Why had it been left fora 
stranger to reveal him to himself? He had known Basil Hallward for 
months, but the friendship between them had never altered him. Sud- 
denly there had come some one across his life who seemed to have 
disclosed to him life's mystery. And, yet, what was there to be afraid of? 
He was not a schoolboy or a girl. It was absurd to be frightened. 

“Let us go and sit in the shade,” said Lord Henry. “Parker has brought 
out the drinks, and if you stay any longer in this glare, you will be quite 
spoiled, and Basil will never paint you again. You really must not allow 
yourself to become sunburnt. It would be unbecoming.” 


‘THE PIOTURE OF DORIAN GRAY 261 


“What can it matter?" cried Dorian Gray, laughing, as he sat down on 
the seat at the end of the garden. 

“It should matter everything to you, Mr. Gray.” 

oe rything to ye y. 

“Because you have the most marvellous youth, and youth is the one 
thing worth having.” 

*I don't feel that; Lord Henry.” 

“No, you don't feel it now. Some day, when you are old and wrinkled 
and ugly, when thought has seared your forehead with its lines, and 
passion branded your lips with its hideous fires, you will feel it, you will 
feelit terribly. Now, wherever you go, you charm the world. Will italways 
beso? .... You have a wonderfully beautiful face, Mr. Gray. Don't frown. 
You have, And beauty isa form of genius—is higher, indeed, than genius, 
as it needs no explanation. It is of the great facts of the world, like 
sunlight, or spring-time, or the reflection in dark waters ofthat silver shell 
we call the moon. It cannot be questioned. It has its divine right of 
sovereignty, It makes princes of those who have it. You smile? Ah! when 
you have lost it you won't smile... . People say sometimes that beauty is 
‘only superficial. That may be so, but at least it is not so superficial as 
thought is, To me, beauty is the wonder of wonders. It is only shallow 
people who do not judge by appearances, The true mystery of the world is 
the visible, not the invisible... . Yes, Mr. Gray, the gods have been good to 
you. But what the gods give they quickly take away. You have only a few 
Years in which to live really, perfectly, and fully. When your youth goes, 
your beauty will go with it, and then you will suddenly discover that there 
Are no triumphs left for you, or have to content yourself with those mean 
triumphs that the memory of your past will make more bitter than 
defeats. Every month as it wanes brings you nearer to something dread- 
ful. Timeis jealous of you, and wars against your liliesand your roses. You 
will become sallow, and hollow-checked, and dull-eyed. You will suffer 
horribly... Ah! realize your youth while you have it. Don't squander the 

old of your days, listening to the tedious, trying to improve the hopeless 

ilure, or giving away your life to the ignorant, the common, and the 
vulgar. These are the sickly aims, the false ideals, of ourage. Live! Live the 
Wonderful life that is in you! Let nothing be lost upon you. Be always 
searching for new sensations. Be afraid of nothing. ... A new Hedon- 
ism—that is what our century wants. You might be its visible symbol. With 
your personality there is nothing you could not do. The world belongs to 
You for a season. ., . The moment I met you I saw that you were quite 
Unconscious of what you really are, of what you really might be. There 
was so much in you that charmed me that I felt I must tell you something 
about yourself. I thought how tragic it would be if you were wasted. For 
there is such a little time that your youth will last—such a little time, The 
common hill-flowers wither, but they blossom again. The laburnum will 
Beas yellow next June as itis now. In a month there will be purple stars on 
the clematis, and year after year the green night of its leaves will hold its 

urple stars. But we never get back our youth, The pulse ofjoy that beats 
fh us at twenty becomes sluggish. Our limbs fail, our senses rot. We 
degenerate into hideous puppets, haunted by the memory of the passions 
of which we were too much afraid, and the exquisite temptations that we 
had not the courage to yield to. Youth! Youth! There is absolutely no- 
thing in the world but youth!” 
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Dorian Gray listened, open-eyed and wondering. The spray of lilac fell 
from his hand upon the gravel A furry bee came and buzzed round it for 
a moment. Then it began to scramble all over the oval stellated globe of 
the tiny blossoms, He watched it with that strange interest in trivial things 
that we try to develop when things of high import make us afraid, or when 
we are stirred by some new emotion for which we cannot find expression, 
or when some thought that terrifies us lays sudden siege to the brain and 
calls on us to yield. After a time the bee flew away. He saw it creeping into 
the stained trumpet of a Tyrian convolvulus. The flower seemed to 
quiver, and then swayed gently to and fro. 3 

Suddenly the painter appeared at the door of the studio and made 
staccato signs for them to come in, They turned to each other and smiled. 

“Tam waiting," he cried. “Do come in, The light is quite perfect, and 
you can bring your drinks.’ 

"They rose up and sauntered down the walk together. Two green-and- 
white butterflies fluttered past them, and in the pear-tree at the corner of 
the garden a thrush began to sing. 

“You are glad you have met me, Mr, Gray," said Lord Henry, looking at 
him, 

“Yes, Lam glad now. I wonder shall I always be glad?” 

“Always! That is a dreadful word. It makes me shudder when I hear it. 
Women are so fond of using it. They spoil every romance by trying to 
make it last for ever. It is a meaningless word, too. The only difference 
between a caprice and a lifelong passion is that the caprice lasts a little 
longer.” 

‘As they entered the studio, Dorian Gray put his hand upon Lord 
Henry's arm. “In that case, let our friendship be a caprice," he mur- 
mured, flushing at his own boldness, then stepped up on the platform 
and resumed his pose: 

Lord Henry flung himself into a large wicker armchair and watched 
him, The sweep and dash of the brush on the canvas made the only sound 
that broke the stillness, except when, now and then, Hallward stepped 
back to look at his work from a distance. In the slanting beams that 
streamed through the open doorway the dust danced and was golden, 
The heavy scent of the roses seemed to brood over everything. 

‘After about a quarter of an hour Hallward stopped painting, looked for 
along time at Dorian Gray, and then fora long time at the picture, biting 
the end of one of his huge brushes and frowning, "It is quite finished," he 
cried at last, and stopping down he wrote his name in long vermilion 
letters on the left-hand corner of the canvas. 

Lord Henry came over and examined the picture. It was certainly a 
wonderful work of art, and a wonderful likeness as well. 

“My dear fellow, I congratulate you most warmly,” he said. “It is the 
finest portrait of modern times. Mr. Gray, come over and look at your- 
self.” 

The lad started, as if awakened from some dream. 

“Is it really finished?” he murmured, stepping down from the plat- 
form. 

Quite finished,” said the painter. “And you have sat splendidly to-day. 
Tam awfully obliged to you.” 

“That is entirely due to me,” broke in Lord Henry, “Isn'tit, Mr, Gray?" 

Dorian made no answer, but passed listessly in front of his picture and 
turned towards it, When he saw it he drew back, and his cheeks flushed 


i 
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for a moment with pleasure. A look of joy came into his eyes, as if he had 


id himself for the first time. He stood there motionless and in 
ler, dimly conscious that Hallward was speaking to him, but not 
catching the meaning of his words, The sense of his own beauty came on 
him likea revelation, He had never felt it before, Basil Hallward's compl 
ments had seemed to him to be merely the charming exaggeration of 
friendship. He hadblistened to them, laughed at them, forgotten them. 
‘They had not influenced his nature. Then had come Lord Henry Wotton 
with his strange panegyric on youth, his terrible warning of its brevity. 
‘That had stirred him at the time, and now, as he stood gazing at the 
shadow of his own loveliness, the full reality of the description flashed 
across him. Yes, there would be a day when his face would be wrinkled 
and wizen, his eyes dim and colourless, the grace of his figure broken and 
deformed. The scarlet would pass away from his lips and the gold steal 
from his hair. The life that was to make his soul would mar his body. He 
would become dreadful, hideous, and uncouth 

‘Ashe thought of it, a sharp pang of pain struck through him like a knife 
and made each delicate fibre of his nature quiver. His eyes deepened into 
amethyst, and across them came a mist of tears. He felt as if hand of ice 
had been laid upon his heart, 

“Don't you like it?" cried Hallward at last, stung a little by the lad’s 
silence, not understanding what it meant, 

“Of course he likes it,” said Lord Henry. “Who wouldn't like it? Itis one 
of the greatest things in modern art. 1 will give you anything you like to 
ask for it. I must have 

“Iris not my property 

“Whose property is i 

“Dorian’s, of course,” answered the painter, 
je is a very lucky fellow." 

“How sad it is!” murmured Dorian Gray with his eyes still fixed upon 
his own portrait. "How sad it is! 1 shall grow old, and horrible, and 
dreadful. But this picture will remain always young. It will never be older 
than this particular day of June..... [fit were only the other way! If it were 
I who was to be always young, and the picture that was to grow old! For 
that—for that—I would give everything! Yes, there is nothing in the 
whole world I would not give! I would give my soul for that!” 

“You would hardly care for such an arrangement, Basil,” cried Lord 
Henry, laughing, “It would be rather hard lines on your work,” 

“{ should object very strongly, Harry," said Hallward. 

Dorian Gray turned and looked at him. "1 believe you would, Basil. You 
like your art better than your friends. 1 am no more to you than a green 
bronze figure. Hardly as much, I dare say. p 

“The painter stared in amazement. It was so unlike Dorian to speak like 
that. What had happened? He seemed quite angry. His face was flushed 
and his cheeks burning. 

Yes," he continued, “I am less to you than your ivory Hermes or your 
silver Faun. You will like them always, How long will you like me? Til 1 
have my first wrinkle, I suppose. [ know, now, that when one loses one! 

Touks, whatever they may be, one loses everything. Your picture has 
Taught me that, Lord Henry Wotton is perfectly right. Youth is the only 
thing worth having, When I find that 1 am growing old, 1 shall kill 
myself,” 

"Hallward turned pale and caughthis hand. “Dorian! Dorian!” he cried, 
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“don't talk like that. 1 have never had such a friend as you, and T shall 
never have such another. You are not jealous of material things, are 
you?—you who are finer than any of them!” 
am jealous of everything whose beauty does not die. I am jealous of 

the portrait you have painted of me. Why should it keep what I must lose? 
Every moment that passes takes something from me and gives something 
to it. Oh, if it were only the other way! Ifthe picture could change, and 1 
could be always what I am now! Why did you paint it? It will mock me 
some day—mock me horribly!" The hot tears welled into his eyes; he tore 
his hand away and, flinging himself on the divan, he buried his face in the 
cushions, as though he was praying, 

“This is your doing, Harry,” said the painter bitterly. 

Lord Henry shrugged his shoulders. “Itis the real Dorian Gray—that is 


all 


[t is not.” 
‘If it is not, what have I to do with it?" 
*You should have gone away when 1 asked you,” he muttered. 

“I stayed when you asked me,” was Lord Henry’s answer. 

“Harry, L can't quarrel with my two best friends at once, but between 
you both you have made me hate the finest piece of work I have ever 
done; and I will destroy it. What is it but canvas and colour? E will not let it 
come across our three lives and mar them.” 

Dorian Gray lifted his golden head from the pillow, and with pallid face 
and tear-stained eyes, looked at him as he walked over to the deal paint- 
ing-table that was set beneath the high curtained window. What was he 
doing there? His fingers were straying about among the litter of tin tubes 
and dry brushes, seeking for something. Yes, it was for the long palette- 
knife, with its thin blade of lithe steel. He had found it at last. He was 
going to rip up the canvas. 

With a stifled sob the lad leaped from the couch, and, rushing over to 
Hallward, tore the knife out of his hand, and flung it to the end of the 
studio. "Don't, Basil, don’t!” he cried. “It would be murder!” 

“Lam glad you appreciate my work at last, Dorian," said the painter 

coldly when he had recovered from his surprise, "I never thought you 
would.” 
“Appreciate it? Iam inlove with ty Basil. Itis part of myself eel that." 
"Well, as soon as you are dry, you shall be varnished, and framed, and 
sent home, Then you can do what you like with yourself.” And he walked 
across the room and rang the bell for tea. “You will have tea, of course, 
Dorian? And so will you, Harry? Or do you object to such simple plea- 
sures?” 

"Ladore simple pleasures," said Lord Henry. “They are the last refuge 
of the complex. But I don't like scenes, except on the stage. What absurd 
fellows you are, both of you! I wonder who it was defined man as a 
rational animal. It was the most premature definition ever given, Man is 
many things, but he is not rational, I am glad he is not, after all—though 1 
wish you chaps would not squabble over the picture. You had much better 
Jet me have it, Basil, This silly boy doesn't really want it, and I really do." 

“Ifyou letany one have it but me, Basil, I shall never forgive yout” cried 
Dorian Gray; “and I don't allow people to call me a silly boy.” 

‘You know the picture is yours, Dorian. 1 gave it to you before it 
existed.” 
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"And you know you have been a little silly, Mr, Gray, and that you don't 
really object to being reminded that you are extremely young.” 
“T should have objected very strongly this morning, Lord Henry.” 

“Ahl! this morning! You have lived since then.” 

‘There came a knock at the door, and the butler entered with a laden 
tea-tray and set it down upon a small Japanese table. There was a rattle of 

and saucers and the hissing of a fluted Georgian urn. Two globe- 
shaped china dishes were brought in by a page. Dorian Gray went over 
and poured out the tea, The two men sauritered languidly to the tableand 
examined what was under the covers, 

“Let us go to the theatre to-night,” said Lord Henry. “There is sure to 
be something on, somewhere, I have promised to dine at White's, but it is 
only with an old friend, so can send hint a wire to say that I amil, or that 

am prevented from coming in consequence of a subsequent engage- 
E stil ic 6 er tie eae went novell oe 
surprise of candour.” 

“It is such a bore putting on one’s dress-clothes,” muttered Hallward. 
“And, when one has them on, they are so horrid.” 

“Yes,” answered Lord Henry dreamily, “the costume of the nineteenth 
century is detestable, It is so sombre, so depressing. Sin is the only real 
colour-element left in modern life.” 

“You really must not say things like that before Dorian, Henry.” 

“Before which Dorian? The one who is pouring out tea for us, or the 
‘one in the picture?” 

“Before either.” 

“I should like to come to the theatre with you, Lord Henry,” said the 
lad, 

“Then you shall come; and you will come, too, Basil, won't you?” 

“I can't, really. I would sooner not. T have a lot of work to do,” 

“Well, then, you and 1 will go alone, Mr. Gray.” 

“I should like that awfully.” 

‘The painter bit his lip and walked over, eup in hand, to the picture, “I 
shall stay with the real Dorian,” he said, sadly. 

sit the real Dorian?” cried the original of the portrait, strolling across 
to him. “Am I really like that 

“Yes; you are just like that, 

“How wonderful, Basil!" 

“At least you are like it in appearance. But it will never alter,” sighed 
Hallward. “That is something.” 

“What a fuss people make about fidelity!” exclaimed Lord Henry. 
“Why, even in love itis purely a question for physiology, It has nothing to 
dowith our own will. Young men want tobe faithful, and are not; old men 
want to be faithless, and cannot: that is all one can say.” 

“Don't go to the theatre to-night, Dorian,” said Hallward. “Stop and 
dine with me.” 

“I can't, Basil.” 

“Why?” m 

“Because I have promised Lord Henry Wotton to go with him. 

“He won't like you the better for keeping your promises. He always 
breaks his own. I beg you not to go, 

‘Dorian Gray laughed and shook 

“1 entreat you.” 


head. 
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The lad hesitated, and looked over at Lord Henry, who was watching 
them from the tea-table with an amused smile. 

“I must go, Basil" he answered, x 

“Very well said Hallward, and he went over and laid down his cup on 
the tray. “I is rather late, and, as you have to dress, you had better lose no 
time. Good-bye, Harry. Good-bye Dorian, Come and see me soon, Come 


You won't forget?” 
 eried Dorian. 


“Remember what I asked you, when we were in the garden this 
morning.” 

“I have forgotten it.” 

trust you.” 

“I wish I could trust myself,” said Lord Henry, laughing, “Come, Mr, 
Gray, my hansom is outside, and I can drop you at your own place. 
Good-bye, Basil. It has been a most interesting afternoon.” 

As the door closed behind them, the painter flung himself dawn on a 
sofa, and a look of pain came into his face. 


CHAPTER THREE 


At half-past twelve next day Lord Henry Wotton strolled from Curzon 
Street over to the Albany to call on his uncle, Lord Fermor, a genial if 
somewhat rough-mannered old bachelor, whom the outside world called 
selfish because it derived no particular benefit from him, but who was 
considered generous by Society as he fed the people who amused him. His 
father had been our ambassador at Madrid when Isabella was young and 
Prim unthought of, but had retired from the diplomatic service in a 
capricious moment of annoyance on not being offered the Embassy at 
Paris, a post to which he considered that he was fully entitled by reason of 
his birth, his indolence, the good English of his dispatches, and his 
inordinate passion for pleasure. The son, who had been his father's 
secretary, had resigned along with his chief, somewhat foolishly as was 
thought at the time, and on succeeding some months later to the title, had 
set himself to the serious study of the great aristocratic art of doing 
absolutely nothing. He had two large town houses, but preferred to live in 
chambers as it was less trouble, and took most of his meals at his club. He 
paid some attention to the management of his collieries in the Midland 
Counties, excusing himself for this aint of industry on the ground that the 
‘oneadvantage of having coal was that it enabled a gentleman to afford the 
decency of burning wood on his own hearth. In politics he was a Tory, 
‘except when the Tories were in office, during which period he roundly 
abused them for being a pack of Radicals. He was a hero to his valet, who 
bullied him, and a terror to most of his relations, whom he bullied in turn. 
Only England could have produced him, and he always said that the 
country was going to the dogs. His principles were out of date, but there 
was a good deal to be said for his prejudices, 
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When Lord Henry entered the room, he found his uncle sittin 

rough shooting-coat, smoking a cheroot and grumbling over The Times. 
‘Well, Harry,” said the old gentleman, “what brings you out so early? I 
thought you dandies never got up tll (wo, and were not visible till five, 

“Pure family affection, I assure you, Uncle George, I want to get 
something out of you. 

“Money, I suppose,” said Lord Fermor, making a wry face. “Well, sit 
down and tell me all about it. Young people, nowadays, imagine that 
money is everything,” 

“Yes,” murmured Lord Henry, setting his button-hole in his coat; “and 
when they grow older they know it. But I don't want money. It is only 
people who pay their bills who want that, Uncle George, and I never pay 
mine. Credit is the capital of a younger son, and one lives charmingly 
upon it. Besides, I always deal with Dartmoor’s tradesmen, and conse- 
quently they never bother me. What I want is information: not useful 

formation, of course; useless information.” 

ll, I can tell you anything that is in an English Blue Book, Harry, 
although those fellows nowadays write a lot of nonsense. When I was in 
the Diplomatic, things were much better. But I hear they let them in now 
by examination. What can you expect? Examinations, sir, are pure hum- 
bug from beginning to end. If a man is a gentleman, he knows quite 
enough, and if he is not a gentlman, whatever he knows is bad for hi 

“Mr. Dorian Gray does not belong to Blue Books, Uncle George,” said 
Lord Henry languidly. 

‘Mr. Dorian Gray? Who is he?” asked Lord Fermor, knitting his bushy 
white eyebrows, 
hat is what I have come to learn, Uncle George. Or rather, I know 
who he is. He is the last Lord Kelso's grandson. His mother was a 
Devereux, Lady Margaret Devereux. I want you to tell me about his 
mother, What was she like? Whom did she marry? You have known 
nearly everybody in your time, so you might have known her, I am very 
much interested in Mr. Gray at present. Í have only just met him.” 

“Kelso's grandson!” echoed the old gentleman. “Kelso's grandson! ... 
Of course... . I knew his mother intimately. 1 believe 1 was at her 
christening. She was an extraordinarily beautiful girl, Margaret De- 
yereux, and made all the men frantic by running away with a penniless 
Young fellow—a mere nobody, sir, a subaltern in a foot regiment, or 
domething of that kind. Certainly. 1 remember the whole thing as if it 
happened yesterday. The poor chap was killed in a duel at Spa a few 
‘months after the marriage. There was an ugly story about it. They said 
Kelso got some rascally adventurer, some Belgian brute, to insult his 
son-in-law in public—paid him, sir, to do it, paid him—and that the fellow 
Spitted his man as if he had been a pigeon. The thing was hushed up, but, 

id, Kelso ate his chop alone at the club for some time afterwards. He 
brought his daughter back with him, I was told, and she never spoke to 
him again, Oh, yes; it was a bad business, The girl died, too, died within a 
year. So she left a son, did she? I had forgotten that, What sort of boy is 
he? If he is like his mother, he must be a good-looking chap.” 

‘He is very good-looking,” assented Lord Henry. 

"I hope he will fall into proper hands,” continued the old man, “He 
should have a pot of money waiting for him if Kelso did the right thing by 
Bim. His mother had money, too. All the Selby property came to her, 
through her grandfather. Her grandfather hated Kelso, thought him a 
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mean dog. He was, too. Came to Madrid once when I was there. Egad, 1 
Was ashamed of him. The Queen used to ask me about the English noble 
Who wasalways quarrelling with the cabmen about their fares. They made 
tutes story of it I didn't dare show my face at Court fora month. Lhope 
fe treated his grandson better than he did the jarvis.” 

L dont know," answered Lord Henry. "I fancy that the boy will be well 
off, He is not of age yet. He has Selby, I know. He told me so. Andi.. his 
mother was very beautifull” 

“Margaret Devereux was one of the loveliest creatures T ever sav, 
Harry. What on earth induced her to behave as she did, I never could 
understand. She could have married anybody she chose. Carlington was 
mad after her, She was romantic, though, All the women of that family 
Were. The men were a poor lot, but, egadi the women were wonderful. 
Garlington went on his knees to her. Told me so himself, She laughed at 
him, and there wasn'ta girl in London atthe time who wasn't after him. 
‘And by the way, Harry, talking about silly marriages, what is this humbug 
Your father telis me about Dartmoor wanting to marry an American? 
Ain't English girls good enough for him?” 

t is rather fashionable to marry Americans just now, Uncle George.” 
‘back English women against the world, Harry,” said Lord Fermor, 
striking the table with his fist. 

“The betting ison the Am 

“They don't last, 1 am told,” muttered his uncle. 

"A long engagement exhausts them, but they are capital at a steepl 
chase. They take things flying, I don't think Dartmoor has a chance. 

“Who are her people?” grumbled the old gentleman, “Has she got 
any?" 

Lord Henry shook his head. “American girlsare as clever at concealing 
their parents, as English women are at concealing their past,” he suid, 
rising to go. 

“They are pork-packers, I suppose?" 

*I hope so, Uncle George, for Dartmoor's sake. 1 am told that pork- 
packing is the most lucrative profession in America, after politics” 

is she pretty?” 

“She behaves as if she was beautiful. Most American women do. Itis the 
secret of their charm.” 

“Why can't these American women stay in their own country? They are 
always telling us that it is the paradise for women. 

“itis, Thats the reason why, like Eve, they are so excessively anxious to 
get out of it,” said Lord Henry. "Good-bye, Uncle George. 1 shall be late 
for lunch, i£ stop any longer. Thanks for giving me the information 1 
wanted, | always like to know everything about my new friends, and 
nothing about my old ones,” 

“Where are you lunching, Harry?" 

“At Aunt Agatha's. I have asked myself and Mr. Gray. He is her latest 
protégé.” 

“Humph! tell your Aunt Agatha, Harry, not to bother me any more 
with her charity appeals, Zam sick of them. Why, the good woman thinks 
that 1 have nothing to do but to write cheques for her silly fads." 
sill ht Uncle George, TH tell en but i wont have any effet. 

ilanthropic people lose all sense of humanity. I is their distinguish 
characteristic? o i LA 


eZ 
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‘The old gentleman growled approvingly and rang the bell for his 
servant. Lord Henry passed up the low arcade into Burlington Street and 
turned his steps in the direction of Berkeley Square. 

So that was the story of Dorian Gray's parentage. Crudely as ithad been 
told to him, it had yet stirred him by its suggestion of a strange, almost 
‘modern romance, A beautiful woman risking everything for a mad pas- 
sion. A few wild weeks of happiness cut short by a hideous, treacherous 
crime. Months of voiceless agony, and then a child born in pain. The 
mother snatched away by death, the boy left to solitude and the tyranny of 
an old and loveless man, Yes; it was an interesting background. It posed 
the lad, made him more perfect, as it were, Behind every exquisite thing 
that existed, there was something tragic. Worlds had to be in travail, that 
the meanest flower might blow. . .. And how charming he had been at 
dinner the night before, as with startled eyes and lips parted in frightened 
pleasure he had sat opposite to him at the club, the red candleshades 
staining to a richer rose the wakening wonder of his face. Talking to him 
‘was ike playing upon an exquisite violin, He answered to every touch and 
thrill of the bow. . . . There was something terribly enthralling in the 
exercise of influence, No other activity wis ike it. To project one's soul 
into some gracious form, and let it tarry there fora moment; to hear one's 
own intellectual views echoed back to one with all the added music of 
passion and youth; to convey one’s temperament into another as though it 
Were a subtle fluid or a strange perfume: there was a real joy in that— 
perhaps the most satisfying joy left to us in an age so limited and vulgar as 
‘our own, an age grossly carnal in its pleasures, and grossly common in its 
aims. ... He was a marvellous type, too, this lad, whom by so curious a 
chance he had met in Basil's studio, or could be fashioned into a marvel- 
lous type, at any rate. Grace was his, and the white purity of boyhood, and 
beauty such as old Greek marbles kept for us. There was nothing that one 
could not do with him. He could be made a Titan or a toy, What pity it 
was that such beauty was destined to fade! . , . And Basil? From a 
psychological point of view, how interesting he was! The new manner in 
Art, the fresh mode of looking at life, suggested so strangely by the merely 
Visible presence of one who was unconscious of it all; the silent spirit that 
dwelt in dim woodland, and walked unseen in open field, suddenly 
showing herself, Dryadlike and not afraid, because in his soul who sought 
for her there had been wakened that wonderful vision to which alone are 
wonderful things revealed; the mere shapes and patterns of things be- 
coming, as it were, refined, and gaining a kind of symbolical value, as 
though they were themselves patterns of some other and more perfect 
form whose shadow they made real: how strange it all was! He remem- 
bered something like it in history. Was it not Plato, that artist in thought, 
who had first analyzed it? Was it not Buonarotti who had carved it in the 
Coloured marbles of a sonnet-sequence? But in our own century it was 
strange. .., Yes; he would try to be to Dorian Gray what, without knowing 
it, the lad was to the painter who had fashioned the wonderful portrait. 
He would seek to dominate him—had already, indeed, half done so. He 
would make that wonderful spirithis own, There was something fascinat- 
ing in this son of love and death, 

Suddenly he stopped and glanced up at the houses, He found that he 
had passed his aunt's some distance, and, smiling to himself, turned back. 
When he entered the somewhat sombre hall, the butler told him that they 
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had gone in to lunch. He gave one of the footmen his hat and stick and 
passed into the dining-room, A 

“Late as usual, Harry,” cried his aunt, shaking her head at him. 

He invented a facile excuse, and having taken the vacant seat next to 
her, looked round to see who was there, Dorian bowed to him shyly from 
the end of the table, a flush of pleasure stealing into his cheek. Opposite 
was the Duchess of Harley, a lady of admirable good-nature and good 
temper, much liked by every one who knew her, and of those ample 
architectural proportions that in women who are not duchesses are de- 
scribed by contemporary historians as stoutness, Next to her sat, on her 
right, Sir Thomas Burdon, a Radical member of Parliament, who fol- 
lowed his leader in public life and in private life followed the best cooks, 
dining with the Tories and thinking with the Liberals, in accordance with 
a wise and well-known rule. The post on her left was occupied by Mr. 
Erskine of Treadley, an old gentleman of considerable charm and cul- 
ture, who had fallen, however, into bad habits of silence, having, as he 
explained once to Lady Agatha, said everything that he had to say before 
he was thirty. His own neighbour was Mrs. Vandeleur, one of his aunt's 
oldest friends, a perfect saint amongst women, but so dreadfully dowdy 
that she reminded one of a badly bound hymn-book. Fortunately for him 
she had on the other side Lord Faudel, a most intelligent middle-aged 
‘mediocrity, as bald as a ministerial statement in the House of Commons, 
with whom she was conversing in that intensely earnest manner which is 
the one unpardonable error, as he remarked once himself, that all really 
good people fall into, and from which none of them ever quite escape. 

“We are talking about poor Dartmoor, Lord Henry,” cried the duchess, 
nodding pleasantly to him across the table, “Do you think he will really 
marry this fascinating young person?” 

“I believe she has made up her mind to propose to him, Duchess.” 

“How dreadful!” exclaimed Lady Agatha, “Really, some one should 
interfere.” 

“Lam told, on excellent authority, that her father keeps an American 
dry-goods store,” said Sir Thomas Burdon, looking supercilious. 

“My uncle has already suggested pork-packing Sir Thomas. 

“Dry-goods! What are American dry-goods?" asked the duchess, rais- 
ing her large hands in wonder and accentuating the verb. 

“American novels,” answered Lord Henry, helping himself to some 
quai 

The duchess looked puzzled.. 

“Don't mind him, my dear,” whispered Lady Agatha. "He never means 
anything that he says.” 

“When America was discovered,” said the Radical member—and he 
began to give some wearisome facts. Like all people who try to exhaust a 
subject, he exhausted his listeners, The duchess sighed and exercised her 
privilege of interruption. "1 wish to goodness it never had been discov- 
‘ered at all!” she exclaimed. “Really, our girls have no chance nowadays. It 
is most unfair.” 

“Perhaps, after all, America never has been discovered, 
Erskine; "I myself would say that it had merely been detected. 

“Oh! but I have seen specimens of the inhabitants,” answered the 
duchess vaguely. “I must confess that most of them are extremely pretty. 
And they dress well, too. They get all their dresses in Paris. I wish I could 
afford to do the same.” 
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“They say that when good Americans die they go to Paris,” chuckled Sir 
Thomas, who had a large wardrobe of Humours cast-off clothes, 

‘Really! And where do bad Americans go to when they die?” inquired 
the duchess, 

“They go to America,” murmured Lord Henry, 

Sir Thomas frowned. "I am afraid that your nephew is prejudiced 
against that great conntry,” he said to Lady Agatha, "I have travelled all 
over it in cars provided by the directors, who, in such matters, are 
‘extremely civil. I assure you that itis an education to visit it.” 

“But must we really see Chicago in order to be educated?” asked Mr. 
Erskine plaintively, “I don’t feel up to the journey," 

Sir Thomas waved his hand. "Mr. Erskine of Treadley has the world on 
his shelves. We practical men like to see things, not to read about them, 
The Americans are an extremely interesting people. They are absolutely 
reasonable. I think that is their distinguishing characteristic. Yes, Mr, 
Erskine, an absolutely reasonable people. I assure you there is no non- 
sense about the Americans.” 

“How dreadful!" cried Lord Henry. “I can stand brute force, but brute 
reason is quite unbearable. There is something unfair about its use. It is 
hitting below the intellect.” 

I do not understand you,” said Sir Thomas, growing rather red. 
“I do, Lord Henry,” murmured Mr. Erskine, with a smile, 
‘Paradoxes are all very well in their way. . .." rejoined the baronet. 
‘Was that a paradox?” asked Mr. Erskine. "I did not think so. Perhaps it 
was, Well, the way of paradoxes is the way of truth. To test reality we must 
see iton the tight rope, When the verities become acrobats, we can judge 
them. 

“Dear me!” said Lady Agatha, “how you men argue! I am sure I never 
can make out what you are talking about. Oh! Harry, 1 am quite vexed 
with you. Why do you try to persuade our nice Mr. Dorian Gray to give up. 
the East End? I assure you he would be quite invaluable. They would love 
his playing,” 

“I want him to play to me," cried Lord Henry, smiling, and he looked 
down the table and caught a bright answering glance. 

“But they are so unhappy in Whitechapel,” continued Lady Agatha 

“I can sympathize with everything except suffering,” said Lord Henry, 
shrugging his shoulders. "I cannot sympathize with that, It is too ugly, too 
horrible, too distressing, There is something terribly morbid in the mod- 
ern sympathy with pain, One should sympathize with the colour, the 
beauty, the joy of life. The less said about life's sores, the better.” 

"Still, the East End isa very important problem," remarked Sir Thomas 
with a grave shake of the head, 

"Quite so,” answered the young lord, "Itis the problem of slavery, and 
we try to solve it by amusing the slaves." 

‘The politician looked at him keenly. “What change do you propose, 
then?” he asked. pea 

Lord Henry laughed. “I don't desire to change anything in England 
except the weather,” he answered. "I am quite content with philosophic 
contemplation. But, as the nineteenth century has gone bankrupt 
through an over-expenditure of sympathy, 1 would suggest that we 
should appeal to science 1o Put usatraight, The advantage of the emotions 

is that they lead us astray, and the advantage of science is that it is not 
7 emotional,” 
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“But we have such grave responsibilities," ventured Mrs. Vandeleur 
timidly. 

“Terribly grave,” echoed Lady Agatha, 

Lord Henry looked over at Mr. Erskine: “Humanity takes itself too 
seriously. I is the world's original sin. Ifthe caveman had known how to 
laugh, history would have been different.” 

“You are really very comforting,” warbled the duchess. "I have always 
felt rather guilty when I came to see your dear aunt, for I take no interest 
at all in the East End. For the future I shall be able to look her in the face 
without a blush.” 

“A blush is very becoming, Duchess,” remarked Lord Henry. 

“Only when one is young,” she answered. "When an old woman like 
myself blushes, itisa very bad sign. Ah! Lord Henry, 1 wish you would tell 
me how to become young again.” 

He thought for a moment. "Can you remember any great error that 
you committed in your early days, Duchess?” he asked, looking at her 
across the table. 

“A great many, I fear,” she cried, 

“Then commit them over again,” he said gravely. "To get back one’s 
youth, one has merely to repeat one’s follies. 

“A delightful theory!" she exclaimed. “I must put it into practice.” 

“A dangerous theory!" came from Sir Thomas's tight lips. Lady Agatha 
shook her head, but could not help being amused. Mr. Erskine listened. 

“Yes,” he continued, “that is one of the great secrets of life. Nowadays 
most people die of a sort of creeping common sense, and discover when it 
is too Jate that the only things one never regrets are one’s mistakes.” 

A laugh ran round the table 

He played with the idea and grew wilful; tossed it into the air and 
transformed it; let it escape and recaptured it; made it iridescent with 
fancy and winged it with paradox. The praise of folly, as he went on, 
soared into a philosophy, and philosophy herself became young, and 
catching the mad music of pleasure, wearing, one might fancy, her 
wine-stained robe and wreath of ivy, danced like a Bacchante over the 
hills of life, and mocked the slow Silenus for being sober. Facts fled before 
her like frightened forest things. Her white feet trod the huge press at 
‘which wise Omar sits, till the seething grape-juice rose round her bare 
limbs in waves of purple bubbles, or crawled in red foam over the vat's 
black, dripping, sloping sides, It was an extraordinary improvisation. He 
felt thatthe eyes of Dorian Gray were fixed on him, and the consciousness 
that amongst his audience there was one whose temperament he wished 
to fascinate seemed to give his wit keenness and to lend colour to his 
imagination. He was brilliant, fantastic, irresponsible, He charmed his 
listeners out of themselves, and they followed his pipe, laughing. Dorian 
Gray never took his gaze off him, but sat like one under a spell, smiles 
chasing each other over his lipsand wonder growing grave in his darken- 
ing eyes. 

‘At last, liveried in the costume of the age, reality entered the room in 
the shape ofa servantto tell the duchess that her carriage was waiting. She 
wrung her hands in mock despair, "How annoying!” she cried, "I must go. 
Thave to call for my husband at the club, to take him to some absurd 
‘meeting at Willis's Rooms, where he is going to be in the chair, If Lam late 
he is sure to be furious, and I couldn't have a scene in this bonnet, It is far 
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too fragile, A harsh word would ruin it. No, I must go, dear Agatha. 
Good-bye, Lord Henry, you are quite delightful and dreadfully demoral- 
izing. Tam sure I don’t know what to say about your views. You must come 
and dine with us some night. Tuesday? Are you disengaged Tuesday?” 

Eor you I would throw over anybody, Duchess,” said Lord Henry with 
i! that is very tice, and very wrong of you,” she cried; "so mind you 
come”; and she swept out of the room, followed by Lady Agatha and the 
other ladies 

When Lord Henry had sat down again, Mr. Erskine moved round, and 
taking a chair close to him, placed his hand upon his arm. 

“You talk books away." he said; “why don’t you write one?” 

“I am too fond of reading books to care to write them, Mr. Erskine. 1 
should like to write a novel certainly, a novel that would be as lovely as a 
Persian carpet and as unreal, But there isno literary public in England for 
anything except newspapers, primers, and encyclopaedias. Of all people 
in the world the English have the least sense of the beauty of literature.” 

“I fear you are right,” answered Mr. Erskine. "I myself used to have 
literary ambitions, but I gave them up long ago. And now, my dear young 
friend, if you will allow me to call you so, may I ask if you really meant all 
that you said to us at lunch?” 

I quite forget what I said,” smiled Lord Henry. “Was it all very bad?” 

“Very bad indeed. In fact I consider you extremely dangerous, and if 
anything happens to our good duchess, we shall all look on you as being 
primarily responsible. But I should like to talk to you about life. The 
generation into which I was born was tedious. Some day, when you are 
tired of London, come down to Treadley and expound to me your 
philosophy of pleasure over some admirable Burgundy I am fortunate 
enough to possess.” 

“Ishall be charmed. A visit to Treadley would bea great privilege, It has 
a perfect host, and a perfect library.” 

*You will complete it,” answered the old gentleman with a courteous 
bow: “And now I must bid good-bye to your excellent aunt. Iam due at 
the Athenaeum. It is the hour when we sleep there.” 

“All of you, Mr. Erskine? 

“Forty of us, in forty arm-chairs. We are practising for an English 
Academy of Letters. 

Lord Henry laughed and rose. “I am going to the park,” he cried. 

As he was passing out of the door, Dorian Gray touched him on the 
arm. “Let me come with you,” he murmured. 

“But I thought you had promised Basil Hallward to go and see him,” 
answered Lord Henry. 

“T would sooner come with you: yes, I feel I must come with you. Do let 
me. And you will promise to talk to me all the time? No one talks so 
wonderfully as you do.’ i 
hl I have talked quite enough for to-day,” said Lord Henry, smiling. 
“AILI want now isto look at life, You may come and look at it with me, if 
you care to.” 
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CHAPTER FOUR 


One afternoon, a month later, Dorian Gray was reclining in a luxurious 
arm-chair, in the litle library of Lord Henry's house in Mayfair. It was, in 
its way, a very charming room, with its high panelled wainscoting of 
olive-stained oak, its cream-coloured frieze and ceiling of raised plaster- 
work, and its brickdust felt carpet strewn with silk, long-fringed Persian 
Tugs. On a tiny satinwood table stood a statuette by Clodion, and beside it 
ay a copy of Les Cent Nouvelles, bound for Margaret of Valois by Clovis Eve 
and powdered with the gilt daisies that Queen had selected for her device, 
‘Some large blue china jars and parrot-tulips were ranged on the mantel- 
shelf, and through the small leaded panes of the window streamed the 
apricot-coloured light of a summer day in London. 

Lord Henry had not yet come in. He was always late on principle, his 
principle being that punctuality isthe thief of time. So the lad was looking 
father sulky, as with listless fingers he turned over the pages of an 
elaborately illustrated edition of Manon Lescaut that he had found in one 
of the book-cases. The formal monotonous ticking of the Louis Quatorze 
clock annoyed him, Once or twice he thought of going away. 

Atlast he heard a step outside, and the door opened. “How late youre, 
Harry!” he murmured, 

“I am afraid it is not Harry, Mr. Gray,” answered a shrill voice. 

He glanced quickly round and rose to his feet. “I beg your pardon. I 
thought" 

“You thought it was my husband. It is only his wife. You must let me 
introduce myself. I know you quite well by your photographs, I think my 
husband has got seventeen of them.” 

“Not seventeen, Lady Henry?" 

“Well, eighteen, then. And I saw you with him the other night at the 
opera.” She laughed nervously as she spoke, and watched him with her 
vague forget-me-not eyes. She was a curious woman, whose dresses al- 
ways looked as if they had been designed in a rage and puton in a tempest. 
She was usually in love with somebody, and, as her passion was never 
returned, she had kept all her illusions, She tried to look picturesque, but 
‘only succeeded in being untidy. Her name was Victoria, and she had a 
perfect mania for going to church. 

“That was at Lohengrin, Lady Henry, 1 think?" 

“Yes; it was at dear Lohengrin. 1 like Wagner's music better than any- 
body's. It is so loud that one can talk the whole time without other people 
hearing what one says. That is a great advantage, don't you think so, Mr. 

ray?” 

‘The same nervous staccato laugh broke from her thin lips, and her 
fingers began to play with a long tortoise-shell paper-knife. 

Dorian smiled and shook his head: “I am afraid I don’t think so, Lady 
Henry. I never talk during music—at least, during good music. If one 
hears bad music, it is one’s duty to drown it in conversation.” 
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“Ah! that is one of Harry's views, isn't it, Mr. Gray? I always hear 
Harry’s views from his friends. It is the only way I get to know of them, 
Bur you must not think I don't like good music. I adore it, but Iam afraid 
oft. It makes me too romantic. 1 have simply worshipped pianists—two at 
a time, sometimes, Harry tells me. I don't know what it is about them. 
Perhaps itis that they are foreigners. They all are, ain't they? Even those 
that are born in England become foreigners after atime, don't they? It is 
so clever of them, and such a compliment to art. Makes it quite cosmopoli- 
tan, doesn’t it? You have never been to any of my parties, have you, Mr 
Gray? You must come. I can’t afford orchids, but 1 spare no expense in 
foreigners. They make one’s rooms look so picturesque. But here is 
Harry! Harry, I came in to look for you, to ask you something—I forget 
what it was—and 1 found Mr. Gray here. We have had such a pleasant 
chat about music, We have quite the same ideas. No; I think our ideas are 
quite different. But he has been most pleasant. I am so glad I've seen 

m; 
“Tam charmed, my love, quite charmed,” said Lord Henry, elevating 
his dark, crescent-shaped eyebrows and looking at them both with an 
amused smile. “So sorry I am late, Dorian. I went to look after a piece of 
old brocade in Wardour Street and had to bargain for hours for it 
Nowadays people know the price of everything and the value of nothing.” 

“T am afraid I must be going” exclaimed Lady Henry, breaking an 
awkward silence with her silly sudden laugh. "I have promised to drive 
with the duchess. Good-bye, Mr. Gray. Good-bye, Harry. You are dining 
out, I suppose? So am I. Perhaps I shall see you at Lady Thornbury's.” 

dave eny, my dear,” said Lord Henry, shuning the door behind her 

as, looking like a bird of paradise that had been out all night in the rain, 
she fitted out of the room, leaving a faint odour of frangipanni. Then he 
lit a cigarette and flung himself down on the sofa. 

“Never marry a woman with straw-coloured hair, Dorian,” he said after 
a few puffs. 

“Why, Harry?” 

“Because they are so sentimental.” 

“But I like sentimental people." 

“Never marry atall, Dorian. Men marry because they are tired; women, 
because they are curious: both are disappointed.” i 

“I don't think I am likely to marry, Harty. I am too much in love. That is 
one of your aphorisms. I am putting it into practice, as I do everything 
that you say.” 
Tho are you in love with?" asked Lord Henry after a pause. 
fith an actress,” said Dorian Gray, blushing, 

Lord Henry shrugged his shoulders. “That is a rather commonplace 
début.” 

“You would not say so if you saw her, Harry.” 

“Who is she?” 

“Her name is Sibyl Vane. 

“Never heard of her.” 

“No one has. People will some day, however. She is a genius.” 

"My dear boy, no woman isa genius. Women are a decorative sex. They 
never have anything to say, but they say it charmingly. Women represent 
the triumph of matter over mind, just as men represent the triumph of 


x mind over morals.” 
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“Harry, how can you?” 

“My dear Dorian, itis quite true. I am analysing women at present, so L 
‘ought to know. The subject is not so abstruse as T thought it was. I find 
that, ultimately, there are only two kinds of women, the plain and the 
coloured. The plain women, are very useful. If you want to gain a 
reputation for respectability, you have merely to take them down to 
supper. The other women are very charming, They commit one mistake, 
however. They paint in order to try and look young. Our grandmothers 
painted in order to try and talk brilliantly. Rouge and esprit used to go 
together. That is all over now. As long as a woman can look ten years 
‘younger than her own daughter, she is perfectly satisfied. As for con- 
Yersation, there are only five women in London worth talking to, and two 
Of these can't be admitted into decent society. However, tell me about 
your genius. How long have you known her?” 

"Ahl Harry, your views terrify me.” 

“Never mind that. How long have you known her? 

“About three weeks.” 

“And where did you come across her?” 

“I willtell you, Harry, but you mustn't be unsympathetic about it. After 
all, it never would have happened if 1 had not met you. You filled me with 
a wild desire to know everything about life. For days after I met you, 
something seemed to throb in my veins. As I lounged in the park, or 
strolled down Piccadilly, 1 used to look at every one who passed me and 
wonder, with a mad curiosity, what sort of lives they led. Some of them 
fascinated me. Others filled me with terror, There was an exquisite 
poison in the air. I had a passion for sensations, . .. Well, one evening 
about seven o'clock, I determined to go out in search of some adventure, 1 
felt that this grey monstrous London of ours, with its myriads of people, 
its sordid sinners, and its splendid sins, as you once phrased it, must have 
something in store for me. I fancied a thousand things. The mere danger 
gave mea sense of delight. I remembered what you had said to me on that 
wonderful evening when we first dined together, about the search for 
beauty being the real secret of life, 1 don't know what I expected, but L 
went out and wandered eastward, soon losing my way in a labyrinth of 
grimy streets and black grassless squares. About half-past eight | passed 
by an absurd litte theatre, with great flaring gasjets and gaudy play-bills. 
‘hideous Jewin the mostamazing waistcoat ever beheld in my lite, was 
standing at the entrance, smoking a vile cigar. He had greasy ringlets, and 
an enormous diamond blazed in the centre of a soiled shirt. ‘Have a box, 
my Lord?’ he said, when he saw me, and he took off his hat with an air of 
gorgeous servility. There was something about him, Harry, that amused 
me. He was such a monster, You will laugh at me, I know, but I really went 
in and paid a whole guinea for the stage-box. To the present day I can't 
make out why I did so; and yet if I hadn't—my dear Harry, if [hadn’t—I 
should have missed the greatest romance of my life. 1 see you are 
laughing. It is horrid of you!” 

“I am not laughing, Dorian; at least 1 am not laughing at you, But you 
should not say the greatest romance of your life, You should say the first 
romance of your life. You will always be loved, and you will always be in 
love with love. A grande passion is the privilege of people who have nothing 
to do. That is the one use of the idle classes of a country. Don't be afraid, 
‘There are exquisite things in store for you. This is merely the beginning.” 

“Do you think my nature so shallow?" cried Dorian Gray angrily. 
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“No; I think your nature so deep.” 

‘How do you mean?” 

“My dear boy, the people who love only once in their lives are really the 
shallow people, What they call their loyalty, and their fidelity, 1 call ether 
the lethargy of custom or their lack of imagination. Faithfulness is to the 
‘emotional life what consistency is to the life of the intellect—simply a 
confession of failure. Faithfulness! 1 must analyse it some day. The 
passion for property is in it. There are many things that we would throw 
away if we were not afraid that others might pick them up. But I don't 
‘want to interrupt you. Go on with your story." 

"Well, found myself seated ina horrid little private box; with a vulgar 
drop-scene staring me in the face. I looked out from behind the curtain 
and surveyed the house. It was a tawdry affair, all Cupids and cornuco- 
pias, like a third-rate wedding-cake. The gallery and pit were fairly full, 
but the two rows of dingy stalls were quite empty, and there was hardly a 
person in what I suppose they called the dress-circle. Women went about 
with oranges and ginger-beer, and there was a terrible consumption of 
nuts going on.” 

“Te must have been just like the palmy days of the British drama.” 

“Just like, I should fancy, and very depressing. I began to wonder what 
on earth I should do when I caught sight of the play-bill. What do you 
think the play was, Harry?” 

“I should think The Idiot Boy, or Dumb but Innocent. Our fathers used to 
like that sort of piece, I believe. The longer I live, Dorian, the more keenly 
feel that whatever was good enough for our fathers is not good enough 
for us. In art, as in politics, les grandperes ont toujours tor.” 

“This play was good enough for us, Harry. It was Romeo and Juliet. L 
must admit that I was rather annoyed at the idea of seeing Shakespeare 
done in such a wretched hole of a place. Still, I felt interested, in a sort of 

way. At any rate, I determined to wait for the first act. There was a 
dreadful orchestra, presided over by a young Hebrew who sat ata cracked 
piano, that nearly drove me away, but at last the drop-scene was drawn up 
and the play began, Romeo was a stout elderly gentleman, with corked 
eyebrows, a husky tragedy voice, and a figure like a beer-barrel. Mercutio 
was almost as bad. He was played by the low-comedian, who had intro- 
duced gags of his own and was on most friendly terms with the pit. They 
were both as grotesque as the scenery, and that looked as if it had come 
‘outof acountry-booth. But Juliet! Harry, imagine a girl, hardly seventeen 
years of age, with a little, flowerlike face, a small Greek head with plaited 
Coils of dark-brown hair, eyes that were violet wells of passion, lips that 
Were like the petals of a rose. She was the loveliest thing I had ever seen in 
my life, You said to me once that pathos left you unmoved, but that 
beauty, mere beauty, could fill your eyes with tears. I tell you, Harry, 1 
could hardly see this girl for the mist of tears that came across me. And 
her voice—I never heard such a voice, It was very low at first, with deep 
mellow notes that seemed to fall singly upon one's ear. Then it became a 
little louder, and sounded like a flute or a distant hautboy. In the garden- 
scene it had all the tremulous ecstasy that one hears just before dawn 
when nightingales are singing. There were moments, later on, when it 
had the wild passion of violins, You know how a voice can stir one. Your 
voice and the voice of Sibyl Vane are two things that I shall never forget. 
When I close my eyes, 1 hear them, and each of them says something 
i different. I don't know which to follow. Why should I not love her? Harry, 
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Ido love her. She is everything to me in life. Night after night I go to see 
her play. One evening she is Rosalind, and the next evening she is 
Imogen: 1 have seen her die in the gloom of an Italian tomb, sucking the 
poison from her lover's lips, I have watched her wandering through the 
forest of Arden, disguised as a pretty boy in hose and doublet and dainty 
cap. She has been mad, and has come into the presence of a guilty king, 
and given him rue to wear and bitter herbs to taste of, She has been 
innocent, and the black hands of jealousy have crushed her reedlike 
throat. T have seen her in every age and in every costume, Ordinary 
women never appeal to one’s imagination. They are limited to their 
century. No glamour ever transfigures them. One knows their minds as 
easily as one knows their bonnets, One can always find them. There is no 
‘mystery in any of them. They ride in the park in the morning and chatter 
at tea-parties in the afternoon. They have their stereotyped smile and 
their fashionable manner, They are quite obvious. But an actress! How 
different an actress is! Harry! why didn't you tell me that the only thing 
worth loving is an actress?” 

“Because | have loved so many of them, Dorian.” 

‘Oh, yes, horrid people with dyed hair and painted faces.” 

“Don't run down dyed hair and painted faces. There is an extraordin- 

ary charm in them, sometimes,” said Lord Henry. 

wish now I had not told you about Sibyl Vane.” 
“You could not have helped telling me, Dorian. All through your life 
you will tell me everything you do.” 

“Yes, Harry, I believe that is true. I cannot help telling you things. You 
have a curious influence over me. If I ever did a crime, I would come and 
confess it to you. You would understand me.” 

“People like you—the wilful sunbeams of life—don't commit crimes, 
Dorian. But 1 am much obliged for the compliment, all the same. And 
now tell me—reach me the matches, like a good boy—thanks—what are 
Your actual relations with Sibyl Vane; 

Dorian Gray leaped to his feet, with flushed cheeks and burning eyes. 
“Harry! Sibyl Vane is sacred! 

“Itis only the sacred things that are worth touching, Dorian,” said Lord 
Henry, with a strange touch of pathos in his voice. "But why should you be 
annoyed? I suppose she will belong to you some day. When one isin love, 
one always begins by deceiving one’s self, and one always ends by deceiv- 
ing others. That is what the world calls a romance. You know her, at any 
rate, 1 suppose?” 

"Of course I know her. On the first night I was atthe theatre, the horrid 
old Jew came round to the box after the performance was over and 
offered to take me behind the scenes and introduce me to her. I was 
furious with him, and told him that Juliet had been dead for hundreds of 
years and that her body was lying in a marble tomb in Verona. I think, 
from his blank look of amazement, that he was under the impression that 
Thad taken too much champagne, or something.’ 

“I am not surprised.” 

"Then he asked me if I wrote for any of the newspapers. I told him 1 
never even read them. He seemed terribly disappointed at that, and 
confided to me that all the dramatic critics were in a conspiracy against 
him, and that they were every one of them to be bought.’ 

“T should not wonder if he was quite right there, But, on the other 
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hand, judging from their appearance, most of them cannot be at all 
expensive.” 

“Well, he seemed to think they were beyond his means,” laughed 
Dorian. “By this time, however, the lights were being put out in the 
theatre, and I had to go, He wanted me to try some cigars that he strongly 
recommended. 1 declined. The next night, of course, I arrived at the 
place again. When he saw me, he made me a low bow and assured me that 
Iwasa munificent patron of art, He wasa most offensive brute, though he 
had an extraordinary passion for Shakespeare, He told me once, with an 
air of pride, that his five bankruptcies were entirely due to "The Bard, as 
he insisted on calling him. He seemed to think it a distinction.” 

“It was a distinction, my dear Dorian—a great distinction, Most people 
become bankrupt through having invested too heavily in the prose of life. 
‘To have ruined one's self over poetry isan honour. But when did you first 
speak to Miss Sibyl Vane’ 

“The third night. She had been playing Rosalind. I could not help 
going round. I had thrown her some flowers, and she had looked at 
‘me—at least I fancied that she had. The old Jew was persistent. He 
seemed determined to take me behind, so I consented, It was curious my 
not wanting to know her, wasn’t it?” 

“No; I don't think so.” 

“My dear Harry, why?" 

“1 will tell you some other time, Now I want to know about the girl 

"Sibyl? Oh, she was so shy and so gentle. There is something of a ci 
about her, Her eyes opened wide in exquisite wonder when 1 told her 
what I thought of her performance, and she seemed quite unconscious of 
her power. I think we were both rather nervous, The old Jew stood 
grinning at the doorway of the dusty greenroom, making elaborate 
speeches about us both, while we stood looking at each other like children, 
He would insiston calling me ‘My Lord,’ so I had to assure Sibyl that I was 
not anything of the kind. She said quite simply to me, ‘You look more like 
a prince: I must call you Prince Charming.” 

“Upon my word, Dorian, Miss Sibyl knows how to pay compliments.” 

“You don't understand her, Harry. She regarded me merely as a 

rson in a play. She knows nothing of life. She lives with her mother, a 

faded tired woman who played Lady Capulet in a sort of magenta dres- 
sing-wrapper on the first night, and looks as if she had seen better days. 

“Í know that look. It depresses me,” murmured Lord Henry, exa 
ing his rings. 

“The Jew wanted to tell me her history, but I said it did notinterest me.” 

“You were quite right, There is always something infinitely mean about 
other people's tragedies.” 

“Sibyl is the only thing I care about. What is it to me where she came 
from? From her little head to her litte feet, she is absolutely and entirely 
divine. Every night of my life I go to see her act, and every night she is 
more marvellous. 

“That is the reason, I suppose, that you never dine with me now. I 
thought you must have some curious romance on hand. You have; but i 
not quite what I expected.” 

“My dear Harry, we either lunch or sup together every day, and I have 
been to the opera with you several times,” said Dorian, opening his blue 

i eyes in wonder. 
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“You always come dreadfully late." z 

“Well, [can't help going to see Sibyl play,” he cried, “even ifitis only for 
a single act, 1 get hungry for her presence; and when I think of the 
wonderful soul that is hidden away in that little ivory body, Tam filled with 

“You can dine with me to-night, Dorian, can't you?” 

He shook his head, “To-night she is Imogen,” he answered, “and 
to-morrow night she will be Juliet.” 

“When is she Sibyl Vane 

“Never.” 

“T congratulate you,” > ‘ 

“How horrid you are! She is all the great heroines of the world in one. 
She is more than an individual. You laugh, but I tell you she has genius. I 
love her, and 1 must make her love me. You, who know all the secrets of 
life, tell me how to charm Sibyl Vane to love me! I want to make Romeo 
jealous. I want the dead lovers of the world to hear our laughter and grow 
sad, I want a breath of our passion to stir their dust into consciousness, to 
wake their ashes into pain. My God, Harry, how I worship her!” He was 
‘walking up and down the room as he spoke. Hectic spots of red burned on 
his cheeks, He was terribly excited, 

Lord Henry watched him with a subtle sense of pleasure. How different 
he was now from the shy frightened boy he had met in Basil Hallward’s 
studio! His nature had developed like a flower, had borne blossoms of 
scarlet flame, Out of its secret hiding- place had crept his soul, and desire 
had come to meet it on the way. 

“And what do you propose to do?” said Lord Henry at last. 

“1 want you and Basil to come with me some night and sce her act. 1 
have not the slightest fear of the result. You are certain to acknowledge 
her genius. Then we must get her out of the Jew's hands. She is bound to 
him for three years—at least for two years and eight months—from the 
present time. I shall have to pay him something, of course. When all that is 
settled, I shall take a West End theatre and bring her out properly. She 
will make the world as mad as she has made me, 

“That would be impossible, my dear boy.” 

“Yes, she will. She has not merely art, consummate art-instinct, in her, 
but she has personality also; and you have often told me that itis persona- 
lities, not principles, that move the age.” 

‘Well, what night shall we go? 

“Let me see. To-day is Tuesday. Let us fix to-morrow, She plays Juliet 

“All right, The Bristol at eight o'clock; and 1 will get Basil.” 
‘Not eight, Harry, please. Half-past six. We must be there before the 
‘curtain rises. You must see her in the first act, where she meets Romeo.” 
“Half-past six! What an hour! It will be like having a meat-tea, or 
ig an English novel. It must be seven, No gentleman dines before 
seven. Shall you see Basil between this and then? Or shall I write to him?" 

“Dear Basil! I have not laid eyes on him fora week. Itis rather horrid of 
‘me, as he has sent me my portrait in the most wonderful frame, specially 
designed by himself, and, though I am a little jealous of the picture for 
being a whole month younger than Lam, I must admit that I delight i 
Perhaps you had better write to him. Idon'twantto see himalone. He says 
things that annoy me. He gives me good advice.” 

Lord Henry smiled. “People are very fond of giving away what they 
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need most themselves. It is what I call the depth of generosity.” 

“Oh, Basil is the best of fellows, but he seems to me to be just a bit of a 

Philistine. Since I have known you, Harry, 1 have discovered that.” 

‘Basil, my dear boy, puts everything that is charming in him into his 
work. The consequence is that he has nothing left for life but his pre- 
judices, his principles, and his common sense. The only artists Ihave ever 
known who are personally delightful are bad artists. Good artists exist 
simply in what they make, and consequently are perfectly uninteresting in 
what they are. A great poet, a really great poet, isthe most unpoetical of all 
creatures. But inferior poets are absolutely fascinating. The worse their 
rhymes are, the more picturesque they look, The mere fact of having 
published a book of second-rate sonnets makes a man quite irresistible. 
He lives the poetry that he cannot write. The others write the poetry that 
they dare not realize.” 

“I wonder is that really so, Harry?" said Dorian Gray, putting some 
perfume on his handkerchief out ofa large, gold-topped bottle that stood 
on the table, “It must be, if you say it. And now I am off. Imogen is waiting 
for me. Don't forget about to-morrow. Good-bye.” 

Ashe left the room, Lord Henry's heavy eyelids drooped, and he began 
to think. Certainly few people had ever interested him so much as Dorian 
Gray, and yet the lad’s mad adoration of some one else caused him not the 
slightest pang of annoyance or jealousy, He was pleased by it, It made him 
a more interesting study. He had been always enthralled by the methods 
of natural science, but the ordinary subject-matter of that science had 
seemed to him trivial and of no import, And so he had begun by 
vivisecting himself, as he had ended by vivisecting others, Human life— 
that appeared to him the one thing worth investigating. Compared to it 
there was nothing else of any value, It was true that as one watched life 
its curious crucible of pain and pleasure, one could not wear over one's 
face a mask of glass, nor keep the sulphurous fumes from troubling the 
brain and making the imagination turbid with monstrous fancies and 
misshapen dreams. There were poisons so subtle that to know their 
properties one had tosicken of them. There were maladies so strange that 
ne had to pass through them if one sought to understand their nature. 
‘And, yet, what a great reward one received! How wonderful the whole 
world became to one! To note the curious hard logic of passion, and the 
emotional coloured life of the intellect—to observe where they met, and 
‘where they separated, at what point they were in unison, and at what 
Point they were at dscord there was a delight in that! What matter what 
the cost was? One could never pay too high a price for any sensation. 

He was conscious—and the thought brought a gleam of pleasure into 
his brown agate eyes—that it was through certain words of his, musical 
words said with musical utterance, that Dorian Gray's soul had turned to 
this white girland bowed in worship before her. To a large extent the lad 
was his own creation, He had made him premature. That was something. 
Ordinary people waited till life disclosed to them its secrets, but to the few, 
to the elect, the mysteries of life were revealed before the veil was drawn 
away, Sometimes this was the effect of art, and chiefly of the art of 
literature, which dealt immediately with the passions and the intellect. 
But now and then a complex personality took the place and assumed the 
office of art, was, indeed, in its way, a real work of art, life having its 
elaborate masterpieces, just as poetry has, or sculpture, or painting 

Yes, the lad was premature. He was gathering his harvest while it was 
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t spring. The pulse and passion of youth were in him, but he was 
Becoming self-conscious. It was delightful to watch him. With his beauti- 
ful face, and his beautiful soul, he was a thing to wonder at. It was no 
matter how it al ended, or was destined to end. He was like one of those 

‘cious figures in a pageant ora play, whose joys seem to be remote from 
Se, but whose sorrows stir one's sense of beauty, and whose Wounds are 
like red roses. 

‘Soul and body, body and soul—how mysterious they were! There was 
animalism in the soul, and the body had its moments of spirituality, The 
senses could refine, and the intellect could degrade. Who could say where 
the fleshly impulse ceased, or the psychical impulse began? How shallow 
were the arbitrary definitions of ordinary psychologists! And yet how 
difficult to decide between the claims of the various schools! Was the soul 
a shadow seated in the house of sin? Or was the body really in the soul, as 
Giordano Bruno thought? The separation of spirit from matter was a 
mystery, and the union of spirit with matter was a mystery also. 

He began to wonder whether we could ever make psychology so abso- 
lute a science that each litle spring of life would be revealed to us, As it 
was, we always misunderstood ourselves and rarely understood others, 
Experience was of no ethical value. It was merely the name men gave to 
their mistakes. Moralists had, asa rule, regarded it as a mode of warning, 
had claimed for ita certain ethical efficacy in the formation of character, 
had praised it as something that taught us what to follow and showed us 
what to avoid, But there was no motive power in experience. It was as little 
of an active cause as conscience itself. All that it really demonstrated was 
that our future would be the same as our past, and that the sin we had 
done once, and with loathing, we would do many times, and with joy. 

Tt was clear to him that the experimental method was the only method 
by which one could arrive at any scientific analysis of the passions; and 
certainly Dorian Gray was a subject made to his hand, and seemed to 
promise rich and fruitful results. His sudden mad love for Sibyl Vane was 
a psychological phenomenon of no small interest, There was no doubt 
that curiosity had much to do with it, curiosity and the desire for new 
experiences, yet it was not a simple, but rather a very complex passion. 
‘What there was in it of the purely sensuous instinct of boyhood had been 
transformed by the workings of the imagination, changed into something. 
that seemed to the lad himself to be remote from sense, and was for that 
very reason all the more dangerous. It was the passions about whose 
origin we deceived ourselves that tyrannized most strongly over us. Our 
weakest motives were those of whose nature we were conscious. It often 
happened that when we thought we were experimenting on others we 
were really experimenting on ourselves. 

While Lord Henry sat dreaming on these things, a knock came to the 
door, and his valet entered and reminded him it was time to dress for 
dinner. He got up and looked out into the street. The sunset had smitten 
into scarlet gold the upper windows of the houses opposite. The panes 
glowed like plates of heated metal. The sky above was like a faded rose. 
He thought of his friend's young fiery-coloured life and wondered how it 
was all going to end. 

When he arrived home, about half-past twelve o'clock, he saw a tele- 
gram lying on the hall table. He opened it and found it was from Dorian 
Gray, It was to tell him that he was engaged to be married to Sibyl Vane, 
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CHAPTER Five 


“Mother, Mother, Fam so happy!” whispered the girl, burying her face in 
the lap of the faded, tired-looking woman who, with back turned to the 
shrill intrusive light, was sitting in the one arm-chair that their dingy 
sitting-room contained. "I am so happy!” she repeated, “and you must be 
happy, too!" 

‘Mrs. Vane winced and put her thin, bismuth-whitened hands on her 
daughter's head. “Happy!” she echoed, “I am only happy, Sibyl, when 1 
see you act. You mustnot think of anything but your acting, Mr. Isaacs has 
been very good to us, and we owe him money.” 

‘The girl looked up and pouted. “Money, Mother?” she cried, “what 
does money matter? Love is more than money.” 

“Mr. Isaacs has advanced us fifty pounds to pay off our debts and to get 
a proper outfit for James. You must not forget that, Sibyl, Fifty pounds is 
a very large sum. Mr. Isaacs has been most considerate, 

"He is not a gentleman, Mother, and I hate the way he talks to me," said 
the girl, rising to her feet and going over to the window. 

“T don't know how we could manage without him,” answered the elder 
woman querulously. 

Sibyl Vane tossed her head and laughed. "We don't want him any more, 
Mother. Prince Charming rules life for us now.” Then she paused, A rose 
shook in her blood and shadowed her cheeks. Quick breath parted the 
petals of her lips. They trembled. Some southern wind of passion swept 
Over her and stirred the dainty folds of her dress. "I love him,” she said 
simply. 

"Foolish child! foolish child!" was the partot-phrase flung in answer. 
‘The waving of crooked, false-jewelled fingers gave grotesqueness to the 
words. 

“The girl laughed again. The joy of a caged bird was in her voice. Her 
eyes caught the melody and echoed it in radiance, then closed for a 
moment, as though to hide their secret. When they opened, the mist of a 
dream had passed across them. 

“Thin-lipped wisdom spoke at her from the worn chair, hinted at pru- 
dence, quoted from that book of cowardice whose author apes the name 
of common sense. She did not listen, She was free in her prison of passion. 
Her prince, Prince Charming, was with her. She had called on memory to 
remake him. She had sent her soul to search for him, and it had brought 
him back. His kiss burned again upon her mouth. Her eyelids were warm 
with his breath. 

“Then wisdom altered its method and spoke of espial and discovery. 
‘This young man might be rich. If so, marriage should be thought of. 
[Against the shell of her ear broke the waves of worldly cunning. The 
arrows of craft shot by her. She saw the thin lips moving, and smiled. 

‘Suddenly she felt the need to speak, The wordy silence troubled her. 
“Mother, Mother," she cried, “why does he love me so much? I know why 
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Hove him. I love him because he is like what love himself should be. But 
what does he see in me? T am not worthy of him. And yet—why, I cannot 
tell—though I feel so much beneath him, I don't feel humble. I feel 
proud, terribly proud, Mother, did you love my father as I love Prince 
Charming?” 

The elder woman grew pale beneath the coarse powder that daubed 
her cheeks, and her dry lips twitched with a spasm of pain. Sybil rushed to 
her, flung her arms round her neck, and kissed her. "Forgive me, Mother. 
know it pains you to talk about our father. Butit only pains you because 
you loved him so much. Don't look so sad. Tam as happy to-day as you 
Were twenty years ago. Ah! let me be happy for ever!” 

“My child, you are far too young to think of falling in love. Besides, 
what do you know of this young man? You don'teven know his name. The 
whole thing is most inconvenient, and really, when James is going away to 
Australia, and I have so much to think of, I must say that you should have 
shown more consideration. However, as I said before, if he is rich..." 

“Ah! Mother, Mother, let me be happy!” 

Mrs. Vane glanced at her, and with one of those false theatrical gestures 
that so often become a mode of second nature to a stage-player, clasped 
her in her arms. At this moment, the door opened and a young lad with 
rough brown hair came into the room. He was thick-set of figure, and his 
hands and feet were large and somewhat clumsy in movement. He was 
not so finely bred as his sister. One would hardly have guessed the close 
relationship that existed between them. Mrs, Vane fixed her eyes on him 
and intensified her smile, She mentally elevated her son to the dignity of 
an audience. She felt sure that the tableau was interesting: 

“You might keep same of your kisses for me, Sibyl, I think,” said the lad 
with a good-natured grumble, 

“Ah! but you don't like being kissed, Jim,” she cried. "You are a 
dreadful old bear.” And she ran across the room and hugged him. 

James Vane looked into his sister's face with tenderness. "I want you to 
come out with me for a walk, Sibyl. I don't suppose I shall ever see this 
horrid London again, 1 am sure I don't want to.” 

“My son, don't say such dreadful things,” murmured Mrs. Vane, taking 
upa tawdry theatrical dress, witha sigh, and beginning to patch it. She felt 
a litle disappointed that he had not joined the group. It would have 
increased the theatrical picturesqueness of the situation. 

“Why not, Mother? I mean it.” 

“You pain me, my son. I trust you will return from Australia in a 
position of affluence, I believe there is no society of any kind in the 
Colonies—nothing that 1 would call society—so when you have made 
your fortune, you must come back and assert yourself in London.” 

"Society!" muttered the lad. “I don’t want to know anything about that. 
1 should like to make some money to take you and Sibyl off the stage. 1 

ate it 

“Oh, Jim!” said Sibyl, laughing, “how unkind of you! Butare you really 
going fora walk with me? That will be nice! I was afraid you were going to 
say good-bye to some of your friends—to Tom Hardy, who gave you that 
hideous pipe, or Ned Langton, who makes fun of you for smoking it. It is 
very sweet of you to let me have your last afternoon. Where shall we go? 
Let us go to the park. 

“Lam too shabby,” he answered, frowning; "Only swell people goto the. 
park, 
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“Nonsense, Jim,” she whispered, stroking the sleeve of his coat, 

He hesitated for a moment. "Very well," he said atlast, “but don't be too 
Jong dressing.” She danced out of the door, One could hear her singing as 
she ran upstairs. Her little feet pattered overhead. 

He walked up and down the room two or three times, Then he turned 
to the still figure in the chair. “Mother, are my things ready?” he asked. 

“Quite ready, James,” she answered, keeping her eyes on her work. For 
some months past she had felt ill at ease when she was alone with this 
rough stern son of hers, Her shallow secret nature was troubled when 
their eyes met. She used to wonder if he suspected anything. The silence, 
for he made no other observation, became intolerable to her. She began to 
complain, Women defend themselves by attacking, just as they arrack by 
sudden and strange surrenders. “1 hope you will be contented, James, 
with your sea-faring life,” she said. "You must remember that it is your 
‘own choice, You might have entered a solicitor’s office. Solicitors are a 
E bedava the oontry alten cionivih the bet ak 
lies. 

hate offices, and I hate clerks,” he replied, "But you are quite right. I 
have chosen my own life. All I say is, watch over Sibyl. Don't let her come 
to any harm. Mother, you must watch over her.’ 

“James, you really talk very strangely. Of course I watch over Sibyl.” 

“T hear a gentleman comes every night to the theatre and goes behind to 
talk to her, Is that right? What about that?” 

“You are speaking about things you don't understand, James. In the 
profession we are accustomed to receive a great deal of most gratifying 
Attention, I myself used to receive many bouquets at one time. That was 
when acting was really understood, As for Sibyl, I do not know at present 
whether her attachment is serious or not, But there is no doubt that the 
Young man in question isa perfect gentleman. He is always most polite to 
Ine. Besides, he has theappearance of being rich, and the flowers he sends 
are lovely,” 

“You don't know his name, though,” said the lad harshly. 

“No,” answered his mother with a placid expression in her face: "He has 
not yet revealed his real name. I think it is quite romantic of him. He is 
probably a member of the aristocracy. 

“James Vane bit his lip. "Watch over Sibyl, Mother,” he cried, “watch 
over he 

“My son, you distress me very much. Sibyl is always under my special 
care, Of course, if this gentleman is wealthy, there is no reason why she 
Should not contract an alliance with him. I trust he is one of the aristocra- 
cy. He has all the appearance of it, I must say. It might be a most brilliant 
marriage for Sibyl. They would make a charming couple, His good looks 
are really quite remarkable; everybody notices them. 

‘The lad muttered something to himself and drummed on the window- 
pane with his coarse fingers. He had just turned round to say something 
When the door opened and Sibyl ran in, 

‘How serious you both are!” she cried. “What is the matter?” 
Nothing,” he answered. "I suppose one must be serious sometimes, 
Good-bye, Mother; I will have my dinner at five o'clock, Everything is 
packed, except my shirts, so you need not trouble.” =- $ 
"Good-bye, my son,” she answered with a bow of strained stateliness 
She was extremely annoyed at the tone he had adopted with her, and 
q ‘there was something in his look that had made her feel afraid. 
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“Kiss me, Mother,” said the girl. Her flowerlike lips touched the with- 
ered cheek and warmed its frost. £ a 

“My child! my child!" cried Mrs. Vane, looking up to the ceiling in 
search of an imaginary gallery. 

Come Sibyl.” said her brother impatiently. He hated his mother's 
affectations. 

They went out into the flickering, wind-blown sunlight and strolled 
down the dreary Euston Road. The passers-by glanced in wonder at the 
sullen heavy youth who, in coarse, ill-fitting clothes, was in the company 
of such a graceful, refined-looking girl, He was like a common gardener 
walking with a rose. oa 

“Jim frowned from time to time when he caught the inquisitive glance of 
some stranger. He had that dislike of being stared at, which comes on 
geniuses late in life and never leaves the commonplace. Sibyl, however, 
Was quite unconscious of the effect she was producing. Her love was 
trembling in laughter on her lips. She was thinking of Prince Charming, 
and, that she might think of him all the more, she did not talk of him, but 
prattled on about the ship in which Jim was going to sail, about the gold he 
was certain to find, about the wonderful heiress whose life he was to save 
from the wicked, red-shirted bushrangers. For he was not to remain a 
sailor, or a supercargo, or whatever he was going to be. Oh, no! A sailor's 
existence was dreadful. Fancy being cooped up in a horrid ship, with the 
hoarse, hump-backed waves trying to get in, and a black wind blowing the 
‘masts down and tearing the sails into long screaming ribands! He was to 
leave the vessel at Melbourne, bid a polite good-bye to the captain, and go 
off at once to the gold-fields. Before a week was over he was to come 
across a large nugget of pure gold, the largest nugget that had ever been 
discovered, and bring it down to the coast in a waggon guarded by six 
mounted policemen. The bushrangers were to attack them three times, 
and be defeated with immense slaughter, Or, no, He was not to go to the 
gold-fields at all. They were horrid places, where men got intoxicated, 
and shot each other in bar-rooms, and used bad language. He was to be a 
nice sheep-farmer, and one evening, as he was riding home, he was to see 
the beautiful heiress being carried off by a robber on a black horse, and 
give chase, and rescue her. Of course, she would fall in love with him, and 
he with her, and they would get married, and come home, and live in an 
immense house in London. Yes, there were delightful things in store for 
him. But he must be very good, and not lose his temper, or spend his 
money foolishly. She was only a year older than he was, but she knew so 
much more of life, He must be sure, also, to write to her by every mail, and 
to say his prayers each night before he went to sleep, God was very good, 
and would watch over him. She would pray for him, too, and in a few 
years he would come back quite rich and happy. 
1e ead listened sulkilyto her and madeno answer. He was heartsickat 
leaving home. { 

Yet it was not this alone that made him gloomy and morose. Inexperi- 
enced though he was, he had still a strong sense of the danger of Sibyl's 
position. This young dandy who was making love to her could mean her 
no good. He was a gentleman, and he hated him for that, hated him 
through some curious race-instinct for which he could not account, and 
which for that reason was all the more dominant within him, He was 
conscious also of the shallowness and vanity of his mother’s nature, and in 
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that saw infinite peril for Sibyl and Sibyl's happiness. Children begin by 
pie their parents; as they grow older they judge them; sometimes they 

His mother! He had something on his mind to ask of her, something 
that he had brooded on for many months of silence. A chance phrase that 
he had heard at the theatre, a whispered sneer that had reached his ears 
one night as he waited at the stage-door, had set loose a train of horrible 
thoughts. He remembered it as if it had been the lash of a hunting-crop 
across his face. His brows knit together into a wedgelike furrow, and with 
a twitch of pain he bit his under-lip. 

“You are not listening toa word Iam saying, Jim,” cried Sibyl, “and Lam 
making the most delightful plans for your future. Do say something.” 

“What do you want me to say?” 

“Oh! that you will be a good boy and not forget us,” she answered, 
smiling at him. 

He shrugged his shoulders. "You are more likely to forget me than Tam 
to forget you, Sibyl.” 

‘She flushed. "What do you mean, Jim?” she asked. 

"You have a new friend, I hear. Who is he? Why have you not told me 
about him? He means you no good.” 

im!" she exclaimed. "You must not say anything against him. 1 


“Why, you don't even know his name,” answered the lad. "Whois he? I 
have a right to know." 

“He is called Prince Charming. Don't you like the name, Oh! you silly 
boy! you should never forgetit. If you only saw him, you would think him 
the most wonderful person in the world. Some day you will meet him— 
when you come back from Australia. You will like him so much. Every- 
body likes him, and I... love him. I wish you could come to the theatre 
to-night. He is going to be there, and I am to play Juliet. Oh! how I shall 
play it! Fancy, Jim, to be in love and play Juliet! To haye him sitting there! 
‘To play for his delight! Iam afraid I may frighten the company, frighten 
or enthrall them. To be in love is to surpass one’s self. Poor dreadful Mr. 
Isaacs will be shouting ‘genius’ to his loafers at the bar. He has preached 
measa dogma: to-night he willannounce meas a revelation. I feel it, And 
it is all his, his only, Prince Charming, my wonderful lover, my god of 
graces, But I am poor beside him. Poor? What does that matter? When 
poverty creeps in at the door, love flies in through the window. Our 
Proverbs want rewriting. They were made in winter, and itis summer 
how; spring-time for me, I think, a very dance of blossoms in blue skies.” 

"He is a gentleman,” said the lad sullenly. 

"A prince!” she cried musically, “What more do you want?" 

“He wants to enslave you.” 

"I shudder at the thought of being free.” 

"L want you to beware of him.” 

“To see him is to worship him; to know him is to trust him.” 

“Sibyl, you are mad about him. 

She laughed and took his arm. “You dear old Jim, you talk as if you 
were a hundred. Some day you will be in love yourself, Then you will 
know what it is. Don't look so sulky. Surely you should be glad to think 
that, though you are going away, you leave me happier than I have ever 
been before, Life has been hard for us both, terribly hard and difficult. 
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But it will be different now. You are going to a new world, and I have 
found one. Here are two chairs; let us sit down and see the smart people 
‘They took their seats amidst a crowd of watchers. The tulip-beds across 
the road flamed like throbbing rings of fire. A white dust—iremulous 
loud of orris-root it seemed—hung in the panting air. The brightly 
coloured parasols danced and dipped like monstrous butterflies. 

‘She made her brother talk of himself, his hopes, his prospects, He 
spoke slowly and with effort. They passed words to each other as players 
at a game pass counters, Sibyl felt oppressed. She could not communicate 
her joy. A faint smile curving that sullen mouth was all the echo she could 
win, After some time she became silent, Suddenly she caught a glimpse of 
golden hair and laughing lips, and in an open carriage with two ladies 
Dorian Gray drove past. 

She started to her feet. “There he is!” she cried, 

“Who?" said Jim Vane. 

“Prince Charming,” she answered, looking after the victoria. 

He jumped up and seized her roughly by the arm. "Show him to me. 
Which is he? Point him out, I must see him!” he exclaimed; but at that 
moment the Duke of Berwick’s four-in-hand came between, and when it 
had left the space clear, the carriage had swept out of the park. 

“He is gone,” murmured Sibyl sadly. “I wish you had seen him, 

“I wish I had, for as sure as there is a God in heaven, if he ever does you 
any wrong, I shall kill him.” 

She looked at him in horror. He repeated his words, They cut the ait 
like a dagger. The people round began to gape. A lady standing close to 
her titered 

“Come away, Jim; come away,” she whispered. He followed her dog- 
gedly as she passed through the crowd. He felt glad at what he had said. 

‘When they reached the Achilles Statue, she turned round. There was 
pity in her eyes that became laughter on her lips. She shook her head at 
him. "You are foolish Jim, uterly foolish; a bad, ternpered boy, that is all. 
How can you say such horrible things? You don't know what you are 
talking about. You are simply jealous and unkind. Ah! I wish you would 
fall in love. Love makes people good, and what you said was wicked.” 

“Tam sixteen,” he answered, “and I know what I am about. Motheris no 
help to you, She doesn’t understand how to look after you. I wish now that 
T was not going to Australia at all. I have a great mind to chuck the whole 
thing up. 1 would, if my articles hadn't been signed.” 

“Oh, don't be so serious, Jim. You are like one of the heroes of those 
silly melodramas Mother used to be so fond of acting in. Lam not going to 
quarrel with you. I have seen him, and oh! to see him is perfect happiness. 
We won't quarrel 1 know you would never harm any one I love, would 
you: 

“Not as long as you love him, 1 suppose,” was the sullen answer. 

“I shall love him for ever!” she cried. 

‘And he?” 
“For ever, too! 
“He had bette 
She shrank from him. Then she laughed and put her hand on his arm. 

He was merely a boy. 

At the Marble Arch they hailed an omnibus, which left them close to 
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their shabby home in the Euston Road. It was after five o'clock, and Sibyl 
had to lie down for a couple hours before acting. Jim insisted that s! 
should do so. He said that he would sooner part with her when their 
mother was not present. She would be-sure to make a scene, and he 
detested scenes of every kind. 

In Sybil’s own room they parted. There was jealousy in the lad's heart, 
and a fierce murderous hatred of the stranger who, as it seemed to him, 
had come between them. Yet, when her arms were flung round his neck, 
and her fingers strayed through his hair, he softened and kissed her with 
real affection. There were tears in his eyes as he went downstairs. 

His mother was waiting for him below. She grumbled at his unpunc- 
tuality, as he entered. He made no answer, but sat down to his meagre 
meal. The flies buzzed round the table and crawled over the stained cloth, 
‘Through the rumble of omnibuses, and the clatter ofstreet-cabs, he could 
hear the droning voice devouring each minute that was left to him. 

‘After some time, he thrust away his plate and put his head in his hands, 
He felt that he had a right co know. It should have been told to him before, 
if it was as he suspected. Leaden with fear, his mother watched 
Words dropped mechanically from her lips. A tattered lace handkerchief 
twitched in her fingers. When the clock struck six, he got up and went to 
the door. Then he turned back and looked at her. Their eyes met. In hers 
he saw a wild appeal for mercy. It enraged him. 

"Mother, I have something to ask you,” he said. Her eyes wandered 
vaguely about the room, She made no answer. “Tell me the truth. I havea. 
right to know. Were you married to my father?" 

She heaved a deep sigh. It wasa sigh of relief. The terrible moment, the 
moment that night and day, for weeks and months, she had dreaded, had 
come at last, and yet she felt no terror. Indeed, in some measure it was a 
disappointment to her. The vulgar directness of the question called fora 
direct answer. The situation had not been gradually led up to. It was 


Her head drooped. She wiped her eyes with shaking hands, "Sibyl has a 
mother,” she murmured; “I had none.” p 

“The lad was touched, He went towards her, and stooping down, he 
kissed her. “Tam sorry if I have pained you by asking about my father," he 
said, "but I could not help it. 1 must go now. Good-bye. Don't forget that 
Fou will have only one child now to look after, and believe me that if this 
man wrongs my sister, I will find out who he is, track him down, and kill 
him like a dog. 1 swear 

"The exaggerated folly of the threat, the passionate gesture that accom- 
panied it, the mad melodramatic words, made life seem more vivid to her. 
She was familiar with the atmosphere, She breathed more freely, and for 
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the first time for many months she really admired her son. She would 
have liked to have continued the scene on the same emotional scale, but he 
cut her short. Trunks had to be carried down and mufflers looked for. 
‘The lodging-house drudge bustled in and out. There was the bargaining 
with the cabman, The moment was lost in vulgar details. It was with a 
renewed feeling of disappointment that she waved the tattered lace 
handkerchief from the window, as her son drove away. She was conscious 
{ca great opportunity had been wasted, She consoled herself by telling 
Sibyl how desolate she felt her life would be, now that she had only one 
child to look after, She remembered the phrase, It had pleased her, Of the 
threat she said nothing. It was vividly and dramatically expressed. She felt 
that they would all laugh at it some day. 


CHAPTER SIX 


“suppose you have heard the news, Basil?" said Lord Henry thatevening 
as Hallward was shown into a little private room at the Bristol where 
jer had been laid for three. 


ing his hat and coat to the bowing 
waiter, “What isit? Nothing about politics, I hope! They don'tinterest me. 
‘There is hardly a single person in the House of Commons worth painting, 
though many of them would be the better for a little whitewashing.” 

“Dorian Gray is engaged to be married,” said Lord Henry, watching 
him as he spoke. 

Hallward started and then frowned. “Dorian engaged to be married!" 
he cried. “Impossible! 


“To some little actress or other.” 
“I can't believe it. Dorian is far too sensible.” 
ian is far too wise not to do foolish things now and then, my dear 


farriage is hardly a thing that one can do now and then, Harry. 
“Except in America," rejoined Lord Henry languidly. "But {didn't say 
he was married, I said he was engaged to be married. There is a great 
difference, I have a distinctremembrance of being married, but 1 have no 
recollection at all of being engaged. Iam inclined to think that I never was 
ged en ee 
“But think of Dorian’s birth, and position, 
absurd for him to marry so much beneath him, 

“If you want to make him marry this girl, tell him that, Basil. He is sure 
to doit, then, Whenever a man does a thoroughly stupid thing, itis always 
from the noblest motives.” 

“I hope this girl is good, Harry. I don't want to see Dorian tied to some 
vile creature, who might degrade his nature and ruin his intellect.” 

h, she is better than good—she is beautiful,” murmured Lord Hen- 
‘sipping a glass of vermouth and orange'bitters “Dorian says she is 
beautiful, and he is not often wrong about things of that kind, Your 
portrait of him has quickened his appreciation of the personal appear- 


yd wealth. It would be 
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ance of other people. It has had that excellent effect, amongst others, We 
are fo see her to-night, if that boy doesn't forget his appointment. 

“Are you serious?” 

“Quite serious, Basil. should be miserable if I thought I should ever be 
more serious than I am at the present moment.” 

“But do you approve of it, Harry?” asked the painter, walking up and 
down the room and! bitng his ip, “You can't approve of it, possibly; It is 
some silly infatuation.” 

"I never approve, or disapprove, of anything now. It is an absurd 
attitude to take towards life. We are not sent into the world to air our 
moral prejudices. [never take any notice of what common peoplesay, and 
1 never interfere with what charming people do. If a personality fascin- 
ates me, whatever mode of expression ihat personality selects is absolutely 
delightful to me, Dorian Gray falls in love with a beautiful girl who acts 
Juliet, and proposes to marry her. Why not? If he wedded Messalina, he 
‘would be none the less interesting. You know I am not a champion of 
marriage. The real drawback to marriage is that it makes one unselfish. 
And unselfish people are colourless. They lack individuality. Stil, there 
are certain temperaments that marriage makes more complex. They 
retain their egotism, and add to it many other egos. They are forced to 
have more than one life. They become more highly organized, and to be 
highly organized is, I should fancy, the object of man’s existence. Besides, 
every experience is of value, and whatever one may say against marriage, 
itis certainlyan experience. I hope that Dorian Gray will make this girl his 
wife, passionately adore her for six months, and then suddenly become 
fascinated by some one else. He would be a wonderful study.” 

“You don't mean a single word ofall that, Harry; you know you don't, If 
Dorian Gray's life were spoiled, no one would be sorrier than yourself. 
You are much better than you pretend to be.” 

Lord Henry laughed. "The reason weal like to think so well of othersis 
that we are all afraid for ourselves. The basis of optimism is sheer terror. 
We think that we are generous because we credit our neighbour with the 

ssion of those virtues that are likely to be a benefit to us. We praise 
the banker that we may overdraw our account, and find good qualities in 
the highwayman in the hope that he may spare our pockets, 1 mean 
‘everything that I have said. I have the greatest contempt for optimism. As 
fora spoiled life, no life is spoiled but one whose growth is arrested. If you 
want to mar a nature, you have merely to reform it. As for marriage, of 
course that would be silly, but there are other and more interesting bonds 
between men and women. I will certainly encourage them. They have the 
charm of being fashionable, But here is Dorian himself, He will tell you 
more than I can.” 

"My dear Harry, my dear Basil, you must both congratulate me!” said 
the lad, throwing off his evening cape with its satin-lined wings and 
shaking each of his friends by the hand in turn, “I have never been so 
happy. Of course, itis sudclen—all really delightful things are, And yet it 
seems to me to be the one thing I have been looking forall my life.” He was 
flushed with excitement and pleasure, and looked extraordinarily hand- 
some, 

“T hope you will always be very happy, Dorian," said Hallward, "but 1 
don't quite forgive you for not having let me know of your engagement. 
You let Harry know." 
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“And I don't forgive you for being late for dinner,” broke in Lord 
Henry, putting his hand on the lad's shoulder and smiling as he spoke. 
“Come, let us it down and try what the new chef here is like, and then you 
will tell us how it all came about." 

“There is really not much to tel,” cried Dorian as they took their seats at 
the small round table. “What happened was simply this. After I left you 
yesterday evening, Harry, I dressed, had some dinner at that little Italian 
Testaurant in Rupert Street you introduced me to, and went down at eight 
o'clock to the theatre. Sibyl was playing Rosalind. Of course, the scenery 
was dreadful and the Orlando absurd. But Sibyl! You should have seen 
her! When she came on in her boy's clothes, she was perfectly wonderful. 
She wore a moss-coloured velvet jerkin with cinnamon sleeves, slim, 
brown, cross-gartered hose, a dainty little green cap with a hawk's feather 
caught in a jewel, and a hooded cloak lined with dull red. She had never 
seemed to me more exquisite. She had all the delicate grace of that 
Tanagra figurine that you have in your studio, Basil. Her hair clustered 
round her face like dark leaves round a pale rose. As for her acting—well, 
you shall see her to-night. She is simply a born artist. I satin the dingy box 
absolutely enthralled. [forgot that I was in London and in the nineteenth 
century. I was away with my love in a forest that no man had ever seen, 
‘After the performance was over, I went behind and spoke to her. As we 
were sitting together, suddenly there came into her eyes look that I had 
never seen there before. My lips moved towards hers. We kissed each 
other, I can't describe to you what I felt at that moment. It seemed to me 
that all my life had been narrowed to one perfect point of rose-coloured 
joy. She trembled all over and shook like a white narcissus. Then she flung 
herself on her knees and kissed my hands. I feel that I should not tell you 
all this, but I can't help it. Of course, our engagement isa dead secret. She 
has not even told her own mother. I don't know what my guardians will 
say. Lord Radley is sure to be furious. I don't care, I shall be of age in less 
than a year, and then I can do what I like. I have been right, Basil, haven't 
1, to take my love out of poetry and to find my wife in Shakespeare's plays? 
Lips that Shakespeare taught to speak have whispered their secret in my 
gar. Ihave had the arms of Rosalind around me, and kissed Juliet on the 

'Yes, Dorian, 1 suppose you were right,” said Hallward slowly. 

“Have you seen her to-day?” asked Lord Henry. 

Dorian Gray shook his head, “I left her in the forest of Arden; I shall 
find her in an orchard in Verona.” 

Lord Henty sipped his champagne in a meditative manner, “At what 
particular point did you mention the word marriage, Dorian? And what 
did she say in answer? Perhaps you forgot all about it.” 

“My dear Harty, I did not treat it asa business transaction, and I did not 
‘make any formal proposal, I told her that I loved her, and she said she was 
not worthy to be my wife. Not worthy! Why, the whole world is nothing to 
me compared with her.” 

“Women are wonderfully practical,” murmured Lord Henry, “much 
more practical than we are. In situations of that kind we often forgetto say 
anything about marriage, and they always remind us. 

Hallward laid his hand upon hisarm. "Don't, Harry. You have annoyed 
Dorian, He is not like other men. He would never bring misery upon any 
one. His nature is too fine for that.” 
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Lord Henry looked across the table. “Dorian is never annoyed with 
me," he answered. “I asked the question for the best reason possible, for 
the only reason, indeed, that excuses one for asking any question—simple 
curiosity. I have a theory that itis always the women who propose to us, 
and not we who propose to the women. Except, of course, in middle-class 
life. But then the middle classes are not modern.” 

Dorian Gray laughed, and tossed his head, "You are quite incorrigible, 
Harry; but I don't mind, It is impossible to be angry with you. When you 
see Sibyl Vane, you will fel that the man who could wrong her would bea 
beast, a beast without a heart. I cannot understand how any one can wish 
to shame the thing he loves. I love Sibyl Vane. I want to place her on a 
pedestal of gold and to see the world worship the woman who is mine. 
‘What is marriage? An irrevocable vow. You mock at it for that, Ah! don’t 
mock. It is an irrevocable vow that I want to take. Her trust makes me 
faithful, her belief makes me good. When I am with her, I regret all that 
you have taught me. I become different from what you have known me to 
be. I am changed, and the mere touch of Sibyl Vane’s hand makes me 
forget you and all your wrong, fascinating, poisonous, delightful 
theories.” 
nd thoseare ...?” asked Lord Henry, helping himself to some salad. 
“Oh, your theories about life, your theories about love, your theories 
about pleasure, All your theories, in fact, Harry.” 

“Pleasure is the only thing worth having a theory about,” he answered 
in his slow melodious voice. “But 1 am afraid I cannot claim my theory as 
my own. Itbelongs to Nature, not to me. Pleasure is Nature's test, her sign 
of approval, When we are happy, we are always good, but when we are 
good, we are not always happy.” 

Ah! but what do you mean by good?" cried Basil Hallward: 

“Yes,” echoed Dorian, leaning back in his chair and looking at Lord 
Henry over the heavy clusters of purple-lipped irises that stood in the 
centre of the table, “what do you mean by good, Harry?” 

“To be good is to be in harmony with one’s self,” he replied, touching 
the thin stem of his glass with his pale, fine-pointed fingers. “Discord is to 
be forced to be in harmony with others, One's own life—that is the 
important thing. As for the lives of one’s neighbours, if one wishes to bea 
prig or a Puritan, one can flaunt one’s moral views about them, but they 
Bre not one’s concern. Besides, individualism has really the higher aim. 
Modern morality consists in accepting the standard of one's age. I consid- 
er that for any man of culture to accept the standard of his age isa form of 
the grossest immorality.” 

But, surely, if one lives merely for one's self, Harry, one paysa terrible 
price for doing so?” suggested the painter. 

"Yes, we are overcharged for everything nowadays. I should fancy that 
the real tragedy of the poor is that they can afford nothing but self-denial. 
Beautiful sins, like beautiful things, are the privilege of the rich.” 

“One has to pay in other ways but money.” 

“What sort of ways, Basil?” j ; 

“Oh! I should fancy in remorse, in suffering, in. . . well, in the 
consciousness of degradation.” 

Lord Henry shrugged his shoulders, “My dear fellow, mediaeval art is 
‘charming, but mediaeval emotions are out of date, One can use them in 
fiction, of course. But then the only things that one can use in fiction are 
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the things that one has ceased to use in fact, Believe me, no civilized man 
ever regrets a pleasure, and no uncivilized man ever knows what a 
pleasure is.” ie 

“I know what pleasure is,” cried Dorian Gray. "Itis toadore some one. 

"That is certainly better than being adored,” he answered, toying with 
some fruits, "Being adored isa nuisance. Women treat us just as humanity 
treats its gods. They worship us, and are always bothering us to do 
something for them. 

*I should have said that whatever they ask for they had first given to 
us," murmured the lad gravely. "They create love in our natures, They 
have a right to demand it back.” 

“That is quite true, Dorian,” cried Hallward. 

‘Nothing is ever quite true,” said Lord Henry. 

“This is," interrupted Dorian. "You must admit, Harry, that women 
give to men the very gold of their lives.” 

“Possibly,” he sighed, "but they invariably want it back in such very 
small change, That is the worry. Women, as some witty Frenchman once 
putt, inspire us with the desire to do masterpieces and always prevent us 
from carrying them out.” 

“Harry, you are dreadful! I don't know why I like you so much." 

“You will always like me, Dorian,” he replied. “Will you have some 
coffee, you fellows? Waiter, bring coffee, and fine-champagne, and some 
cigarettes. No, don't mind the cigarettes—I have some. Basil, I can't allow 
you to smoke cigars. You must have a cigarette, A cigarette is the perfect 
type of a perfect pleasure. It is exquisite, and it leaves one unsatisfied. 
What more can one want? Yes, Dorian, you will always be fond of me. I 
represent to you all the sins you have never had the courage to commit.” 

“What nonsense you talk, Harry!” cried the lad, taking a light from a 
fire-breathing silver dragon that the waiter had placed on the table. “Let 
us go down to the theatre. When Sibyl comes on the stage you will have a 
new ideal of life. She will represent something to you that you have never 
known.” 

“I have known everything,” said Lord Henry, with a tired look in his 
eyes, “but 1 am always ready for a new emotion. 1 am afraid, however, 
that, for me at any rate, there is no such thing, Still, your wonderful girl 
may thrill me. I love acting. It is so much more real than life. Let us go. 
Dorian, you will come with me. 1 am so sorry, Basil, but there is only room 
for two in the brougham. You must follow us in a hansom.” 

‘They got up and put on their coats, sipping their coffee standing. The 
painter was silent and preoccupied. There was a gloom over him. He 
could not bear this marriage, and yet it seemed to him to be better than 
many otherthings that might have happened, After a few minutes, they 
all passed downstairs. He drove off by himself, as had been arranged, and 
watched the flashing lights of the little brougham in front of him, A 
strange sense of loss came over him. He felt that Dorian Gray would never 
again be to him all that he had been in the past. Life had come between 
them, ... . His eyes darkened, and the crowded flaring streets became 
blurred to his eyes. When the cab drew upat the theatre, itseemed to him 
that he had grown years older. 


‘THE PICTURE OF DORIAN GRAY 295 


CHAPTER SEVEN 


For some reason or'other, the house was crowded that night, and the fat 
Jew manager who met them at the door was beaming from ear to ear with 
‘an oily tremulous smile. He escorted them to their box with a sort of 
pompous humility, waving his fat jewelled hands and talking at the top of 
his voice. Dorian Gray loathed him more than ever. He felt as if he had 
come to look for Miranda and had been met by Caliban. Lord Henry, 
upon the other hand, rather liked him. At least he declared he did, and 
insisted on shaking him by the hand and assuring him that he was proud 
to meeta man who had discovered a real genius and gone bankrupt over a 
poet, Hallward amused himself with watching the faces in the pit. The 
heat was terribly oppressive, and the huge sunlight flamed like a mon- 
strous dahlia with petals of yellow fire. The youths in the gallery had 
taken off their coats and waistcoats and hung them over the side. They 
talked to each other across the theatre and shared their oranges with the 
tawdry girls who sat beside them. Some women were laughing in the pit. 
‘Their voices were horribly shrill and discordant. The sound of the pop- 
ping of corks came from the bar. 

“What a place to find one’s divinity in!” said Lord Henry. 

"Yes!" answered Dorian Gray. "It was here I found her, and she is 
divine beyond all living things. When she acts, you will forget everything, 
‘These common rough people, with their coarse faces and brutal gestures, 
become quite different when she is on the stage. They sit silently and 
watch her. They weep and laugh as she wills them to do. She makes them 
‘as responsive as a violin. She spiritualizes them, and one feels that they are 
of the same flesh and blood as one's self. 

“The same flesh and blood as one’s self! Oh, 1 hope not!” exclaimed 
Lord Henry, who was scanning the occupants of the gallery through his 
opera-glass. 

"Don't pay any attention to him, Dorian,” said the painter. "I under- 
stand what you mean, and I believe in this girl. Any one you love must be 
marvellous, and any girl who has the effect you describe must be fine and 
noble. To spiritualize one's age—that is something worth doing. IF this 
girl can give a soul to those wha have lived without one, if she can create 
the sense of beauty in people whose lives have been sordid and ugly, if she 
can strip them of their selfishness and lend them tears for sorrows that are 
hot their own, she is worthy of all your adoration, worthy of the adoration 
of the world, This marriage is quite right. I did not think so at first, but 1 
Gdmitit now. The gods made Sibyl Vane for you. Without her you would 
have been incomplete.” 

“Thanks, Basil,” answered Dorian Gray, pressing his hand. “I knew 
that you would understand me. Harry is so cynical, he terrifies me. But 
here is the orchestra, It is quite dreadful, but it only lasts for about five 
minutes. Then the curtain rises, and you will see the girl to whom I am 
going to give all my life, to whom I have given everything that is good in 
me. 

‘A quarter of an hour afterwards, amidst an extraordi 
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applause, Sibyl Vane stepped on to the stage. Yes, she was certainly lovely 
to look at—one of the loveliest creatures, Lord Henry thought, that he 
had ever seen. There was something of the fawn in her shy grace and 
startled eyes. A faint blush, like the shadow of a rose in a mirror of silver, 
came to her cheeks as she glanced at the crowded enthusiastic house. She 
stepped back a few paces and her lips seemed to tremble, Basil Hallward 
leaped to his feet and began to applaud. Motionless, and as one in a 
dream, sat Dorian Gray, gazing at her. Lord Henry peered through his 
glasses, murmuring, “Charming! charming!” 

“The scene was the hall of Capulet's house, and Romeo in his pilgrim's 
dress had entered with Mercutio and his other friends. The band, such as 
it was, struck up a few bars of music, and the dance began. Through the 
crowd of ungainly, shabbily dressed actors, Sibyl Vane moved like a 
‘creature from a finer world, Her body swayed, while she danced, as a 
plant sways in the water. The curves of her throat were the curves of a 
white lily, Her hands seemed to be made of cool ivory. 

Yet she was curiously listless. She showed no sign of joy when her eyes 
rested on Romeo. The few words she had to speak— 


Good pilgrim, you do wrong your hand lo much, 
WHER manhan Anetki AAR fr E 
For saints have hands that pilgrims” hands do touch, 
land petra te pala ie hob Palmert kass 
with the brief dialogue that follows, were spoken in a thoroughly artificial 
manner, The voice was exquisite, but from the point of view of tone it was 
absolutely false, It was wrong in colour. It took away all the life from the 
Verse. It made the passion unreal- 

Dorian Gray grew pale as he watched her. He was puzzled and anxious. 
Neither of his friends dared to say anything to him. She seemed tothem to 
be absolutely incompetent, They were horribly disappointed. 

Yet they felt that the true test of any Juliet is the balcony scene of the 
secon ac. They waited for that, Ishe Failed there, there was nothing in 

She looked charming as she came out in the moonlight. That could not 
be denied. But the staginess of her acting was unbearable, and grew worse 
as she went on. Her gestures became absurdly artificial. She over- 
emphasized everything that she had to say. The beautiful passage 


Thou knowest the mask of night is on my face, 
Else would a maiden blush bepaint my cheek 
For that which thou hast heard me speak to-nighi— 


was declaimed with the painful precision of a schoolgirl who has been 
taught to recite by some second-rate professor of elocution. When she 
leaned over the balcony and came to those wonderful lines— 


Although I joy in thee, 
I have no joy of this contract tonight 

1t is too rash, too unadvised, too saddens 

Too like the lightning, which doth cease tobe 

Ere one can say, “It lightens.” Sweet, good-night! 
This bud of love by summer's ripening breath 

May prove a beauteous flower when next we meet — 
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she spoke the words as though they conveyed no meaning to her. It was 
not nervousness. Indeed, so far from being nervous, she was absolutely 
self-contained. It was simply bad art, She was a complete failure. 
-Even the common uneducated audience of the pit and gallery lost their 
interest in the play. They got restless, and began to talk loudly and to 
whistle, The Jew manager, who was standing at the back of the dress- 
circle, stamped and'swore with rage. The only person unmoved was the 
girl herself. 

When the second act was over, there came a storm of hisses, and Lord 
Henry got up from his chair and put on his coat, "She is quite beautiful, 
Dorian,” he said, "but she can't act. Let us go.” 

‘am going to see the play through,” answered the lad, in a hard bitter 
voice. “I am awfully sorry that 1 have made you wastean evening, Harry. I 
apologize to you both.” 

“My dear Dorian, I should think Miss Vane was ill," interrupted Hall- 
ward. “We will come some other night.” 

"I wish she were ill,” he rejoined. “But she seems to me to be simply 
callous and cold. She has entirely altered. Last night she wasa great artist. 
‘This evening she is merely a commonplace mediocre actress. 
"Don't talk like that about any one you love, Dorian. Love is a more 
wonderful thing than art.” 

“They are both simply forms of imitation,” remarked Lord Henry. 
“But do let us go. Dorian, you must not stay here any longer. Itis not good 
for one's morals to sce bad acting. Besides, I don't suppose you will want 
your wife to act, so what does it matter if she plays Juliet like a wooden 
Goll? She is very lovely, and if she knows as little about life as she does 
‘about acting, she will be a delightful experience, There are only two kinds 
of people who are really fascinating—people who know absolutely every- 
thing, and people who know absolutely nothing, Good heavens, my dear 
boy, don't look so tragic! The secret of remaining young is never to have 
an emotion that is unbecoming, Come to the club with Basil and myself 
We will smoke cigarettes and drink to the beauty of Sibyl Vane. She is 
beautiful. What more can you want?” 

“Goaway, Harry,” cried the lad, "I want to be alone. Basil, you must go. 
Ah! can't you see that my heart is breaking?” The hot tears came to his 
eyes. His lips trembled, and rushing to the back of the box, he leaned up 
‘against the wall, hiding his face in his hands 

“Let us go, Basil," said Lord Henry with a strange tenderness in. his 
voice, and the two young men passed out together. 

'A few moment afterwards the Footlights flared up and the curtain rose 
on the third act. Dorian Gray went back to his seat. He looked pale, and 
proud, and indifferent. The play dragged on, and seemed interminable, 
Half of the audience went out, tramping in heavy boots and laughing, 
The whole thing was a fiasco, The last act was played to almost empty 
benches. The curtain went down on a titter and some groans. 

“As soon as it was over, Dorian Gray rushed behind the scenes into the 
greenroom. The girl was standing there alone, with a look of triumph on 
Ber face. Her eyes were lit with an exquisite fire. There was a radiance 
about her. Her parted lips were smiling over some secret of their own. 

‘When he entered, she looked at him, and an expression of infinite joy 
came over her. “How badly I acted tonight, Dorian!" she cried. 

""Horribly!” he answered, gazing at her in amazement. “Horribly! It was 
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dreadful. Are youill? You have no idea whatit was. You havenoidea what 
1 suffered.” 7 7 p 

‘The girl smiled. “Dorian,” she answered, lingering over his name with 
Jong-drawn music in her voice, as though it were sweeter than honey to 
the red petals of her mouth. "Dorian you should have understood. But 
you understand now, don't you?” 

‘Understand what?” he asked, angrily 

“Why I was so bad to-night. Why I shall always be bad. Why Ishall never 
act well again,” $ 

He shrugged his shoulders. "You are ill, I suppose. When you are ill 
you shouldn't act. You make yourself ridiculous, My friends were bored. 1 
was bored.” 

She seemed not to listen to him, She was transfigured with joy. An 
ecstasy of happiness dominated her. 

“Dorian, Dorian,” she cried, “before 1 knew you, acting was the one 
reality of my life. It was only in the theatre that I lived. I thought that it was 
all true. I was Rosalind one night and Portia the other. The joy of Beatrice 
was my joy, and the sorrows of Cordelia were mine also. I believed in 
everything. The common people who acted with me seemed to me to be 
godlike. The painted scenes were my world. I knew nothing but shadows, 
and 1 thought them real, You came—oh, my beautiful lovel—and you 
freed my soul from prison, You taught me what reality really is, To-night, 
for the first time in my life, I saw through the hollowness, the sham, the 
silliness of the empty pageant in which I had always played. To-night, for 
the first time, I became conscious that the Romeo was hideous, and old, 
and painted, that the moonlight in the orchard was false, that the scenery 
was vulgar, and that the words I had to speak were unreal, were not my 
‘words, were not what I wanted to say. You had brought me something 
higher, something of which all art is but a reflection. You had made me 
understand what love really is. My love! My love! Prince Charming! 
Prince of life! I have grown sick of shadows. You are more to me than all 
artcan ever be. What have Ito do with the puppets of a play? When I came 
‘on to-night, I could not understand how it was that everything had gone 
from me. I thought that I was going to be wonderful. I found that I could 
do nothing. Suddenly it dawned on my soul what it all meant, The 
knowledge was exquisite to me. I heard them hissing, and I smiled. What 
could they know of love such as ours? Take me away, Dorian—take me 
away with you, where we can be quite alone. I hate the stage, I might 
mimic a passion that I do not feel, but I cannot mimic one that burns me 
like fire. Oh, Dorian, Dorian, you understand now what it signifies? Even 
if I could do it, it would be profanation for meto play at being in love. You 
have made me see that.” 

He flung himself down on the sofaand turned away his face. “You have 
killed my love,” he muttered. 

She looked at him in wonder and laughed, He made no answer. She 
came across to him, and with her little fingers stroked his hair. She knelt 
down and pressed his hands to her lips. He drew them away, and a 
shudder ran through him. 

‘Then he leaped up and went to the door. "Yes," he cried, “you have 
killed my love. You used to stir my imagination, Now you don't even stir 
my curiosity, You simply produce no effect. I loved you because you were 
marvellous, because you had genius and intellect, because you realized 
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the dreams of great poets and gave shape and substance to the shadows of 
art. You have thrown it all away. You are shallow and stupid. My God! 
how mad I was to love you! What a fool I have been! You are nothing to 
me now. I will never see you again. I will never think of you. I will never 
mention your name. You don't know what you were to me, once. Why. 
once, .., Oh, I can't bear to think of it! 1 wish I had never laid eyes upon 
you! You have spoiled the romance of my life. How little you can know of 
ove, if you say it mars your art! Without your art, you are nothing, 1 
would have made you famous, splendid, magnificent. The world would 
have worshipped you, and you would have borne my name. What are you 
now? A third-rate actress with a pretty face.” 

"The girl grew white, and trembled. She clenched her hands together, 
and her voice seemed to catch in her throat, "You are not serious, 
Dorian?" she murmured, “You are acting.” 

“Acting! I leave that to you. You do it so well,” he answered bitterly. 

She rose from her knees and, with a piteous expression of pain in her 
face, came across the room to him. She put her hand upon his arm and 
looked into his eyes, He thrust her back. “Don't touch me!" he cried, 

‘A low moan broke from her, and she flung herself at his feet and lay 
there like a trampled flower. "Dorian, Dorian, don't leave mel” she 
whispered. "Lam so sorry I didn’t act well. I was thinking of you all the 
time, But I will try—indeed, I will try. It came so suddenly across me, my 
ove for you, I think I should never have known it if you had not kissed 
me—if we had not kissed each other, Kiss me again, my love. Don't go 
away from me. I couldn't bear it, Oh! don't go away from me, My brother . 

| No; never mind, He didn't mean it, He was in jest... But you, oh! can't 
‘you forgive me for tonight? I will work so hard and try to improve. Don't 
be cruel to me, because I love you better than anything in the world. After 
all, it is only once that I have not pleased you. But you are quite right, 
Dorian. I should have shown myself more of an artist. It was foolish of me, 
and yet I couldn't help it. Oh, don't leave me, don't leave me,” A fit of 
passionate sobbing choked her. She crouched on the floor like a wounded 
thing, and Dorian Gray, with his beautiful eyes, looked down at her, and 
his chiselled lips curled in exquisite disdain. There is always something 
ridiculous about the emotions of people whom one has ceased to love. 
Sibyl Vane seemed to him to be absurdly melodramatic. Her tears and 
sobs annoyed him. 

“I am going,” he said at last in his calm clear voice, “I don't wish to be 
unkind, but I can't see you again. You have disappointed me.” 

‘She wept silently, and made no answer, but crept nearer. Her litle 
hands stretched blindly out, and appeared to be seeking for him. He 
turned on his heel and left the room. In a few moments he was out of the 
theatre. 

Where he went to he hardly knew. He remembered wanderi 
through dimly lit streets, past gaunt, black-shadowed archways and evi- 
ooking houses. Women with hoarse voices and harsh laughter had called 
‘after him. Drunkards had reeled by, cursing and chattering to themselves 
like monstrous apes. He had seen grotesque children huddled upon 
door-steps, and heard shrieks and oaths from gloomy courts. 

"As the dawn was just breaking, he found himself close to Covent 
Garden. The darkness lifted, and, flushed with faint fires, the sky hol- 
lowed itself into a perfect pearl. Huge carts filled with nodding lilies 
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rumbled slowly down the polished empty street. The air was heavy with 
the perfume of the flowers, and thelr beauty seemed to bring him an 
anodyne for his pain. He followed into the market and watched the men 
unloading their waggons. A white-smocked carter offered him some 
cherries. He thanked him, wondered why he refused to accept any money 
for them, and began to eat them listessly. They had been plucked at 
midnight, and the coldness of the moon had entered into them. A long 
line of boys carrying crates of striped tulips, and of yellow and red roses, 
defiled in front of him, threading their way through the huge, jade-green 

les of vegetables. Under the portico, with its grey, sun-bleached pillars, 
Bitered a troop of draggled bareheaded girls, wating for the auction to 
be over. Others crowded round the swinging doors of the coffee-house in 
the piazza. The heavy cart-horses slipped and stamped upon the rough 
stones, shaking their bells and trappings. Some of the drivers were lying 
asleep on a pile of sacks. Iris-necked and pink-footed, the pigeons ran 
about picking up seeds, 

After a little while, he hailed a hansom and drove home. For a few 
moments he loitered upon the doorstep, looking round at the silent 
square, with its blank, close-shuttered windowsand its staring blinds. The 
sky was pure opal now, and the roofs of the houses glistened like silver 
against it. From some chimney opposite a thin wreath of smoke was rising. 
It curled, a violet riband, through the nacre-coloured air. 

Inthe huge gilt Venetian lantern, spoil of some Doge's barge, that hung 
from the ceiling of the great, oak-panelled hall of entrance, lights were 
still burning from three flickering jets: thin blue petals of flame they 
seemed, rimmed with white fire. He turned them outand, having thrown 
his hat and cape on the table, passed through the library towards the door 
of his bedroom, a large octagonal chamber on the ground floor that, in his 
new-born feeling for luxury, he had just had decorated for himself and 
hung with some curious Renaissance tapestries that had been discovered 
stored ina disused atticat Selby Royal. As he was turning the handle of the 
door, his eye fell upon the portrait Basil Hallward had painted of him, He 
started back as ifin surprise. Then he went on into his own room, looking 
somewhat puzzled. After he had taken the button-hole out of his coat, he 
seemed to hesitate. Finally, he came back, went over to the picture, and 
examined it, In the dim arrested light that struggled through the cream- 
coloured silk blinds, the face appeared to him to be a little changed. The 
expression looked different. One would have said that there was a touch 
of cruelty in the mouth. It was certainly strange. 

He turned round and, walking to the window, drew up the blind. The 
bright dawn flooded the room and swept the fantastic shadows into dusky 
corners, where they lay shuddering. But the strange expression that he 
had noticed in the face of the portrait seemed to linger there, to be more 
intensified even, The quivering ardent sunlight showed him the lines of 
cruelty round the mouth as clearly as if he had been looking into a mirror 
after he had done some dreadful thing. 

He winced and, taking up from the table an oval glass framed in ivory 
Cupids, one of Lord Henry's many presents to him, glanced hurriedly 
into its polished depths. No line like that warped his red lips. What did i 
mean? 

He rubbed his eyes, and came close to the picture, and examined it 
again. There were no signs of any change when he looked into the actual 
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painting, and yet there was no doubt that the whole expression had 
altered. It was not a mere fancy of his own. The thing was horribly 
apparent. 

He threw himself into a chair and began to think. Suddenly there 
flashed across his mind what he had said in Basil Hallward's studio the day 
the picture had been finished, Yes, he remembered it perfectly. He had 
uttered a mad wish that he himself might remain young, and the portrait 
‘grow old; that his own beauty might be unfarnished, and the face on the 
canvas bear the burden of his passions and his sins; that the painted image 
might be seared with the lines of suffering and thought, and that he might 
keep all the delicate bloom and loveliness of his then just conscious 
boyhood. Surely his wish had not been fulfilled? Such things were im- 
possible. It seemed monstrous even to think of them. And, yet, there was 
the picture before him, with the touch of cruelty in the mouth. 

Cruelty! Had he been cruel? It was the girl's fault, not his. He had 
dreamed of her as a great artist, had given his love to her because he had 
thought her great. Then she had disappointed him. She had been shallow 
and unworthy. And, yet, a feeling of infinite regret came over him, as he 
thought of her lying at his feet sobbing like alittle child. He remembered 
with what callousness he had watched her. Why had he been made like 
that? Why had such a soul been given to him? But he had suffered also. 
During the three terrible hours that the play had lasted, he had lived 
centuries of pain, æon upon eon of torture. His life was well worth hers. 
She had marred him for a moment, if he had wounded her for an age, 
Besides, women were better suited to bear sorrow than men. They lived 
on their emotions. They only thought of their emotions. When they took 
lovers, it was merely to have some one with whom they could have scenes. 
Lord Henry had told him that, and Lord Henry knew what women were. 
Why should he trouble about Sibyl Vane? She was nothing to him now. 

But the picture? What was he to say of that? It held the secret of his life, 
and told hisstory. It had taught him to love hisown beauty. Would it teach 
him to loathe his own soul? Would he ever look at it again? 

No; it was merely an illusion wrought on the troubled senses. The 
horrible night that he had passed had left phantoms behind it. Suddenly 
there had fallen upon his brain that tiny scarlet speck that makes men 
mad. The picture had not changed. It was folly to think so. 

‘Yer it was watching him, with its beautiful marred face and its cruel 
smile. Its bright hair gleamed in the early sunlight, Its blue eyes met his 
own. A sense of infinite pity, not for himself, but for the painted image of 
himself, came over him. It had altered already, and would alter more. Its 
gold would wither into grey. Its red and white roses would die. For every 
fin that he committed, a stain would fleck and wreck its fairness, But he 
would not sin. The picture, changed or unchanged, would be to him the 
Visible emblem of conscience. He would resist temptation. He would not 
see Lord Henry any more—would not, at any rate, listen to those subtle 
poisonous theories that in Basil Hallward’s garden had first stirred within 
him the passion for impossible things. He would go back to Sibyl Vane, 
make her amends, marry her, try to love her again. Yes, it was his duty to 
do so, She must have suffered more than he had. Poor child! He had been 
Selfish and cruel to her. The fascination that she had exercised over him 
Would return, They would be happy together. His life with her would be 
beautiful and pure. 
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He got up from his chair and drew a large screen right in front of the 
portrait, shuddering as he glanced atit. "How horrible!” he murmured wo 
himself, and he walked across to the window and opened it. When he 
stepped out on to the grass, he drew a deep breath. The fresh morning air 
seemed to drive away all his sombre passions. He thought only of Sibyl. A 
faint echo of his love came back to him. He repeated her name over and 
over again, The birds that were singing in the dew-drenched garden 
seemed to be telling the flowers about her, 


CHAPTER EIGHT 


It was long past noon when he awoke. His valet had crept several times on 
tiptoe into the room to see if he was stirring, and had wondered what 
made his young master sleep so late. Finally his bell sounded, and Victor 
came in softly with a cup of tea, and a pile of letters, on a small tray of old 
‘Sevres china, and drew back the olive-satin curtains, with their shimmer- 
ing blue lining, that hung in front of the three tall windows. 

‘Monsieur has well slept this morning,” he said, smiling. 

“What o'clock is it, Victor?” asked Dorian Gray drowsily, 

“One hour and a quarter, Monsieur. 

How late it was! He sat up, and having sipped some tea, turned over his 
letters. One of them was from Lord Henry, and had been brought by 
hand that morning. He hesitated for a moment, and then put it aside, The 
others he opened listlessly. They contained the usual collection of cards, 
invitations to dinner, tickets for private views, programmes of charity 
concerts, and the like that are showered on fashionable young men every 
morning during the season. There was a rather heavy bill for a chased 
silver Louis-Quinze toilet-set that he had not yet had the courage to send 
on to his guardians, who were extremely old-fashioned people and did 
not realize that we live in an age when unnecessary things are our only 
necessities; and there were several very courteously worded communica- 
tions from Jermyn Street money-lenders offering to advance any sum of 
money at a moment's notice and at the most reasonable rates of interest. 

After about ten minutes he got up, and throwing on an elaborate 
dressing-gown of silk-embroidered cashmere wool, passed into the onyx- 
payed bathroom, The cool water refreshed him after his long sleep. He 
seemed to have forgotten all that he had gone through. A dim sense of 
having taken part in some strange tragedy came to him once or twice, but 
there was the unreality of a dream about it. 

As soon as he was dressed, he went into the library and sat down to a 
light French breakfast that had been laid out for him on a small round 
table close to the open window, It was an exquisite day. The warm air 
seemed laden with spices. A bee flew in and buzzed round the blue- 
dragon bowl, that, filled with sulphur-yellow roses, stood before him. He 
felt perfectly happy. 

‘Suddenly his eye fell on the screen that he had placed in front of the 
portrait, and he started. 

“Too cold for Monsieur?" asked his valet, putting an omelette on the 
table. “I shut the window?" 
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Dorian shook his head. “I am not cold,” he murmured, 

„Was it all true? Had the portrait really changed? Or had it been simply 
his own imagination that had made him see a look of evil where there had 
been a look of joy? Surely a painted canvas could not alter? The thing was 
abnurdl Ie would serve asa tale to tell Basi some day, It would make him 
smile. 

_And, yet, how vivid was his recollection of the whole thing! First in the 
dim twilight, and then in the bright dawn, he had seen the touch of cruelty 
round the warped lips. He almost dreaded his valet leaving the room. He 
knew that when he was alone he would have to examine the portrait. He 
was afraid of certainty. When the coffee and cigarettes had been brought 
and the man turned to go, he felt a wild desiré to tell him to remain. As the 
door was closing behind him, he called him back. The man stood waiting 
for his orders, Dorian looked at him for a moment. “I am not at home to 
any one, Victor,” he said with a sigh, The man bowed and retired. 

“Then he rose from the table, lita cigarete, and flung himself down ona 
luxuriously cushioned couch that stood facing the screen. The screen was 
an ald one, of gilt Spanish leather, stamped and wrought with a rather 
florid Louis-Quartorze pattern. He scanned it curiously, wondering if 
ever before it had concealed the secret of a man’s li 

Should he move it aside, after all? Why not let it stay there? What was 
the use of knowing? If the thing was true, it was terrible. Ifit was not true, 
why trouble about it? But what if, by some fate or deadlier chance, eyes 
other than his spied behind and saw the horrible change? What should he 
do if Basil Hallward came and asked to look at his own picture? Basil 
would be sure to do that. No; the thing had to be examined, and at once, 
Anything would be better than this dreadful state of doubt, 

He got up and locked both doors. At least he would be alone when he 
looked upon the mask of his shame. Then he drew the screen aside and 
saw himself face to face. It was perfectly true. The portrait had altered. 

‘As he often remembered afterwards, and always with no small wonder, 
he found himself at first gazing at the portrait with a feeling of almost 
scientific interest. That such a change should have taken place was in- 
Credible to him. And yet it was a fact. Was there some subtle affinity 
between the chemical atoms that shaped themselves into form and colour 
on the canvas and the soul that was within him? Could it be that what that 
soul thought, they realized?—that what it dreamed, they made true? Or 
Was there some other, more terrible reason? He shuddered, and felt 
afraid, and, going back to the couch, lay there, gazing at the picture in 
sickened horror. 

‘One thing, however, he felt that it had done for him. It had made him 
conscious how unjust, how cruel, he had been to Sibyl Vane. It was not too 
late to make reparation for that, She could still be his wife, His unreal and 
selfish love would yield to some higher influence, would be transformed 
into some nobler passion, and the portrait that Basil Hallward had 

fainted of him would bea guide to him through life, would be to him what 
Rolinessis to some, and conscience to others, and the fear of God to us all- 
"There were opiates for remorse, drugs that could lull the moral sense to 
sleep. But here was a visible symbol of the degradation of sin, Here was an 
ever-present sign of the ruin men brought upon their souls. 

‘Three o'clock struck, and four, and the half-hour rang its double 
chime, but Dorian Gray did not stir. He was trying to gather up the scarlet 
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threads of life and to weave them into a pattern; to find his way through 
the sanguine labyrinth of passion through which he was wandering, He 
did not know what to do, or what to think, Finally, he went over to the 
table and wrote a passionate letter to the girl he had loved, imploring her 
forgiveness and accusing himself of madness. He covered page after page 
with wild words of sorrow and wilder words of pain. There is a luxury in 
self-reproach. When we blame ourselves, we feel that no one else has a 
right to blame us, It is the confession, not the priest, that gives us absolu- 
tion. When Dorian had finished the letter, he felt that he had been 
forgiven. 

‘suddenly there came a knock to the door, and he heard Lord Henry's 
voice outside. "My dear boy, I must see you, Let mein atonce. I can't bear 
your shutting yourself up like this.” 

‘He made no answer at first, but remained quite still. The knocking still 
continued and grew louder. Yes, it was better to let Lord Henry in, and 
explain to him the new life he was going to lead, to quarrel with him if it 
became necessay to quarrel, to part if parting was inevitable, He jumped 
up, drew the screen hastily across the picture, and unlocked the door. 

"Iam so sorry for it all, Dorian,” said Lord Henry as he entered. “But 
you must not think too much about it. 

“Do you mean about Sibyl Vane?" asked the lad. 

“Yes, of course,” answered Lord Henry, sinking into a chair and slowly 
pulling off his yellow gloves. “It is dreadful, from one point of view, but it 
‘was not your fault, Tell me, did you go behind and see her, after the play 
was over?” 

“Yes,” 

“I felt sure you had. Did you make a scene with her?” 

“1 was brutal, Harry—perfectly brutal. But its all right now, I am not 
sorry for anything that has happened. It has taught me to know myself 
better." 

“Ah, Dorian, I am so glad you take it in that way! I was afraid I would 
find you plunged in remorse and tearing that nice curly hair of yours.” 

“Ihave got through all that,” said Dorian, shaking his head and smiling 
“Lam perfectly happy now. I know what conscience is, to begin with, It is 
not what you told me it was, Itis the divinest thing in ts, Don't sneer at it, 
Harry, any more—at least not before me. I want to be good. I can't bear 
the idea of my soul being hideous.” 

“A very charming artistic basis for ethics, Dorian! I congratulate you on 
it, But how are you going to begin?” 

“By marrying Sibyl Vane,’ 

“Marrying Sibyl Vane!” cried Lord Henry, standing up and looking at 

in perplexed amazement. "But, my dear Dorian—" 

“Yes, Harry, I know what you are going to say. Something dreadful 
about marriage. Don't say it. Don't ever say things of that kind to me 
again. Two days ago I asked Sibyl to marry me. Lam not going to break my 
‘word to her. She is to be my wife.” 

“Your wife! Dorian! . .. Didn't you get my letter? 1 wrote to you this 
morning, and sent the note down by my own man. 

“Your letter? Oh, yes, I remember. I have not read it yet, Harry. I was 
afraid there might be something in it that I wouldn't like. You cut life to 
pieces with your epigrams." 
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“What do you mean?” 

Lord Henry walked across the room, and sitting down by Dorian Gray, 
took both his hands in his own and held them tightly. “Dorian,” he said, 
“my letter—don’t be frightened—was to tell you that Sibyl Vane is dead. 

À cry of pain broke from the lad’s lips, and he leaped to his feet, tearing 
hishandsaway from Lord Henry's grasp. "Dead! Sibyl dead! Itisnot true! 
It is a horrible lie! How dare you say it?” 

“It is quite true, Dorian,” said Lord Henry, gravely. “It is in all the 
morning papers. I wrote down to you to ask you not to see any one till 
came. There will have to be an inquest, of course, and you must not be 
‘mixed up in it. Things like that make a man fashionable in Paris. But in 
London people are so prejudiced. Here, one should never make one’s 
début with a scandal, One should reserve that to give an interest to one's 
old age. I suppose they don't know your name at the theatre? If they 

tis all right. Did any one see you going round to her room? That is 
an important point.” 

Dorian did not answer for a few moments. He was dazed with horror. 
Finally, he stammered, in a stifled voice, “Harry, did you say an inquest? 
What did you mean by that? Did Sibyl—? Oh, Harry, I can't bear it! But be 
quick. Tell me everything at once. 

“I haveno doubt it was not an accident, Dorian, though it must be putin 
that way to the public, Itseems that as she was leaving the theatre with her 
mother, about half-past twelve or so, she said she had forgotten some- 
thing upstairs. They waited some time for her, but she did not come down 
again. They ultimately found her lying dead on the floor of her dressing- 
Toom. She had swallowed something by mistake, some dreadful thing 
they use at theatres. I don't know what it was, butit had either prussic ed 
ar white lead in it. I should fancy it was prussic acid, as she seems to have 
died instantaneously.” 

“Harry, Harry, itis terrible!” cried the lad. 

“Yes; it is very tragic, of course, but you must not get yourself mixed up 
in it. 1 see by The Standard that she was seventeen, 1 should have thought 
she was almost younger than that, She looked such a child, and seemed to 
know so little about acting. Dorian, you mustn't let this thing get on your 
nerves. You must come and dine with me, and afterwards we will look in 
atthe opera, I isa Patti night, and everybody will be there. You can come 
to my sister's box. She has got some smart women with her.” 

“So 1 have murdered Sibyl Vane,” said Dorian Gray, half to himself, 
“murdered her as surely as if I had cut her little throat with a knife. Yet 
the roses are not less lovely for all that. The birds sing just as happily in my 
garden, And to-night Lam to dine with you, and then go on to the opera, 
Šnd sup somewhere, I suppose, afterwards, How extraordinarily drama- 
tic life is! If Thad read all this in a book, Harry, I think I would have wept 
over it. Somehow, now that it has happened actually, and to me, it seems 
far too wonderful for tears. Here is the first passionate love-letter I have 
ever written in my life. Strange, that my first passionate love-letter should 
have been addressed to a dead girl, Can they feel, I wonder, those white 
silent people we call the dead? Sibyl! Can she feel, or know, of listen? Oh, 
Harry, how 1 loved her once! It seems years ago to me now. She was 
everything to me, Then came that dreadful night—was it really only last 
night?—when she played so badly, and my heart almost broke. She 
explained itall to me. It was terribly pathetic. But I was not moved a bit. 1 
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thought her shallow. Suddenly something happened that made me 
afraid. I can't tell you what it was, but it was terrible, I said I would go back 
to her, 1 felt 1 had done wrong. And now she is dead. My God! My God! 
Harry, what shall I do? You don't know the danger I'am in, and there is 
nothing to keep me straight. She would have done that for me, She had no 
right to kill herself. It was selfish of her.” Š 

"My dear Dorian," answered Lord Henry, taking a cigarette from his 
case and producing a gold-latten matchbox, “the only way a woman can 
ever reform a man is by boring him so completely that he loses all possible 
interest in life. If you had married this girl, you would have been wretch- 
ed. Of course, you would have treated her kindly, One can always be kind 
to people about whom one cares nothing, But she would have soon found 
ut that you were absolutely indifferent to her. And when a woman finds 
that out about her husband, she either becomes dreadfully dowdy, or 
‘wears very smart bonnets that some other woman's husband has to pay 
for. I say nothing about the social mistake, which would have been 
abject which, of course, I would not have allowed—but I assure you that 
in any case the whole thing would have been an absolute failure.” 

"T suppose it would,” muttered the lad, walking up and down the room 
and looking horribly pale. “But I thought it was my duty. Itis not my fault 
that this terrible tragedy has prevented my doing what was right. T 
remember your saying once that there is a fatality about good resolu- 
tions—that they are always made too late. Mine certainly were.” 

“Good resolutions are useless attempts to interfere with scientific laws. 
‘Their origin is pure vanity. Their result is absolutely mil. They give us, 
now and then, some of those luxurious sterile emotions that have a certain 
charm for the weak, That is all that can be said for them. They are simply 
cheques that men draw on a bank where they have no account” 

“Harry,” cried Dorian Gray, coming over and sitting down beside him, 
“why is it that I cannot feel this tragedy as much as I want to? I don't think 
Tam heartless. Do yor 

“You have done too many foolish things during the last fortnight to be 
entitled to give yourself that name, Dorian,” answered Lord Henry with 
his sweet melancholy smile. 

‘The lad frowned. "I don't like that explanation, Harry,” he rejoined, 
“but I am glad you don’t think I am heartless. I am nothing of the kind. I 
know Iam not, And yet 1 must admit that this thing that has happened. 
does not affect me as it should. It seems to me to be simply like a 
‘wonderful ending to a wonderful play. It has all the terrible beauty of a 
Greek tragedy, a tragedy in which I took a great part, but by which I have 
not been wounded. 

“Itisan interesting question,” said Lord Henry, who found an exquisite 
pleasure in playing on the lade ubooacioue epode an eraemely 
interesting question. I fancy that the true explanation is this: It often 
happens that the real tragedies of life occur in such an inartistic manner 
that they hurt us by their crude violence, their absolute incoherence, their 
absurd want of meaning, their entire lack of style. They affect us just as 
Yulgarity affects us. They give us an impression of sheer brute force and 
‘we revolt against that. Sometimes, however, a tragedy that possesses 
artistic elements of beauty crosses our lives. If these elements of beauty 
are real, the whole thing simply appeals to our sense of dramatic effect. 
Suddenly we find that we are no longer the actors, but the spectators of 
the play. Or rather we are both. We watch ourselves, ase the mere 
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‘wonder of the spectacle enthralls us. In the present case, what is it that has 

really happened? Some one has killed herself for love of you. I wish that I 

had ever had such an experience. It would have made me in love with love 

for the rest of my life. The people who have adored me—there have not 
been very many, but there have been some—have always insisted on living 
on, long after I had ceased to care for them, or they to care for me. They 
have become stout arid tedious, and when I meet them, they go in at on 
for reminiscences. That awful memory of woman! Whata fearful thing it 
is! And what an utter intellectual stagnation it reveals! One should absorb 
the colour of life, but one should never remember its details. Details are 
always vulgar.” 

“I must sow poppies in my garden,” sighed Dorian. 

‘There is no necessity,” rejoined his companion, “Life has always pop- 
pies in her hands. Of course, now and then things linger. I once wore 
nothing but violets all through one season, as a form of artistic mourning 
fora romance that would not die, Ultimately, however, it did die, I forget 
‘what killed it, I think it was her proposing to sacrifice the whole world for 
me. That is always a dreadful moment. It fills one with the terror of 
eternity. Well—would you believe it?—a week ago, at Lady Hampshire's, I 
found myself seated at dinner next the lady in question, and she insisted 
on going over the whole thing again, and digging up the past, and raking 
up the future. I had buried my romance in a bed of asphodel. She 
dragged it out again and assured me that I had spoiled her life, I am 
bound to state that she ate an enormous dinner, 50 I did not feel any 
anxiety. But what a lack of taste she showed! The one charm of the past is 
that it is the past. But women never know when the curtain has fallen. 
‘They always want a sixth act, and as soon as the interest of the play is 
entirely over, they propose to continue it. If they were allowed their own 
‘way, every comedy would have a tragic ending, and every tragedy would 
culminate in a farce. They are charmingly artificial, but they have no 
sense of art. You are more fortunate than Lam, Lassure you, Dorian, that 
not one of the women I have known would have done for me what Sibyl 
Vane did for you. Ordinary women always console themselves. Some of 
them do it by going in for sentimental colours. Never trust a woman who 
wears mauve, whatever her age may be, or a woman over thirty-five whois 
fond of pink ribbons. Italways means that they havea history, Others find 
a great consolation in suddenly discovering the good qualities of their 
husbands. They flaunt their conjugal felicity in one’s Face, asi it were the 
most fascinating of sins. Religion consoles some. Its mysteries have all the 
charm of a flirtation, a woman once told me, and I can quite understand 
it. Besides, nothing makes one so vain as being told that one is a sinner. 
Conscience makes egotists of us all. Yes; there is really no end to the 
consolations that women find in modern life. Indeed, I have not men- 
tioned the most important one.” 

“What is that, Harry?” said the lad listlessly. 

“Oh, the obvious consolation. Taking some one else's admirer when 
one loses one's wn, In good society that always whitewashes a woman, 
But really, Dorian, how different Sibyl Vane must have been from all the 
women one meets! There is something to me quite beautiful about her 
death. I am glad I am living ìn a century when such wonders happen. 
‘They make one believe in the reality of the things we all play with, such as 
romance, passion, and love. 

"T was terribly cruel to her, You forget that." 
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“l am afraid that women appreciate cruelty, downright cruelty, more 
than anything else. They have wonderfully primitive instincts, We have 
emancipated them, but they remain slaves looking for their masters, all 
the same. They love being dominated. I am sure you were splendid. 1 
have never seen you really and absolutely angry, but I can fancy how 
delightful you looked. And, after all, you said something to me the day 
before yesterday that seemed to me at the time to be merely fanciful, but 
that I see now was absolutely true, and it holds the key to everything.” 

“What was that, Harry?” 

“You said to me that Sibyl Vane represented to you all the heroines of 
romance—that she was Desdemona one night, and Ophelia the other; 
that if she died as Juliet, she came to life as Imogen.” 

“She will never come to life again now,” muttered the lad, burying his 
face in his hands 

“No, she will never come to life. She has played her last part. But you 
must think of that lonely death in the tawdry dressing-room simply as a 
strange lurid fragment from some Jacobean tragedy, as a wonderful 
scene from Webster, or Ford, or Cyril Tourneur. The gir) never really 
lived, and so she has never really died. To you at least she was always a 
dream a phantom that fitted through Shakespeare's plays and left them 
lovelier for its presence, a reed through which Shakespeare's music 
sounded richer and more full of joy. The moment she touched actual life, 
she marred it, and it marred her, and so she passed away, Mourn for 
‘Ophelia, if you like. Put ashes on your head because Cordelia was strang- 
Jed. Gry out against Heaven because the daughter of Brabantio died, But 
don’t waste your tears over Sibyl Vane, She was less real than they are.” 

‘There was a silence, The evening darkened in the room. Noiselessly, 
and with silver feet, the shadows crept in from the garden. The colours 
faded wearily out of things. 

After some time Dorian Gray looked up. “You have explained me to 
myself, Harry,” he murmured with something of a sigh of relief. "I felt all 
that you have said, but somehow I was afraid of it, and I could notexpress 
itto myself, How well you know me! But we will not talk again of what has 
happened, It has been a marvellous experience. That isall. I wonder if life 
has still in store for me anything as marvellous.” 

“Life has everything in store for you, Dorian, Thereis nothing that you, 
with your extraordinary good looks, will not be able to do.” 

p But suppose, Harry, I became haggard, and old, and wrinkled? What 
then?” 

“Ah, then,” said Lord Henry, rising to go, “then, my dear Dorian, you 
would have to fight for your victories. As it is, they are brought to you. No, 
you must keep your good looks. We live in an age that reads too much to 
be wise, and that thinks too much to be beautiful. We cannot spare you. 
And now you had better dress and drive down to the club, We are rather 
Tate, as itis.” 

“L think 1 shall join you at the opera, Harry. I feel too tired to eat 
anything. What is the number of your sister's box? 

“Twenty-seven, I believe, It is on the grand tier, You 
on the door. But I am sorry you won't come and dine. 

“I don't feel up to it,” said Dorian listlessly. "But Lam awfully obliged to 
you for all that you have said to me. You are certainly my best friend, No 
one has ever understood me as you have.” 


ll see her name 
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“We are only at the beginning of our friendship, Dorian,” answered 
Lord Henry, shaking him by the hand. "Good-bye. I shall see you before 
nine-thirty, 1 hope. Remember, Patti is singing.” 

Ashe closed the door behind him, Dorian Gray touched the bell, and in 
a few minutes Victor appeared with the lamps and drew the blinds down. 
He waited impatiently for him to go. The man seemed to take an inter- 
minable time over everything. 

‘As soon as he had left, he rushed to the screen and drew it back. No; 
there was no further change in the picture. It had received the news of 
Sibyl Vane's death before he had known of it himself. It was conscious of 
the events of life as they occurred. The vicious cruelty that marred the 
fine lines of the mouth had, no doubt, appeared at the very moment that 
the girl had drunk the poison, whatever it was. Or was it indifferent to 
results? Did it merely take cognizance of what passed within the soul? He 
wondered, and hoped that some day he would sec the change taking place 
before his very eyes, shuddering as he hoped it. 

Poor Sibyl! What a romance it had all been! She had often mimicked 
death on the stage. Then Death himself had touched her and taken her 
‘with him. How had she played that dreadful last scene? Had she cursed 
him, as she died? No: she had died for love of him, and love would always 
bea sacrament to him now. She had atoned for everything by the sacrifice 
she had made of her life. He would not think any more of what she had 
made him go through, on that horrible night at the theatre, When he 
thought of her, it would be as a wonderful tragic figure sent on to the 
world’s stage to show the supreme reality of love. A wonderful tragic 
figure? Tears came to his eyes as he remembered her childlike look, and 
winsome fanciful ways, and shy tremulous grace, He brushed them away 
hastily and looked again at the picture. 

He felt that the time had really come for making his choice. Or had his 
choice already been made? Yes, life had decided that for him—life, and 
his own infinite curiosity about life. Eternal youth, infinite passion, plea- 
sures subtle and secret, wild joys and wilder sins—he was to have all these 
things. The portrait was to bear the burden of his shame: that was all. 

‘A Teeling of pain crept over him as he thought of the desecration that 
was in store for the fair face on the canvas. Once, in a boyish mockery of 
Narcissus, he had kissed, or feigned to kiss, those painted lips that now 
smiled so cruelly at him. Morning after morning he had sat before the 

jortrait wondering at its beauty, almost enamoured of it, as it seemed to 
im at times, Was it to alter now with every mood to which he yielded? 
Wasit to become a monstrous and loathsome thing, to be hidden away ina 
locked room, to be shut out from the sunlight that had so often touched to 
brighter gold the waving wonder of its hair? The pity of it! the pity of it! 

For a moment, he thought of praying that the horrible sympathy that 
existed between him and the picture might cease. It had changed in 
answer to a prayer; perhaps in answer to a prayer it might remain 
Unchanged. And yet, who, that knew anything about life, would sarren- 
der the chance of remaining always young, however fantastic that chance 
might be, or with what fateful consequences it might he fraught? Besides, 
was it really under his control? Had it indeed been prayer that had 
produced the substitution? Might there not be some curious scientific 
Feason for it all? If thought could exercise its influence upon a living 
organism, might not thought exercise an influence upon dead and 
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organic things? Nay, without thought or conscious desire, might not 
things external to ourselves vibrate in unison with our moods and pas- 
sions, atom calling to atom in secret love or strange affinity? But the 
Treason was of no importance. He would never again tempt by a prayer any 
terrible power. If the picture was to alter, it was to alter, That wasall. Why 
inquire too closely into it? 

For there would be a real pleasure in watching it. He would be able to 
follow his mind into its secret places. This portrait would be to him the 
most magical of mirrors. As it had revealed to him his own body, so it 
would reveal to him his own soul. And when winter came upon it, he 
would still be standing where spring trembles on the verge of summer. 
When the blood crept from its face, and left behind a pallid mask of chalk 
with leaden eyes, he would keep the glamour of boyhood. Not one 
blossom of his loveliness would ever fade. Not one pulse of his life would 
ever weaken. Like the gods of the Greeks, he would be strong, and fleet, 
and joyous. What did it matter what happened to the coloured image on 
the canvas? He would be safe. That was everything, 

He drew the screen back into its former place in front of the picture, 
smiling as he did so, and passed into his bedroom, where his valet was 
already waiting for him. An hour later he was at the opera, and Lord 
Henry was leaning over his chair. 


CHAPTER NINE 


As he was sitting at breakfast next morning, Basil Hallward was shown 
into the room, 

“Lam so glad I have found you, Dorian,” he said gravely, "I called last 
night, and they told me you were at the opera. Of course, I knew that was 
impossible. But I wish you had left word where you had really gone to. 1 
pesed a dreadful evening, half afraid that one tragedy might be followed 

y another. I think you might have telegraphed for me when you heard of 
it first. I read of it quite by chance in a late edition of The Globe that T 
picked up at the club. I came here at once and was miserable at not finding 
you. I can't tell you how heartbroken I am about the whole thing. I know 
‘what you must suffer. But where were you? Did you go down and see the 
girl's mother? For a moment I thought of following you there. They gave 
the address in the paper. Somewhere in the Euston Road, isn't it? But I 
was afraid of intruding upon a sorrow that 1 could not lighten. Poor 
woman! What a state she must bein! And her only child, too! What did she 
say about it all?" 

“My dear Basil, how do I know?" murmured Dorian Gray, sipping 
some pale-yellow wine from a delicate, gold-beaded bubble of Venetian 
glass and looking dreadfully bored. "I was at the opera. You should have 
come on there, I met Lady Gwendolen, Harry's sister, for the first time. 
We were in her box, She is perfectly charming; and Patti sang divinely. 
Don't talk about horrid subjects. If one doesn’t talk about a thing, it has 
never happened, Itis simply expression, as Harry says, that gives reality to 
things. I may mention that she was not the woman's only child. There isa 
son, a charming fellow, I believe. But he is not on the stage, He is sailor, 
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‘or something. And now, tell me about yourself and what you are 
painting.” 
"You went to the opera?” said Hallward, speaking very slowly and with 
a strained touch of pain in his voice. "You went to the opera while Sibyl 
Vane was lying dead in some sordid lodging? You can talk to me of other 
women being charming, and of Patti singing divinely, before the girl you 
loved has even the quiet of a grave to sleep in? Why, man, there are 
horrors in store for that litle white body of hers!” 

“Stop, Basil! I won't hear it!” cried Dotian, leaping to his feet. "You 
must not tell me about things. What is done is done. What is past is past.” 

“You call yesterday the past?” 

“What has the actual lapse of time got to do with it? It is only shallow 
people who require years to get rid of an emotion, A man who is master of 
himself can end a sorrow as easily as he can invent pleasure. I don't want 
tobe at the mercy of my emotions, I want to use them, to enjoy them, and 
to dominate them.” 

“Dorian, this is horrible} Something has changed you completely. You 
look exactly the same wonderful boy who, day after day, used to come 
down to my studio to sit for his picture. But you were simple, natural, and 
affectionate then. You were the most unspoiled creature in the whole 
world. Now, I don't know what has come over you. You talk as if you had 
no heart, no pity in you. It is all Harry's influence. I see that.” 

‘The lad flushed up and, going to the window, looked out for a few 
moments on the green, flickering, sun-lashed garden. “I owe a great deal 
to Harry, Basil" he said at last, "more than Lowe to you, You only taught 
me to be vain. 

“Well, I am punished for that, Dorian—or shall be some day." 

“I don't know what you mean, Basil," he exclaimed, turning round. "I 
don’t know what you want. What do you want?” 

“I want the Dorian Gray I used to paint,” said the artist sadly. 

“Basil,” said the lad, going over to him and putting his hand on his 
shoulder, “you have come too late. Yesterday, when I heard that Sibyl 
Vane had killed herself —" 

Killed herself! Good heavens! is there no doubt about that?" cried 
Hallward, looking up at him with an expression of horror 

“My dear Basil! Surely you don't think it was a vulgar accident? Of 
course she killed herself.” 

‘The elder man buried his face in his hands. “How fearful,” he mut- 
tered, and a shudder ran through him. 

No," said Dorian Gray, “there is nothing fearful about it. It is one of 
the great romantic tragedies of the age. Asa rule, people who act lead the 
‘most commonplace lives. They are good husbands, or faithful wives, or 
something tedious, You know what Ì mean—middle-class virtue and all 
that kind of thing. How different Sibyl was! She lived her finest tragedy 
She was always a heroine. The last night she played—the night you saw 
her—she acted badly because she had known the reality of love. When she 
knew its unreality, she died, as Juliet might have died. She passed again 
into the sphere of art. There is something of the martyr about her. Her 
death has all the pathetic uselessness of martyrdom, all its wasted beauty. 
But, as I was saying, you must not think I have not suffered. If you had 
come in yesterday at a particular moment—about hall-past five, perhaps, 

à or a quarter to six—you would have found me in tears, Even Harry, who 
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was here, who brought me the news, in fact, had no idea what I was going 
through. I suffered immensely, Then it passed away. I cannot repeat an 
emotion. No one can, except sentimentalists. And you are awfully unjust, 
Basil. You come down here to console me. That is charming of you. You 
find me consoled, and you are furious. How like a sympathetic person! 
You remind me of a story Harry told me about a certain philanthropist 
who spent twenty years of his life in trying to get some grievance re- 
dressed, or some unjust law altered —I forget exactly what it was. Finally 
he succeeded, and nothing could exceed his disappointment. He had 
absolutely nothing to do, almost died of ennui, and became a confirmed 
misanthrope. And besides, my dear old Basil, if you really want to console 
me, teach me rather to forget what has happened, or to see it from a 
proper artistic point of view. Was it not Gautier who used to write about la 
Consolation des arts? 1 remember picking up a litte vellum-covered book in 
Your studio one day and chancing on that delightful phrase, Well, I am 
not like that young man you told me of when we were down at Marlow 
together, the young man who used to say that yellow satin could console 
one for all the miseries of life. I love beautiful things that one can touch 
and handle. Old brocades, green bronzes, lacquer-work, carved ivories, 
exquisite surroundings, luxury, pomp—there is much to be got from all 
these. But the artistic temperament that they create, or at any rate reveal, 
is still more to me. To become the spectator of one’s own life, as Harry 
says, is to escape the suffering of life. I know you are surprised at my 
talking to you like this. You have not realized how I have developed. I was 
schoolboy when you knew me. Tam aman now. I have new passions, new 
thoughts, new ideas. I am different, but you must not like me less. I am 
changed, but you must always be my friend, Of course, I am very fond of 
Harry. But 1 know that you are better than he is. You are not stronger— 
you are too much afraid of life—but you are better. And how happy we 
used to be together! Don'tleaye me, Basil, and don't quarrel with me. Lam 
what I am. There is nothing more to be said.” 

‘The painter felt strangely moved. The lad was infinitely dear to him, 
and his personality had been the great turning-point in his art. He could 
not bear the idea of reproaching him any more. After all, his indifference 
was probably merely a mood that would pass away. There was so much in 
him that was good, so much in him that was noble, 

“Well, Dorian,” he said at length, with a sad smile, “I won't speak to you 
again about this horrible thing, after to-day. [only trust your name won't 
be mentioned in connection with it, The inquest is to take place this 
afternoon, Have they summoned you?” 

Dorian shook his head, and a look of annoyance passed over his face at 
the mention of the word “inquest.” There was something so crude and 
tulgar about everything of the kind. “They dont know my name,” he 
answered. 

“But surely she did?’ 

“Only my Christian name, and that Iam quite sure she never men- 
tioned to any one. She told me once that they were all rather curious to 
learn who I was, and that she invariably told them my name was Prince 
Charming. It was pretty of her. You must do me a drawing of Sibyl, Basil. 
I should like to have something more of her than the memory of a few 
kisses and some broken pathetic words.” 

“I will try and do something, Dorian, if it would please you. But you 
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‘must come and sit to me yourself again, 1 can’t get on without you. 

“1 can never sit to you again, Basil. It is impossible!" he exclaimed, 
starting back. 

‘The painter stared at him. “My dear boy, what nonsense!” he cried, "Do 
you mean to say you don't like what I did of you? Where is it? Why have 
you pulled the screen in front of it? Let me look at it, It is the best thing I 
have ever done. Do take the screen away, Dorian, It is simply disgraceful 
of your servant hiding my work like that I felt the room looked different 
as I came in.” 

“My servant has nothing to do with it, Basil. You don't imagine [let him 
arrange my room for me? He settles my flowers for me sometimes—that is 
all, No; I did it myself. The light was too strong on the portrait.” 

“Too strong! Surely not, my dear fellow? It ìs an admirable place for it 
Let me see it.” And Hallward walked towards the corner of the room. 

A cry of terror broke from Dorian Gray’s lips and he rushed between 
the painter and the screen. “Basil,” he said, looking very pale, "you must 
not look at it, I don't wish you to, 

“Not look at my own work! You are not serious. Why shouldn't I look at 
i” exclaimed Hallward, laughing: 

“Ifyou try to lookatit, Basil, on my word of honour I will never speak to 
you again as long as I live. I am quite serious. I don't offer any explana- 
tion, and you are not to ask for any. But, remember, if you touch this 
screen, everything is over between us.” 

Hallward was thunderstruck, He looked at Dorian Gray in absolute 
amazement. He had never seen him like this before. The lad was actually 
pallid with rage, His hands were clenched, and the pupils of his eyes were 
like disks of blue fire. He was trembling all over. 
orian!” 

“Don't speak!” 

“But what is the matter? Of course I won't look atit if you don’t want me 
to," he said, rather coldly, turning on his heel and going over towards the 
window. “But, really it scems rather absurd that I shoulda’t see my own 
work, especially as Í am going to exhibit it in Paris in the autumn. I shall 
probably have to give it another coat of varnish before that, so T must see it 
some day, and why not to-day?” 

"To exhibit it! You want to exhibit i?” exclaimed Dorian Gray, a 
strange sense of terror creeping over him. Was the world going to be 
shown his secret? Were people to gape at the mystery of his life? That was 
impossible, Something—he did not know what—had to be done at once. 

“Yes; I don't suppose you will object to that. Georges Petit is going to 
collect all my best pictures for a special exhibition in the Rue de Sèze, 
which will open the first week in October. The portrait will only be away a 
month, I should think you could easily spare it for that time. In fact, you 
are sure to be out of town, And if you keep it always behind a screen, you 
can't care much about 

Dorian Gray passed his hand over his forehead. There were beads of 
srspiration there. He felt that he was on the brink of a horrible danger. 
‘ou told me a month ago that you would never exhibit it,” he cried. 
hy have you changed your mind? You people who go g 
consistent have justas many moods as others have. The only difference is 
that your moods are rather meaningless. You can't have forgotten that 
you assured me most solemnly that nothing in the world would induce 
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you to send it to any exhibition. You told Harry exactly the same thing 
He stopped suddenly, and a gleam of light came into his eyes. He remem- 
bered that Lord Henry had said to him once, half seriously and half in 
jest. "If you want to have a strange quarter of an hour, get Basil to tell you 
‘why he won'texhibit your picture. He told me why he wouldn't, and it was 
4 revelation to me.” Yes, perhaps Basil, too, had his secret, He would ask 
him and try 

“Basil” he said, coming over quite close and looking him straight in the 
face, "we have each of us a secret, Let me know yours, and I shall tell you 
mine. What was your reason for refusing to exhibit my picture?” 

‘The painter shuddered in spite of himself. "Dorian, if | told you, you 
might like me less than you do, and you would certainly laugh at me. I 
could not bear your doing either of those two things. If you wish me never 
to look at your picture again, I am content. I have always you to look at. If 
you wish the best work I have ever done tobe hidden from the world, ram 
Satisfied, Your friendship is dearer to me than any fame or reputation.” 

“No, Basil, you must tell me,” insisted Dorian Gray. “I think I have a 
right to know." His feeling of terror had passed away, and curiosity had 
taken its place. He was determined to find out Basil Hallward’s mystery. 

“Letus sitdown, Dorian,” said the painter, looking troubled. "Let us sit 
down. And just answer me one question. Have you noticed in the picture 
something curious?—something that probably at first did not strike you, 
but that revealed itself to you suddenly?” 

“Basil!” cried the lad, clutching the arms of his chair with trembling 
hands and gazing at him with wild startled eyes. 

“I see you did, Don't speak. Wait till you hear what I have to say. Dorian, 
from the moment 1 met you, your personality had the most extraordinary 
influence over me. I was dominated, soul, brain, and power, by you. You 
became to me the visible incarnation of that unseen ideal whose memory 
haunts us artists like an exquisite dream. I worshipped you. I grew jealous 
of every one to whom you spoke. I wanted to have you all to myself. I was 
only happy when I was with you. When you were away from me, you were 
still present in my art. .., Of course; 1 never let you know anything about 
this, It would have been impossible. You would not have understood it. I 
hardly understood it myself. I only knew that I had seen perfection face to 
face, and that the world had become wonderful to my eyes—too wonder- 
ful, perhaps, for in such mad worships there is peril, the peril of losing 
them, no less than the peril of keeping them. . .. Weeks and weeks went 
on, and 1 grew more and more absorbed in you, Then came a new 
development. I had drawn you as Paris in dainty armour, and as Adonis 
with huntsman’s cloak and polished boar-spear. Crowned with heavy 
lotus-blossoms you had sat on the prow of Adrian's barge, gazing across 
the green turbid Nile. You had leaned over the still pool of some Greek 
‘woodland and seen in the water’s silent silver the marvel of your own face. 
And it had all been what art should be—unconscious, ideal, and remote. 
One day, a fatal day I sometimes think, I determined to paint a wonderful 
portrait of you as you actually are, not in the costume of dead ages, but în 
your own dress and in your own time, Whether it was the realism of the 
method, or the mere wonder of your own personality, thus directly 
presented to me without mist or veil, I cannot tell. But I know that as I 
worked at it, every flake and film of colour seemed to me to reveal my 
secret, I grew afraid that others would know of my idolatry. I felt, Dorian, 
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that Thad told too much, that I had put too much of myself 
was that I resolved never to allow the picture to be exhibited. You were a 
little annoyed; but then you did not realize all that it meant to me. Harry, 
to whom I talked about it, laughed at me. But I did not mind that. When 
the picture was finished and T sat alone with it, 1 felt that I was right. 
Well, after a few days the thing left my studio, and assoon as I had got rid 
of the intolerable fascination of its presence, it seemed to me that 1 had 
been foolish in imagining that I had seen anything in it, more than that 
you were extremely good-looking and that 1 could paint. Even now I 
‘cannot help feeling that itis a mistake to think that the passion one feels in 
‘creation is ever really shown in the work one creates. Art is always more 
abstract than we fancy. Form and colour tell us of form and colour—that 
isal. It often seems to me that art conceals the artist far more completely 
than it ever reveals him. And so when I got this offer from Paris, 1 
determined to make your portrait the principal thing in my exhibition. It 
never occurred to me that you would refuse. I see now that you were 
right. The picture cannot be shown, You must not be angry with me, 

Dorian, for what I have told you. As [said to Harry, once, you are made to 
be worshipped.” 

Dorian Gray drew a long breath. The colour came back to his cheeks, 
and a smile played about his lips. The peril was over. He was safe for the 
time, Yet he could not help feeling infinite pity for the painter who had 
just made this strange confession to him, and wondered if he himself 
‘would ever be so dominated by the personality of a friend. Lord Henry 
had the charm of being very dangerous. But that wasall. He was too clever 
and too cynical to be really fond of. Would there ever be some one who 
‘would fill him with a strange idolatry? Was that one of the things that life 
had in store? 

“It is extraordinary to me, Dorian,” said Hallward, “that you should 
have seen this in the portrait. Did you really see it 

"I saw something in it,” he answered, “something that seemed to me 
very curious.” 

“Well, you don't mind my looking at the thing nos 

Dorian shook his head. “You must not ask me that, Basil. I could not 
possibly let you stand in front of that picture.” 

“You will some day, surely?" 

“Nel pe d now good-bye, Dorian, You hi 

“Well, perhaps you are right. And now good-bye, Dorian, You have 
been the dre person in my life who has really influenced my art. Whatever 
1 have done that is good, Lowe to you. Ah! you don't know what it cost me 
to tell you all that 1 have told you. 2 

"My dear Basi,” said Dorian, “what have you told me? Simply that you 
felt that you admired me too much. That is not even a compliment.” 

“It was not intended as a compliment, It was a confession, Now that I 
have made it, something seems to have gone out of me. Perhaps one 
should never put one's worship into words.” 

t was a very disappointing confession.” F 
Why, what did you expect, Dorian? You didn'tsee anything elsein the 
picture, did you? There was nothing else to see? ý 

No; there was nothing else to see. Why do you ask? But you mustn't 
talk about worship. Itis foolish, You and I are friends, Basil, and we must 
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“You have got Harry,” said the painter sadly, 

“Oh, Harry!” cried the lad, with a ripple of laughter. "Harry spends 
days in saying what is incredible and his evenings in doing what ìs improb- 
able. Just the sort of life I would like to lead, But still I don't think I would 
go to Harry if I were in trouble. 1 would sooner go to you, Basil.” 

“You will sit to me again?” 

“Impossible! 

You spoil my life as an artist by refusing, Dorian. Noman comes across 
two ideal things. Few come across one.’ n 

“I cam't explain to you, Basil, but I must never sit to you again: There is 
something fatal about a portrait. It has a life of its own. I will come and 
have tea with you. That will be just as pleasant.” 

“Pleasanter for you, I am afraid,” murmured Hallward regretfully. 
“And now good-bye. I am sorry you won't let me look at the picture once 
again. But that can't be helped. I quite understand what you feel about it." 

'As he left the room, Dorian Gray smiled to himself. Poor Basil! How 
litile he knew of the true reason! And how strange it was that, instead of 
having been forced to reveal his own secret, he had succeeded, almost by 
chance, in wresting a secret from his friend! How much that strange 
confession explained to him! The painter's absurd fits of jealousy, his wild 
devotion, his extravagant panegyrics, his curious reticences—he under- 
stood them all now, and he felt sorry. There seemed to him to be some- 
thing tragic in a friendship so coloured by romance. 

He sighed and touched the bell. The portrait must be hidden away at all 
costs. He could not run such a risk of discovery again. It had been mad of 
him to have allowed the thing to remain, even for an hour, in a room to 
which any of his friends had access. 


CHAPTER TEN 


When his servant entered, he looked at him steadfastly and wondered if 
he had thought of peering behind the screen, The man was quite impas- 
siyeand waited for his orders. Dorian lita cigarette and walked over to the 
glass and glanced into it. He could see the reflection of Victor's face 
perfectly. It was like a placid mask of servility, There was nothing to be 
‘afraid of, there. Yet he thought it best to be on his guard. 

Speaking very slowly, he told him to tell the housekeeper that he 
wanted to see her, and then to go to the frame-maker and ask him to send 
two of his men round at once. It seemed to him that as the man left the 
room his eyes wandered in the direction of the screen. Or was that merely 
his own fancy? 

‘After a few moments, in her black silk dress, with old-fashioned thread 
mittens on her wrinkled hands, Mrs. Leaf bustled into the library. He 
asked her for the key of the schoolroom, 

“The old schoolroom, Mr. Dorian?” she exclaimed, “Why, it is full of 
dust. 1 must get itarranged and put straight before you go into it Itis not 
fit for you to see, sir. It is not, indeed. 

“I don't want it put straight, Leaf. I only want the key.” 
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“Well sir, yo'i be covered with cobwebs if you go into it Why, irhasn't 
been opened for nearly five years—not since his lordship died, 

He winced at the mention of his grandfather. He had hateful memories 
of him. “That does not matter,” he answered, "I simply want to see the 
place—that is all. Give me the key 

“And here is the key, sir,” said the old lady, going over the contents of 
her bunch with tremulously uncertain hands. "Here is the key. I'll have it 
off the bunch in a moment, But you don't think of living up there, sir, and 
you so comfortable here?” 

“No, no," he cried petulantly. “Thank you, Leaf, That will do.” 

She lingered fora few moments, and was garrulous over some detail of 
the household. He sighed and told her to manage things as she thought 
best. She left the room, wreathed in smiles. 

‘As the door closed, Dorian put the key in his pocket and looked round 
the room. His eye fell on a large, purple satin coverlet heavily embroi- 
dered with gold, a splendid piece of late seventeenth-century Venetian 
Work that his grandfather had found in a convent near Bologna. Ye, that 
Would serve to wrap the dreadful thing in. It had perhaps served often as 
a pall for the dead. Now it was to hide something that had a corruption of 
its own, worse than the corruption of death itself—something that would 
breed horrors and yet would never die. What the worm was to the corpse, 
his sins would be to the painted image on the canvas. They would mar its 
beauty and eat away its grace, They would defile it and make it shameful, 
‘And yet the thing would still live on. It would be always alive. 

He shuddered, and for a moment he regretted that he had not told 
Basil the true reason why he had wished to hide the picture away. Basil 
would have helped him to resist Lord Henry's influence, and the still 
more poisonous influences that came from his own temperament, The 
ove that he bore him—for it was really love—had nothing in it that was 
not noble and intellectual. It was not that mere physical admiration of 
beauty that is born of the senses and that dies when the senses tire. It was 
such love as Michelangelo had known, and Montaigne, and Winckel- 
mann, and Shakespeare himself, Yes, Basil could have saved him. But it 
‘yas too late now. The past could always be annihilated. Regret, denial, or 
forgetfulness could do that. But the future was inevitable. There were 

Sions in him that would find their terrible outlet, dreams that would 
make the shadow of their evil real 

He took up from the couch the great purple-and-gold texture that 
covered it, and, holding it in his hands, passed behind the screen. Was the 
face on the canvas viler than before? It seemed to him that it was un- 
changed, and yet his loathing of it was intensified. Gold hair, blue eyes, 
and sose-red lips—they all were there. It was simply the expression that 
had altered. That was horrible in its cruelty. Compared to what he saw in 
itof censure or rebuke, how shallow Basil's reproaches about Sibyl Vane 
had been!—how shallow, and of what lite account! His own soul was 
looking out at him from the canvas and calling him to judgement. A look 
of pain came across him, and he flung the rich pall over the picture, As he 
did so, a knock came to the door. He passed out as his servant entered. 

"The persons are here, Monsieur.’ 

He felt that the man must be got rid of at once. He must not be allowed 
to know where the picture was being taken to. There was something sly 
about him, and he had thoughtful, treacherous eyes. Sitting down at the 


318 ‘OSCAR WILDE 


writing-table he scribbled a note to Lord Henry, asking him to send him 
round something to read and reminding him that they were to meet at 
cight-fifteen that evening, 

“Wait for an answer,” he said, handing itto him, 
here.” 

In two or three minutes there was another knock, and Mr. Hubbard 
himself, the celebrated frame-maker of South Audley Street, camein with 
a somewhat rough-looking young assistant. Mr. Hubbard was a florid, 
ted-whiskered little man, whose admiration for art was considerably 
tempered by the inveterate impecuniosity of most of the artists who dealt 
with him. Asa rule, he never left his shop. He waited for people to come to 
him. But he always made an exception in favour of Dorian Gray. There 
was something about Dorian that charmed everybody. It was a pleasure 
even to see him. 

“What can I do for you, Mr. Gray?” he said, rubbing his fat freckled 
hands. “I thought 1 would do myself the honour of coming round in 
person. I have just gota beauty of a frame, sir. Picked it up ata sale, Old 
Florentine. Came from Fonthill, I believe. Admirably suited for a reli- 
gious subject, Mr. Gray.” 

“Lam so sorry you have given yourself the trouble of coming round, 
Mr. Hubbard. I shall certainly drop in and look at the frame—though T 
don’t go in much at present for religious art—but to-day I only want a 
picture carried to the top of the house for me, It is rather heavy, so I 
thought I would ask you to lend me a couple of your men. 

"No trouble at all, Mr. Gray. I am delighted to be of any service to you. 
Which is the work of art, sir?” 

“This,” replied Dorian, moving the screen back. “Can you move it, 
covering and all, just as it is? 1 don't want it to get scratched going 
upstairs.” 

“There will be no difficulty, sir," said the genial frame-maker, begin- 
ning, with the aid of his assistant, to unhook the picture from the long 
brass chains by which it was suspended. “And, now, where shall we carry it 
to, Mr. Gray?” 

“I will show you the way, Mr. Hubbard, if you will kindly follow me. Or 
perhaps you had better go in front. I am afraid it is right at the top of the 
house. We will go up by the front staircase, as it is wider.” 

He held the door open for them, and they passed our into the hall and 
began the ascent. The elaborate character of the frame had made the 
picture extremely bulky, and now and then, in spite of the obsequious 
protests of Mr, Hubbard, who had the true tradesman’s spirited dislike of 
fecinga gentleman doing anything useful, Dorian put his hand to it so as 
to help them. 

“Something of a load to carry, sir,” gasped the little man when they 
reached the top landing, And he wiped his shiny forehead. 

“Lam afraid itis rather heavy,” murmured Dorian as he unlocked the 
door that opened into the room that was to keep for him the curioussecret 
of his life and hide his soul from the eyes of men, 

He had not entered the place for more than four years—not, indeed, 
since he had used it first as play-room when he was a child, and then asa 
study when he grew somewhat older. It was a large, well-proportioned 
room, which had been specially built by the last Lord Kelso for the use of 
the litle grandson whom, for his strange likeness to his mother, and also 
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for other reasons, he had always hated and desired to keep ata distance. It 
appeared to Dorian to have but little changed. There was the huge Italian 
cassone, with its fantastically painted panels and its tarnished gilt mould- 
ings, in which he had so often hidden himself as a boy. There the 
satinwood book-case filled with his dog-eared schoolbooks, On the wall 
behind it was hanging the same ragged Flemish tapestry where a faded 
king and queen wete playing chess in a garden, while a company of 
hawkers rode by, carrying hooded birds op their gauntleted wrists. How 
well he remembered it all! Every moment of his lonely childhood came 
back to him as he looked round. He recalled the stainless purity of his 
boyish life, and it seemed horrible to him thatit was here the fatal portrait 
was to be hidden away. How little he had thought, in those dead days, of 
all that was in store for him! 

‘But there was no other place in the house so secure from prying eyes as 
this, He had the key, and no one else could enter it. Beneath its purple 
pall, the face painted on the canvas could grow bestial, sodden, and 
unclean. What did it matter? No one could see it, He himself would not 
see it, Why should he watch the hideous corruption of his soul? He kept 
his youth—that was enough. And, besides, might not his nature grow 
finer, after all? There was no reason that the future should be so full of 
shame, Some love might come across his life, and purify him, and shield 
him from those sins that seemed to be already stirring in spirit and is 
flesh—those curious unpictared sins whose very mystery lent them their 
subtlety and their charm. Perhaps, some day, the cruel look would have 
passed away from the scarlet sensitive mouth, and he might show to the 
‘world Basil Hallward’s masterpiece. 

No; that was impossible, Hour by hour, and week by week, the thing 
upon the canvas was growing old. It might escape the hideousness of sin, 
but the hideousness of age was in store for it, The cheeks would become 
hollow or flaccid, Yellow crow’s feet would creep round the fading eyes 
and make them horrible. The hair would lose its brightness, the mouth 
Would gape or droop, would be foolish or gross, as the mouths of old men 
gre. There would be the wrinkled throat, the cold, blue-veined hands, the 
twisted body, that he remembered in the grandfather who had been so 
stern to him in his boyhood. The picture had to be concealed. There was 
no help for it, 

"Bring it in, Mr. Hubbard, please,” he said, wearily, turning round. "I 
am sorry I kept you so long. I was thinking of something else. 

"Always glad to have a rest, Mr. Gray,” answered the frame-maker, who 
was still gasping for breath, “Where shall we put it, sir?" 

“Oh, anywhere. Here: this will do. 1 don’t want to have it hung up. Just 
lean it against the wall, Thanks.” 

“Might one look at the work of art, sir?" 

Dorian started. “It would not interest you, Mr. Hubbard,” he said, 
keeping his eye on the man. He felt ready to leap upon him and fling him 
to the ground if he dared to lift the gorgeous hanging that concealed the 
secret of his life, “I sha'n't trouble you any more now. Iam much obliged 
for your kindness in coming round.” 4 

“Not at all, notat all, Mr, Gray, Ever ready to do anything for you, sir. 
‘And Mr. Hubbard tramped downstairs, followed by the assistant, who 

inced back at Dorian with a look of shy wonder in his rough uncomely 
face, He had never seen any one so marvellous. 
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When the sound of their footsteps had died away, Dorian locked the 
door and put the key in his pocket. He felt safe now. No one would ever 
look upon the horrible thing. No eye but his would ever see his shame. 

‘On reaching the library, he found that it was just after five o'clock and 
that the tea had been already brought up. On a little table of dark 

jerfumed wood thickly incrusted with nacre, a present from Lady Rad- 
Fey, his guardian's wife, a pretty professional invalid who had spent the 
preceding winter in Cairo, was lying a note from Lord Henty, and beside 
itwas a book bound in yellow paper, the cover slightly torn and the edges 
soiled. A copy of the third edition of The St. James's Gazette had been placed 
on the tea-tray, It was evident that Victor had returned. He wondered if 
he had met the men in the hall as they were leaving the house and had 
wormed out of them what they had been doing. He would be sure to miss 
the picture—had no doubt missed italready, while he had been laying the 
tea-things. The screen had not been set back, and a blank space was visible 
on the wall. Perhaps some night he might find him creeping upstairs and 
trying to force the door of the room. It wasa horrible thing to havea spy in 
one's house. He had heard of rich men who had been blackmailed all their 
lives by some servant who had read a letter, or overheard a conversation, 
or picked up a card with an address, or found beneath a pillow a withered 
flower or a shred of crumpled lace, 

He sighed, and having poured himself out some tea, opened Lord 
Henry's note. It was simply to say that he sent him round the evening 
paper, and a book that might interest him, and that he would be at the 
club at eight-fifteen. He opened The St. James's languidly, and looked 
through it. A red pencil-mark on the fifth page caught his eye, It drew 
attention to the following paragraph: 


Inguest ON AN Acruess—An inquest was held this 
morning at the Bell Tavern, Hoxton Road, by Mr. Danby, 
the District Coroner, on the body of Sibyl’ Vane, a youn, 
actress recently engaged at the Royal Theatre, Holborn, 
verdict of death by misadventure was returned, Consider- 
able sympathy was expressed for the mother of the de- 
ceased, who was greatly affected during the giving of her 
‘own evidence, and that of Dr. Birrell, who had made the 
post-mortem examination of the deceased. 


He frowned, and tearing the paper in two, went across the room and 
flung the pieces away, How ugly it all was! And how horribly real ugliness 
made things! He felt alittle annoyed with Lord Henry for having sent him 
the report. And it was certainly stupid of him to have marked it with red 

| Victor might have read it. The man knew more than enough 
English for that. 

Perhaps he had read it and had begun to suspect something. And yet, 
what did it matter? What had Dorian Gray to do with Sibyl Vane's death? 
‘There was nothing to fear. Dorian Gray had not killed her, 

His eye fell on the yellow book that Lord Henry had sent him. What was 
it, he wondered. He went towards the little, pearl-coloured octagonal 
stand that had always looked to him like the work of some strange 
Egyptian bees that wrought in silver, and taking up the volume, flung 
himself into an arm-chair and began to turn over the leaves. After a few 
‘minutes he became absorbed, It was the strangest book that he had ever 
read. Itseemed to him that in exquisite raiment, and tothe delicate sound 
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of flutes, the sins of the world were passing in dumb show before him. 
Things that he had dimly dreamed of were suddenly made real to him. 
Things of which he had never dreamed were gradually revealed. 
Tt wasa novel without a plot and with only one character, being, indeed, 
ply a psychological study ofa certain young Parisian who spent his life 
trying to realize in the nineteenth century all the passions and modes of 
thought that belonged to every century except his own, and to sum up, as 
it were, in himself the various moods through which the world-spirit had 
ever passed, loving for their mere artificiality those renunciations that 
men have unwisely called virtue, as much as those natural rebellions that 
‘wise men still call sin. The style in which it was written was that curious 
jewelled style, vivid and obscure at once, full of argot and of archaisms, of 
technical expressions and of elaborate paraphrases, that characterizes the 
work of some of the finest artists of the French school of Symbolistes. There 
Were in it metaphors as monstrous as orchids and as subtle in colour. The 
life of the senses was described in the terms of mystical philosophy. One 
hardly knew at times whether one was reading the spiritual ecstasies of 
some mediaeval saint or the morbid confessions of a modern sinner. Tt 
‘was a poisonous book. The heavy odour of incense seemed to cling about 
its pages and to trouble the brain, The mere cadence of the sentences, the 
subtle monotony of their music, so full as it was of complex refrains and 
movements elaborately repeated, produced in the mind of the lad, as he 
passed from chapter to chapter, a form of reverie, a malady of dreaming, 
that made him unconscious of the falling day and creeping shadows. 

Cloudless, and pierced by one solitary star, a copper-green sky gleamed 
through the windows. He read on by its wan light till he could read no 
more. Then, after his valet had reminded him several times of the lateness 
of the hour, he got up, and going into the next room, placed the book on 
the lite Florentine table that always stood at his bedside and began to 
dress for dinner. 

Tt was almost nine o'clock before he reached the club, where he found 
Lord Henry sitting alone, in the morning-room, looking very much 
bored. 

"Tam sosorry, Harry," he cried, “but really itis entirely your fault. That 
‘book you sent me so fascinated me that I forgot how the time was going.” 

“Yes, I thought you would like it," replied his host, rising from his chair. 
“I didn’t say I liked it, Harry. I said it fascinated me. There is a great 
difference.” 

“Ah, you have discovered that?" murmured Lord Henry. And they 
passed into the dining-room. 


CHAPTER ELEVEN 


For years, Dorian Gray could not free himself from the influence of this 
book, Or perhaps it would be more accurate to say that he never sought to 
free himself from it, He procured from Paris no less than nine large- 
paper copies of the first edition, and had them bound in different colours, 
So that they might suit his various moods and the changing fancies of a 
ature over which he seemed, at times, to have almost entirely lost 
control, The hero, the wonderful young Parisian in whom the romantic 
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‘and the scientific temperaments were so strangely blended, became to 
him a kind of prefiguring type of himself. And, indeed, the whole book 
seemed to him to contain the story of his own life, written before he had 
lived it. 

In one point he was more fortunate than the novel's fantastic hero. He 
never knew—never, indeed, had any cause to know—that somewhat 
grotesque dread of mirrors, and polished metal surfaces, and still water 
‘which came upon the young Parisian so early in his life, and was occa- 
sioned by the sudden decay ofa beauty that had once, apparently, been so 
remarkable. It was with an almost cruel joy—and perhaps in nearly every 
joy, as certainly in every pleasure, cruelty has its place—that he used to 
read the latter part of the book, with its really tragic, if somewhat over- 
emphasized, account of the sorrow and despair of one who had himself 
Jost what in others, and the world, he had most dearly valued, 

For the wonderful beauty that had so fascinated Basil Hallward, and 
‘many others besides him, seemed never to leave him. Even those who had 
heard the most evil things against him—and from time to time strange 
rumours about his mode of life crept through London and became the 
chatter of the clubs—could not believe anything to his dishonour when 
they saw him. He had always the look of one who had kept himself 
unspotted from the world. Men who talked grossly became silent when 
Dorian Gray entered the room. There was something in the purity of his 
face that rebuked them. His mere presence seemed to recall to them the 
memory of the innocence that they had tarnished, They wondered how 
‘one so charming and graceful as he was could have escaped the stain ofan 
age that was at once sordid and sensual 

‘Often, on returning home from one of those mysterious and prolonged 
absences that gave rise to such strange conjecture among those who were 
his friends, or thought that they were so, he himself would creep upstairs 
to the locked room, open the door with the key that never left him now, 
and stand, with a mirror, in front of the portrait that Basil Hallward had 
painted of him, looking now at the evil and aging face on the canvas, and 
now at the fair young face that laughed back at him from the polished 
glass, The very sharpness of the contrast used to quicken his sense of 
pleasure. He grew more and more enamoured of his awn heauty, more 
and more interested in the corruption of his own soul, He would examine 
‘with minute care, and sometimes with a monstrous and terrible delight, 
the hideous lines that seared the wrinkling forehead or crawled around 
the heavy sensual mouth, wondering sometimes which were the more 
horrible, the signs of sin or the signs of age. He would place his white 
hands beside the coarse bloated hands of the picture, and smile, He 
mocked the misshapen body and failing limbs. 

‘There were moments, indeed, at night, when, lying sleepless in his own 
delicately scented chamber, or in the sordid room of the litte ill-famed 
tavern near the docks which, under an assumed name and in disguise, it 
was his habit vo frequent, he would think of the rain he had brought upon 
his soul with a pity that was all the more poignant because it was purely 
selfish. But moments such as these were rare, That curiosity about life 
which Lord Henry had first stirred in him, as they sat together in the 
garden of their friend, seemed to increase with gratification. The more he 
Knew, the more he desired to know, He had mad hungers that grew more 
ravenous as he fed them. 
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Yet he was not really reckless, at any rate in his relations to society. Once 
or twice every month during the winters, and on each Wednesday eve- 
ning while the season lasted, he would throw open to the world his 
beautiful house and have the most celebrated musicians of the day to 
charm his guests with the wonders of their art. His little dinners, in the 
settling of which Lord Henry always assisted him, were noted as much for 
the careful selection and placing of those invited, as for the exquisite taste 
shown in the decoration of the table, with its subtle symphonic arrange- 
ments of exotic flowers, and embroidered cloths, and antique plate of 
gold and silver, Indeed, there were many, especially among the very 
young men, who saw, or fancied that they saw, in Dorian Gray the true 
Tealization of a type of which they had often dreamed in Eton or Oxford 
days, a type that was to combine something of the real culture of the 
scholar with all the grace and distinction and perfect manner of a citizen 
of the world. To them he seemed to be of the company of those whom 
Dante describes as having sought to “make themselves perfect by the 
worship of beauty.” Like Gautier, he was one for whom “the visible world 
existed” 

And, certainly, to him life itself was the first, the greatest, of the arts, 
and for it all the other arts seemed to be but a preparation. Fashion, by 
which what is really fantastic becomes for a moment universal, and 
dandyism, which, in its own way, is an attempt to assert the absolute 
modernity of beauty, had, of course, their fascination for him. His mode 
of dressing, and the particular styles that from time to time he affected, 
had their marked influence on the young exquisites of the Mayfair balls 
and Pall Mall club windows, who copied him in everything that he did, 
and tried to reproduce the accidental charm of his graceful, though to 
him only half-serious fopperies. 

For, while he was but too ready to accept the position that was almost 
immediately offered to him on his coming of age, and found, indeed, a 
‘subtle pleasure in the thought that he might really become to the London. 
of his own day what to imperial Neronian Rome the author of the 
Satyricon once had been, yet in his inmost heart he desired to be something 
more than a mere arbiter elegantiarum, to be consulted on the wearing of a 
jewel, or the knotting of a necktie, or the conduct of a cane. He sought to 
elaborate some new scheme of life that would have its reasoned philoso- 
phy and its ordered principles, and find in the spiritualizing of the senses 
its highest realization 

"The worship of the senses has often, and with much justice, been 
decried, men feeling a natural instinct of terror about passions and 
Sensations that seem stronger than themselves, and that they are con- 
scious of sharing with the less highly organized forms of existence. But it 
appeared to Dorian Gray that the true nature of the senses had never 
been understood, and that they had remained savage and animal merely 
because the world had sought to starve them into submission or to kill 
them by pain, instead of aiming at making them elements of a new 
‘Spirituality, of which a fine instinct for beauty was to be the dominant 
characteristic, As he looked back upon man moving through history, he 
Was haunted by a feeling of loss. So much had been surrendered! and to 
such little purpose! There had been mad wilful rejections, monstrous 
forms of self-torture and self-denial, whose origin was fear and whose 
‘result was a degradation infinitely more terrible than that fancied de- 


ka 


sa OSCAR WILDE 


dation from which, in their ignorance, they had sought to escape; 
Katare, in her wonderful irony. driving out the anchorite to feed with the 
wild animals of the desert and giving to the hermit the beasts of the field as 
his companions. 

Yes: there was to be, as Lord Henry had prophesied, a new Hedonism 
that was to recreate life and to save it from that harsh uncomely puritan- 
ism that is having, in our own day, its curious revival. Tt was to have its 
service of the intellect, certainly, yet it was never to accept any theory or 
system that would involve the sacrifice of any mode of passionate experi- 
ence. Its aim, indeed, was to be experience itself, and not the fruits of 
experience, sweet or bitter as they might be. Of the asceticism that 
deadens the senses, as of the vulgar profligacy that dulls them, it was to 
know nothing, But it was to teach man to concentrate himself upon the 
‘moments of a life that is itself but a moment 

‘There are few of us who have not sometimes wakened before dawn, 
either after one of those dreamless nights that make us almost enamoured 
of death, or one of those nights of horror and misshapen joy, when 
through the chambers of the brain sweep phantoms more terrible than 
reality itself, and instinct with that vivid life that lurks in all grotesques, 
and that lends to Gothic art its enduring vitality, this art being, one might 
fancy, especially the art of those whose minds have been troubled with the 
malady of reverie. Gradually white fingers creep through the curtains, 
and they appear to tremble. In black fantastic shapes, dumb shadows 
crawl into the corners of the room and crouch there, Outside, there is the 
stirring of birds among the leaves, or the sound of men going forth to 
their work, or the sigh and sob of the wind coming down from the hills 
and wandering round the silent house, as though it feared to wake the 
sleepers and yet must needs call forth sleep from her purple cave. Veil 
after veil of thin dusky gauze is lifted, and by degrees the forms and 
colours of things are restored to them, and we watch the dawn remaking 
the world in its antique pattern. The wan mirrors get back their mimic 
life. The flameless tapers stand where we had left them, and beside them 
lies the half-cut book that we had been studying, or the wired flower that 
we had worn at the ball, or the letter that we had been afraid to read, or 
that we had read too often. Nothing seems to us changed, Out of the 
unreal shadows of the night comes back the real life that we had known, 
We have to resume it where we had left off, and there steals over us a 
terrible sense of the necessity for the continuance of energy in the same 
‘wearisome round of stereotyped habits, or a wild longing, it may be, that 
our eyelids might open some morning upon a world that had been 
refashioned anew in the darkness for our pleasure, a world in which 
things would have fresh shapes and colours, and be changed, or have 
other secrets, a world in which the past would have little or no place, or 
survive, at any rate, in no conscious form of obligation or regret, the 
remembrance even of joy having its bitterness and the memoties of 
pleasure their pai 

Tt was the creation of such worlds as these that seemed to Dorian Gray 
tobe the true object, or amongst the true objects, of life; and in his search 
for sensations that would be at once new and delightful, and possess that 
element of strangeness that is so essential to romance, he would often 
adopt certain modes of thought that he knew to be really alien to his 
nature, abandon himself to their subtle influences, and then, having, asit 
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were, caught their colour and satisfied his intellectual curiosity, leave 
them with that curious indifference that is not incompatible with a real 
ardour of temperament, and that, indeed, according to certain modern 
psychologists is often a condition of it, 

Tt was rumoured of him once that he was about to join the Roman 
Catholic communion, and certainly the Roman ritual had always a great 
attraction for him. The daily sacrifice, more awful really than all the 
sacrifices of the antique world, stirred him as much by its superb rejection 
of the evidence of the senses as by the primitive simplicity of its elements 
and the eternal pathos of the human tragedy that it sought to symbolize. 
He loved to kneel down on the cold marble pavement and watch the 
priest, in his stiff flowered dalmatic, slowly and with white hands moving 
aside the veil of the tabernacle, or raising aloft the jewelled, lantern- 
shaped monstrance with that pallid wafer that at times, one would fain 
think, is indeed the “panis caelestis,” the bread of angels, or, robed in the 
garments of the Passion of Christ, breaking the Host into the chalice and 
smiting his breast for his sins. The fuming censers that the grave boys, in 
their lace and scarlet, tossed into the air like great gilt flowers had thei 
subtle fascination for him. As he passed out, he used to look with wonder 
at the black confessionals and long to sit in the dim shadow of one of them 
and listen to men and women whispering through the worn grating the 
true story of their lives, 

‘Buthe never fell into the error of arresting his intellectual development 
by any formal acceptance of creed or system, or of mistaking, for a house 
in which to live, an inn that is but suitable for the sojourn of night, or for 
a few hours of a night in which there are no stars and the moon is in 
travail, Mysticism, with its marvellous power of making common things 
strange to us, and the subtle antinomianism that always seems to accom- 
pany it, moved him for a season; and for a season he inclined to the 
materialistic doctrines of the Darwinismus movement in Germany, and 
found a curious pleasure in tracing the thoughts and passions of men to 
some pearly cell in the brain, or some white nerve in the body, delighting 
in the conception of the absolute dependence of the spirit on certain 

jhysical conditions, morbid or healthy, normal or diseased, Yet, as has 

en said of him before, no theory of life seemed to him to be of any 
importance compared with life itself. He felt keenly conscious of how 
barren all intellectual speculation is when separated from action and 
experiment. He knew that the senses, no less than the soul, have their 
spiritual mysteries to reveal. 

‘And so he would now study perfumes and the secrets of their manufac- 
ture, distilling heavily scented oils and burning odorous gums from the 
East, He saw that there was no mood of the mind that had not its 
counterpart in the sensuous life, and set himself to discover their true 
relations, wondering what there was in frankincense that made one 
‘mystical, and in ambergris that stirred one’s passions, and in violets that 
woke the memory of dead romances, and in musk that troubled the brain, 
and in champak that stained the imagination; and seeking often to elabo- 
Tate a real psychology of perfumes, and to estimate the several influences 
Of sweet-smelling roots and scented, pollen-laden flowers; of aromatic 
balms and of dark and fragrant woods; of spikenard, that sickens; of 
hovenia, that makes men mad; and of aloes, that are said to be able to 
expel melancholy from the soul, 
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At another time he devoted himself entirely to music, and in a long 
latticed room, with a vermilion-and-gold ceiling and walls of olive-green 
lacquer, he used to give curious concerts in which mad gipsies tore wild. 
music from litte zithers, or grave, yellow-shawled Tunisians plucked at 
the strained strings of monstrous lutes, while grinning Negroes beat 
monotonously upon copper drums and, crouching upon scarlet mats, 
slim turbaned Indians blew through long pipes of reed or brass and 
charmed—or feigned to charm—great hooded snakes and horrible 
horned adders. The harsh intervals and shrill discords of barbarie music 
stirred him at times when Schubert's grace, and Chopin's beautiful sor- 
rows, and the mighty harmonies of Beethoven himself, fell unheeded on 
his ear. He collected together from all parts of the world the strangest 
instruments that could be found, either in the tombs of dead nations or 
among the few savage tribes that have survived contact with Western 
Civilizations, and loved to touch and try them. He had the mysterious 
juruparis of the Rio Negro Indians, that women are not allowed to look at 
and that even youths may not see till they have been subjected to fasting 
and scourging, and the earthen jars of the Peruvians that have the shrill 
cries of birds, and flutes of human bones such as Alfonso de Ovalle heard 
in Chile, and the sonorous green jaspers that are found near Cuzco and 
give forth a note of singular sweetness. He had painted gourds filled wit 
pebbles that rattled when they were shaken; the long clarin of the Mex- 
jeans, into which the performer does not blow, but through which he 
inhales the air; the harsh ture of the Amazon tribes, that is sounded by the 
sentinels who sit all day long in high trees, and can be heard, it is said, ata 
distance of three leagues; the feponaztli, that has two vibrating tongues of 
wood and is beaten with sticks that are smeared with an elastic gum 
obtained from the milky juice of plants; the yotl-bells of the Aztecs, that 
are hung in clusters like grapes; and a huge cylindrical drum, covered 
with the skins of great serpents, like the one that Bernal Diaz saw when he 
went with Cortes into the Mexican temple, and of whose doleful sound he 
has left us so vivid a description. The fantastic character of these instru- 
ments fascinated him, and he felt a curious delight in the thought that art, 
like Nature, has her monsters, things of bestial shape and with hideous 
voices. Yet, after some time, he wearied of them, and would sit in his box 

ither alone or with Lord Henry, listening in rapt pleasure to 
and seeing in the prelude to that great work of art a 
presentation of the tragedy of his own soul. 

On one occasion he took up the study of jewels, and appeared at a 
costume ball as Anne de Joyeuse, Admiral of France, in a dress covered 
with five hundred and sixty pearls. This taste enthralled him for years, 
and, indeed, may be said never to have left him. He would often spend a 
whole day settling and resettling in their cases the various stones that he 
had collected, such as the olive-green chrysoberyl that turns red by 
lamplight, the cymophane with its wirelike line of silver, the pistachio- 
coloured peridot, rose-pink and wine-yellow topazes, carbuncles of fiery 
scarlet with tremulous, four-rayed stars, flame-red cinnamon-stones, 
orange and violet spinels, and amethysts with their alternate layers of 
ruby and sapphire. He loved the red gold of the sunstone, and the 
‘moonstone’s pearly whiteness, and the broken rainbow of the milky opal. 
He procured from Amsterdam three emeralds of extraordinary size and 
richness of colour, and had a turquoise dela vieille roche that was the envy 
of all the connoisseurs. 
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He discovered wonderful stories, also, about jewels. In Alphonso’s 
Clericalis Disciplina a serpent was mentioned with eyes of real jacinth, and 
in the romantic history of Alexander, the Conqueror of Emathia was said 
to have found in the vale of Jordan snakes “with collars of real emeralds 
growing on their backs.” There was a gem in the brain of the dragon, 
Philostratus told us, and “by the exhibition of golden letters and a scarlet 
robe” the monster could be thrown into a magical sleep and slain, Accord- 
ing to the great alchemist, Pierre de Boniface, the diamond rendered a 
man invisible, and the agate of India made him eloquent. The cornelian 
appeased anger, and the hyacinth provoked sleep, and the amethyst 
drove away the fumes of wine. The garnet cast out demons, and the 
hydropicus deprived the moon of her colour. The selenite waxed and 
‘waned with the moon, and the meloceus, that discovers thieves, could be 
affected only by the blood of kids. Leonardus Camillus had seen a white 
stone taken from the brain of a newly killed toad, that was a certain 
antidote against poison. The bezoar, that was found in the heart of the 
Arabian deer, was a charm that could cure the plague, In the nests of 
‘Arabian birds was the aspilates, that, according to Democritus, kept the 
‘wearer from any danger by fire. 

‘The King of Geilan rode through his city with a large ruby in his hand, 
as the ceremony of his coronation. The gates of the palace of John the 
Priest were “made of sardius, with the horn of the horned snake in- 
wrought, so that no man might bring poison within.” Over the gable were 
“two golden apples, in which were two carbuncles,” so that the gold might 
shine by day and the carbuncles by night. In Lodge’s strange romance A 
Margarite of America, it was stated that in the chamber of the queen one 
could behold “all the chaste ladies of the world, inchased out of silver, 
looking through fair mirrours of chrysolites, carbuncles, sapphires, and 
greene emeraults.” Marco Polo had seen the inhabitants of Zipangu place 
Tose-coloured pearls in the mouths of the dead. A sea-monster had been 
enamoured of the pearl that the diver brought to King Perozes, and had 
slain the thief, and mourned for seven moons over its loss. When the 
Huns lured the king into the great pit, he flung it away—Procopius tells 
the story—nor was it ever found again, though the Emperor Anastasius 
offered five hundred-weight of gold pieces for it. The King of Malabar 
had shown to a certain Venetian a rosary of three hundred and four 
pearls, one for every god that he worshipped. 

‘When the Duke de Valentinois, son of Alexander VI, visited Louis XII 
of France, his horse was loaded with gold leaves, according to Brantôme, 
and his cap had double rows of rubies that threw out a great light. Charles 
Of England had ridden in stirrups hung with four hundred and twenty- 
one diamonds. Richard I had a coat, valued at thirty thousand marks, 
Which was covered with balas rubies, Hall described Henry VIII, on his 
Way to the Tower previous to his coronation, as wearing “a jacket of raised 
old, the placard embroidered with diamonds and other rich stones, and 
2 great bauderike about his neck of large balasses.” The favourites of 
James I wore ear-rings of emeralds etin gold filigrane. Edward II gave to 
Piers Gaveston a suit of red-gold armour studded with jacinths, a collar of 
gold roses set with turquoise-stones, and a skull-cap parsemé with pearls, 
Henry II wore jewelled gloves reaching to the elbow, and had a hawk- 

veewn with welve rubies and fifty-two great orients. The ducal hat of 
Charles the Rash, the last Duke of Burgundy of his race, was hung with 
‘pear-shaped pearls and studded with sapphires. 
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How exquisite life had once been! How gorgeous in its pomp and 
decoration! Even to read of the luxury of the dead was wonderful. 

Then he turned his attention to embroideries and to the tapestries that 
performed the office of frescoes in the chill rooms of the northern nations 
Df Europe. As he investigated the subject—and he always had an extraor- 
dinary faculty of becoming absolutely absorbed for the moment in what- 
ever he took up—he was almost saddened by the reflection of the ruin 
that time brought on beautiful and wonderful things. He, atany rate, had 
escaped that. Summer followed summer, and the yellow jonquils 
bloomed and died many times, and nights of horror repeated the story of 
their shame, but he was unchanged. No winter marred his face or stained 
his flower-like bloom. How different it was with material things! Where 
had they passed to? Where was the great crocus-coloured robe, on which 
the gods fought against the giants, that had been worked by brown girls 
for the pleasure of Athena? Where the huge velarium that Nero had 
stretched across the Colosseum at Rome, that Titan sail of purple on 
which was represented the starry sky, and Apollo driving a chariot drawn 
by white, gilt-reined steeds? He longed to see the curious table-napkins 
‘wrought for the Priest of the Sun, on which were displayed all the dainties 
and viands that could be wanted for a feast; the mortuary cloth of King 
Chilperic, with its three hundred golden bees; the fantastic robes that 

xcited the indignation of the Bishop of Pontus and were figured with 
“lions, panthers, bears, dogs, forests, rocks, hunters—all, in fact, that a 
painter can copy from nature”; and the coat that Charles of Orleans once 
wore, on the sleeves of which were embroidered the verses of a song 
beginning “Madame, je suis tout joyeux," the musical accompaniment of the 
words being wrought in gold thread, and each note, of square shape in 
those days, formed with four pears. He read of the room that was 

repared at the palace at Rheims for the use of Queen Joan of Burgundy 
E E PRAET E TEE IS 
in broidery, and blazoned with the king’s arms, and five hundred and 
sixty-one butterflies, whose wings were similarly ornamented with the 
arms of the queen, the whole worked in gold,” Catherine de Médicis hada 
mourning-bed made for her of black velvet powdered with crescents and 
suns. Its curtains were of damask, with leafy wreaths and garlands, 
figured upon a gold and silver ground, and fringed along the edges with 
broideries of pearls, and it stood in a room hung with rows of the queen's 
devices in cut black velvet upon cloth of silver. Louis XIV had gold 
embroidered caryatides fifteen feet high in his apartment. The state bed 
of Sobieski, King of Poland, was made of Smyrna gold brocade embroi- 
dered in turquoises with verses from the Koran. Its supports were of 
silver gilt, beautifully chased, and profusely set with enamelled and jew- 
elled medallions. It had been taken from the Turkish camp before Vien- 
na, and the standard of Mohammed had stood beneath the tremulous gilt 
of its canopy. 

And so, for a whole year, he sought to accumulate the most exquisite 
specimens that he could find of textile and embroidered work, getting the 
dainty Delhi muslins, finely wrought with gold-thread palmates and 
stitched over with iridescent beetles’ wings; the Dacca gauzes, that from 
their transparency are known in the East as “woven air,” and “running 
water," and “evening dew”; strange figured cloths from Jaya; elaborate 
yellow Chinese hangings; books bound in tawny satins or fair blue silks 
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and wrought with fleurs-de-lis, birds and images; veils of lacis worked in 
Hungary point; Sicilian brocades and stiff Spanish velvets; Georgian 
‘work, with its gilt coins, and Japanese Foukousas, with their green-toned 
golds and their marvellously plumaged birds. 

He had a special passion, also, for ecclesiastical vestments, as indeed he 
had for everything connected with the service of the Church. In the long 
cedar chests that lined the west gallery of his house, he had stored away 
many rare and beautiful specimens of what is really the raiment of the 
Bride of Christ, who must wear purple and jewels and fine linen that she 
may hide the pallid macerated body that is worn by the suffering that she 
seeks for and wounded by self-inflicted pain, He possessed a gorgeous 
cope of crimson silk and gold-thread damask, figured with a repeating 
os of golden pomegranates set in six-petalled formal blossoms, 

‘ond which on either side was the pine-apple device wrought in seed- 
pearls. The orphreys were divided into panels representing scenes from 
the life of the Virgin, and the coronation of the Virgin was figured in 
coloured silks upon the hood. This was Italian work of the fifteenth 
century. Another cope was of green velvet, embroidered with heart- 
shaped groups of acanthus-leaves, from which spread long-stemmed 
white blossoms, the details of which were picked out with silver thread 
and coloured crystals. The morse bore a seraph's head in gold-thread 
raised work. The orhpreys were woven in a diaper of red and gold silk, 
and were starred with medallions of many saints and martyrs, among 
whom was St. Sebastian, He had chasubles, also, of amber-coloured silk, 
and blue silk and gold brocade, and yellow silk damask and cloth of gold, 
figured with representations of the Passion and Crucifixion of Christ, and 
embroidered with lions and peacocks and other emblems; dalmatics of 
‘white satin and pink silk damask, decorated with tulips and dolphins and 
fleurs-de-lis; altar frontals of crimson velvet and blue linen; and many 
corporals, chalice-veils, and sudaria. In the mystic offices to which such 
things were put, there was something that quickened his imagination. 

For these treasures, and everything that he collected in his lovely house, 
were to be to him means of forgetfulness, modes by which he could 
escape, foraseason, from the fear that seemed to him at times to be almost 
too great to be borne. Upon the walls of the lonely locked room where he 
had spent so much of his boyhood, he had hung with his own hands the 
terrible portrait whose changing features showed him the real degrada- 
tion of his life, and in front of it had draped the purple-and-gold pall asa 
curtain. For weeks he would not go there, would forget the hideous 
painted thing, and get back his light heart, his wonderful joyousness, his 
passionate absorption in mere existence, ‘Then, suddenly, some night he 
Would creep out of the house, go down to dreadful places near Blue Gate 
Fields, and stay there, day after day, until he was driven away. On his 
return he would sit in front of the picture, sometimes loathing it and 
himself, but filled, at other times, with that pride of individualism that is 
half the fascination of sin, and smiling with secret pleasure at the mis- 
shapen shadow that had to bear the burden that should have been his 
own. 

"After a few years he could not endure to be long out of England, and 
gave up the villa that he had shared at Trouville with Lord Henry, as well 
Gs the little white walled-in house at Algiers where they had more than 
‘once spent the winter. He hated to be separated from the picture that was 
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sucha part of his life, and was also afraid that during his absence some one 
might gain access to the room, in spite of the elaborate bars that he had 
‘caused to be placed upon the door. z 

He was quite conscious that this would tell them nothing. It was true 
that the portrait still preserved, under all the foulness and ugliness of the 
face, its marked likeness to himself; but what could they learn from that? 
He would laugh at any one who tried to taunt him. He had not painted it. 
What was it to him how vile and full of shame it looked? Even if he told 
them, would they believe it? 

Yet he was afraid. Sometimes, when he was down at his great house in 
Nottinghamshire, entertaining the fashionable young men of his own 
rank who were his chief companions, and astounding the county by the 
wanton luxury and gorgeous splendour of his mode of life, he would 
suddenly leave his guests and rush back to town to see that the door had 
not been tampered with and that the picture was still there. What if it 
should be stolen? The mere thought made him cold with horror. Surely 
the world would know his secret then, Perhaps the world already sus- 
pected it. 

For, while he fascinated many, there were not a few who distrusted him. 
He was very nearly blackballed at a West End club of which his birth and 
social position fully entitled him to become a member, and it was said that 
on one occasion, when he was brought by a friend into the smoking-room 
ofthe Churchill, the Duke of Berwick and another gentleman got up in a 
marked manner and went out, Curious stories became current about him 
after he had passed his twenty-fifth year. It was rumoured that he had 

ven seen brawling with foreign sailors in a low den in the distant parts of 
Whitechapel, and that he comsorted with thieves and coiners and knew 
the mysteries of their trade. His extraordinary absences became 
notorious, and, when he used to reappear again in society, men would 
whisper to each other in corners, or pass him with a sneer, or look at him 
with cold searching eyes, as though they were determined to discover 


Of such insolences and attempted slights he, of course, took no notice, 
and in the opinion of most people his frank debonair manner, his charm- 
ing boyish smile, and the infinite grace of that wonderful youth that 
seemed never to leave him, were in themselves a sufficient answer to the 
calumnies, for so they termed them, that were circulated about him. It was 
remarked, however, that some of those who had been most intimate with 
him appeared, after a time, to shun him. Women who had wildly adored 
him, and for his sake had braved all social censure and set convention at 
defiance, were seen to grow pallid with shame or horror if Dorian Gray 
entered the room. i 
Yet these whispered scandals only increased in the eyes of many his 
strange and dangerous charm. His great wealth was a certain element of 
security. Society—civilized society, at least—is never very ready to believe 
anything to the detriment of those who are both rich and fascinating, It 
feels instinctively that manners are of more importance than morals, and, 
in its opinion, the highest respectability is of much less value than the 
[possession of a good chef. And, after all, it is a very poor consolation to be 
told that the man who has given one a bad dinner, or poor wine, is 
irreproachable in his private life, Even the cardinal virtues cannot atone 
for half-cold entrées, as Lord Henry remarked once, in a discussion on the 
subject, and there is possibly good deal to be said for his view. For the 
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canons of good society are, or should be, the same as the canons of art. 
Form is absolutely essential to it. It should have the dignity of a ceremony, 
as well as its unreality, and should combine the insincere character of a 
romantic play with the wit and beauty that make such plays delightful to 
us. Is insincerity such a terrible thing? I think not. Itis merely a method by 
which we can multiply our personal 
Such, at any rate, was Dorian Gray's opinion. He used to wonder at the 
shallow psychology of those who conceiye the ego in man as a thing 
simple, permanent, reliable, and of one essence. To him, man wasa being 
with myriad lives and myriad sensations, a complex multiform creature 
that bore within itself strange legacies of thought and passion, and whose 
very flesh was tainted with the monstrous maladies of the dead. He loved 
to stroll through the gaunt cold picture-gallery of his country house-and 
ook atthe various portraits of those whose blood flowed in his veins. Here 
was Philip Herbert, described by Francis Osborne, in his Memoires on the 
Reigns of Queen Elizabeth and King James, as one who was "caressed by the 
Court for his handsome face, which kept him not long company.” Was it 
young Herbert's life that he sometimes led? Had some strange poisonous 
‘germ crept from body to body tillit had reached his own? Wasit some dim 
sense of that ruined grace that had made him so suddenly, and almost 
‘without cause, give utterance, in Basil Hallward’s studio, to the mad 
prayer that had so changed his life? Here, in gold-embroidered red 
doublet, jewelled surcoat, and gilt-edged ruff and wristbands, stood Sir 
‘Anthony Sherard, with his silver-and-black armour piled at his feet. What 
had this man’s legacy been? Had the lover of Giovanna of Naples be- 
queathed him some inheritance of sin and shame? Were his own actions 
merely the dreams that the dead man had not dared to realize? Here, 
from the fading canvas, smiled Lady Elizabeth Devereux, in her gauze 
hood, pearl stomacher, and pink slashed sleeves. A flower was in her right 
hand, and her left clasped an enamelled collar of white and damask roses. 
On a table by her side lay a mandolin and an apple, There were large 
green rosettes upon her little pointed shoes. He knew her life, and the 
Strange stories that were told about her lovers, Had he something of her 
temperament in him? These oval, heavy-lidded eyes seemed to look 
curiously at him. What of George Willoughby, with his powdered hair 
and fantastic patches? How evil he looked! The face was saturnine and 
‘swarthy, and the sensual lips seemed to be twisted with disdain, Delicate 
lace ruffles fell over the lean yellow hands that were so overladen with 
rings. He had been a macaroni of the eighteenth century, and the friend, 
in his youth, of Lord Ferrars. What of the second Lord Beckenham, the 
companion of the Prince Regent in his wildest days, and one of the 
‘witnesses at the secret marriage with Mrs. Fitzherbert? How proud and 
handsome he was, with his chestnut curls and insolent pose! What pas- 
sions had he bequeathed? The world had looked upon him as infamous. 
He had led the orgies at Carlton House. The star of the Garter glittered 
upon his breast. Beside him hung the portrait of his wife, a pallid, 
thin-lipped woman in black. Her blood, also, stirred within him. How 
curious it all seemed! And his mother with her Lady Hamilton face and 
her moist, wine-cashed lips—he knew what he had got from her. He had 
from her his beauty, and his passion for the beauty of others. She 
Fighed at him in her loose Bacchante dress. There were vine leavesin 
her hair. The purple spilled from the cup she was holding. The carna- 
tions of the painting had withered, but the eyes were still wonderful in 
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their depth and brilliancy of colour. They seemed to follow him wherever 
he went. 

Yet one had ancestors in erature as well as in one's own race, nearer 

haps in type and temperament, many of them, and certainly with an 
[uence of which one was more absolutely conscious, There were times 
when it appeared to Dorian Gray that the whole of history was merely the 
record of his own life, not as he had lived it inact and circumstance, but as 
his imagination had created it for him, as it had been in his brain and in his 
passions. He felt that he had known them all, those strange terrible 
figures that had passed across the stage of the world and made sin so 
marvellous and evil so full of subtlety. It seemed to him that in some 
mysterious way their lives had been his own, 

The hero of the wonderful novel that had so influenced his life had 
himself known this curious fancy. In the seventh chapter he tells how, 
crowned with laurel, lest lightning might strike him, he had sat, as Tiber 
ius, in a garden at Capri, reading the shameful books of Elephantis, while 
dwarfs and peacocks strutted round him and the flute-player mocked the 
swinger of the censer; and, as Caligula, had caroused with the green- 
shirted jockeys in their stables and supped in an ivory manger with a 
Jewel-frontleted horse; and, as Domitian, had wandered through a corri- 
dor lined with marble mirrors, looking round with haggard eyes for the 
reflection of the dagger that was to end his days, and sick with that ennui, 
that terrible taedium vitae, that comes on those to whom life denies 
nothing; and had peered through a clear emerald at the red shambles of 
the circus and then, in a litter of pearl and purple drawn by silver-shod 
mules, been carried through the Street of Pomegranates to a House of 
Gold and heard men cry on Nero Caesar as he passed by; and, as Elagaba- 
tus, had painted his face with colours, and plied the distaff among the 
‘women, and brought the Moon from Carthage and given her in mystic 
marriage to the Sun. 

‘Over and over again Dorian used to read this fantastic chapter, and the 
two chapters immediately following, in which, as in some curious tapes- 
tries or cunningly wrought enamels, were pictured the awful and beauti- 
ful forms of those whom vice and blood and weariness had made mon- 
strous or mad: Filippo, Duke of Milan, who slew his wife and painted her 
lips with a scarlet poison that her lover might suck death from the dead 
thing he fondled; Pietro Barbi, the Venetian, known as Paul the Second, 
‘who sought in his vanity to assume the title of Formosus, and whose tiara, 
valued at two hundred thousand florins, was bought at the price of a 
terrible sin; Gian Maria Visconti, who used hounds to chase living men 
and whose murdered body was covered with roses by a harlot who had 
loved him; the Borgia on his white horse, with Fratricide riding beside 
him and his mantle stained with the blood of Perotto; Pietro Riario, the 
Young Cardinal Archbishop of Florence, child and minion of Sixtus 1V, 
whose beauty was equalled only by his debauchery, and who received 
Leonora of Aragon in a pavilion of white and crimson silk, filled with 
nymphs and centaurs, and gilded a boy that he might serve at the feast as 
Ganymede or Hylas; Ezzelin, whose melancholy could be cured only by 
the spectacle of death, and who had a passion for red blood, as other men 
have for red wine—the son of the Fiend, as was reported, and one who 
had cheated his father at dice when gambling with him for his own soul; 
Giambattista Cibo, who in mockery took the name of Innocent and into 
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whose torpid veins the blood of three lads was infused by a Jewish doctor; 
Sigismondo Malatesta, the lover of Isotta and the lord of Rimini, whose 
effigy was burned at Rome as the enemy of God and man, who strangled 
Polyssena with a napkin, and gave poison to Ginevra d'Este in a cup of 
emerald, and in honour of a shameful passion built a pagan church for 
Christian worship; Charles VI, who had so wildly adored his brother's 
wife that a leper had warned him of the insanity that was coming on him, 
and who, when his brain had sickened and grown strange, could only be 
soothed by Saracen cards painted with the images of love and death and 
madness; and, in his trimmed jerkin and jewelled cap and acanthuslike 
curls, Grifonetto Baglioni, who slew Astorre with his bride, and 
Simonetto with his page, and whose comeliness was such that, as he lay 
dying in the yellow piazza of Perugia, those who had hated him could not 
choose but weep, and Atalanta, who had cursed him, blessed him. 

‘There was a horrible fascination in them all. He saw them at night, and 
they troubled his imagination in the day. The Renaissance knew of 
strange manners of poisoning—poisoning by a helmet and a lighted 
torch, by an embroidered glove and a jewelled fan, by a gilded pomander 
and by an amber chain. Dorian Gray had been poisoned by a book. There 
‘were moments when he looked on evil simply as a mode through which he 
could realize his conception of the beautiful 


CHAPTER TWELVE 


It was on the ninth of November, the eve of his own thirty-eighth birth- 


‘you in your library ever since nine o'clock. Finally I took pity on 
Servant and told him to go to bed, as he let me out. Iam off to Pa 
midnight train, and I particularly wanted to see you 
thought it was you, or rather your fur coat, 
quite sure. Didn't you recognize me?” i 
"In this fog, my dear Basil? Why, 1 can't even recognize Grosvenor 
Square. I believe my house is somewhere about here, but I don't feel at all 
Certain about it. Iam sorry you are going away, as I have not seen you for 
ages. But I suppose you will be back soon: 
"No: Lam going to be out of England for six months. I intend to take a 
studio in Paris and shut myself up till I have finished a great picture I have 
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in my head. However, it wasn't about myself I wanted to talk. Here weare 
at your door, Let me come in for a moment, I have something to say to 
ou.” 3 

"I shall be charmed. But won't you miss your train?” said Dorian Gray 
languidly as he passed up the steps and opened the door with his latch- 
ke 

"The lamplight struggled out through the fog, and Hallward looked at 
his watch. "I have heaps of time,” he answered, "The train doesn't go till 
twelve-fifteen, and it is only just eleven. In fact, I was on my way to the 
lub to look for you, when I met you. You see, I sha'n't have any delay 
about luggage, as I have sent on my heavy things, All I have with me isin 
this bag, and I can easily get to Victoria in twenty minutes.” 

Dorian looked at him and smiled. "What a way for a fashionable painter 
to travel! A Gladstone bag and an ulster! Come in, or the fog will get into 
the house. And mind you don't talk about anything serious. Nothing is 
serious nowadays. At least nothing should be.” 

Hallward shook his head, as he entered, and followed Dorian into the 
library. There was a bright wood fire blazing in the large open hearth. 
‘The lamps were lit, and an open Dutch silver spirit-case stood, with some 
siphons of soda-water and large cut-glass tumblers, ona little marqueterie 
table. 

“You see your servant made me quite at home, Dorian, He gave me 
everything I wanted, including your best gold-tipped cigarettes. He is a 
most hospitable creature. I like him much better than the Frenchman you 
used to have. What has become of the Frenchman, by the bye?” 

Dorian shrugged his shoulders. “I believe he married Lady Radley's 
maid, and has established her in Paris as an English dressmaker. Angloma- 
nie is very fashionable over there now, I hear. Itseems silly of the French, 
doesn't it? But—do you know?—he was not at all a bad servant. I never 
liked him, but I had nothing to complain about. One often imagines 
things that are quiteabsurd He wae really very devoted to meand seemed 
quite sorry when he went away. Have another brandy-and-soda? Or 
Would you like hock-and-seltzer? I always take hock-and-seltzer myself, 
‘There is sure to be some in the next room,” 

“Thanks, I won't have anything more,” said the painter, taking his cap 
and coat off and throwing them on the bag that he had placed in the 
corner. “And now, my dear fellow, I want to speak to you seriously, Don't 
frown like that. You make it so much more difficult for me." 

“What is it all about?” cried Dorian in his petulant way, flinging himself 
down on the sofa. “I hope it is not about myself. I am tired of myself 
to-night. I should like to be somebody else. 

“Itis about yourself,” answered Hallward in his grave deep voice, 
T must say ito you, T shall only Keep you half an hour.” 

Dorian sighed and lit a cigarette. "Half an hour!" he murmured. 

“Itis not much to ask of you, Dorian, and itis entirely for your own sake 
that I am speaking. I think it right that you should know that the most 
dreadful things are being said against you in London.” 

“I don't wish to know anything about them. 1 Jove scandals about other 
people, but scandals about myself don't interest me. They have not got the 
charm of novelty." 

“They must interest you, Dorian, Every gentleman is interested in his 
good name. You don't want people to talk of you as something vile and 
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degraded, Of course, you have your position, and your wealth, and all 
that kind of thing. But position and wealth are not everything. Mind you, 
T don't believe these rumours at all. At least, I can't believe them when I 
see you. Sin is a thing that writes itself across a man's face. It cannot be 
concealed, People talk sometimes of secret vices. There are no such 
things. If a wretched man has a vice, it shows itself in the lines of his 
mouth, the droop of his eyelids, the moulding of his hands even. Some- 
body—I won't mention his name, but you, know him—came to me last 
year to have his portrait done. I had never seen him before, and had never 
heard anything about him at the time, though I have heard a good deal 
since, He offered an extravagant price. I refused him. There was some- 
thing in the shape of his fingers that I hated. I know now that I was quite 
right in what I fancied about him. His life is dreadful. But you, Do 
with your pure, bright, innocent face, and your marvellous untroul 
youth—I can't believe anything against you, And yet I see you very 
seldom, and you never come down to the studio now, and when Iam away 
from you, and I hear all these hideous things that people are whispering 
about you, I don't know what to say. Why is it, Dorian, that a man like the 
Duke of Berwick leaves the room of a club when you enter it? Why isit that 
‘so many gentlemen in London will neither go to your house or invite you 
to theirs? You used to bea friend of Lord Staveley. I met him at dinner last 
week. Your name happened to come up in conversation, in connection 
with the miniatures you have lent to the exhibition at the Dudley. Staveley 
curled his lip and said that you might have the most artistic tastes, but that 
you were a man whom no pure-minded girl should be allowed to know, 
and whom no chaste woman should sit in the same room with. I reminded 
him that I was a friend of yours, and asked him what he meant. He told 
me. He told me right out before everybody. It was horrible! Why is your 
friendship so fatal to young men? There was that wretched boy in the 
Guards who committed suicide. You were his great friend. There was Sir 
Henry Ashton, who had to leave England with a tarnished name. You and 
he were inseparable. What about Adrian Singleton and his dreadful end? 
What about Lord Kent's only son and his career? I met his father yester- 
day in St. James's Street, He seemed broken with shame and sorrow. What 
about the young Duke of Perth? What sort of life has he got now? What 
gentleman would associate with him?” 

“Stop, Basil. You are talking about things of which you know nothing,” 
said Dorian Gray, biting his lip, and with a note of infinite contempt in his 
voice. "You ask me why Berwick leaves a room when I enter it. It is 
because I know everything about his life, not because he knows anything 
about mine. With such blood as he has in his veins, how could his record 
be clean? You ask me about Henry Ashton and young Perth, Did I teach 
the one his vices, and the other his debauchery? If Kent'ssilly son takes his 
wife from the streets, what is that to me? If Adrian Singleton writes his 
friend's name across a bill, am I his keeper? I know how people chatter in 
England. ‘The middie classes air their moral prejudices over their gross 
dinner-tables, and whisper about what they call the profligacies of their 
betters in order to try and pretend that they are in smart society and on 
intimate terms with the people they slander. In this country, itis enough 
foraman to have distinction and brains for every common tongue to wag 
against him, And what sort of lives do these people, who pose as being 
moral, lead themselves? My dear fellow, you forget that we are in the 
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native land of the hypocrite.” 

“Dorian,” eried Hallward, “that is not the question. England is bad 
enough I know, and English society is all wrong, That is the reason why I 
‘want you to be fine. You have not been fine, One has a right to judge of a 
man by the effect he has over his friends. Yours seem to lose all sense of 
honour, of goodness, of purity. You have filled them with a madness for 
pleasure. They have gone down into the depths. You led them there, Yes: 
you led them there, and yet you can smile, as you are smiling now. And 
there is worse behind. I know you and Harry are inseparable, Surely for 
that reason, if for none other, you should not have made his sister's name 
a by-word,” 

“Take care, Basil. You go too far. 

*I must speak, and you must listen. You shall listen, When you met 
Lady Gwendolen, nota breath of scandal had ever touched her. Isthere a 
single decent woman in London now who would drive with her in the 
park? Why, even her children are not allowed to live with her. Then there 
are other stories—stories that you have been seen creeping at dawn out of 
dreadful houses and slinking in disguise into the foulest dens in London, 
Are they true? Gan they be true? When I first heard them, I laughed, 1 
hear them now, and they make me shudder. What about your country- 
house and the life that is led there? Dorian, you don’t know what is said 
about you. I won't tell you that I don't want to preach to you. I remember 
Harry saying once that every man who turned himself into an amateur 
curate for the moment always began by saying that, and then proceeded 
to break his word, 1 do want to preach to you. I want you to lead such a life 
as will make the world respect you. I want you to have a clean name and a 
fair record, I want you to get rid of the dreadful people you associate with 
Don't shrug your shoulders like that. Don't be so indifferent, You have a 
wonderful influence. Let it be for good, not for evil. They say that you 
corrupt every one with whom you become intimate, and that it is quite 
sufficient for you to enter a house for shame of some kind to follow after. 
Idon't know whether it is so or not. How should I know? But it is said of 
you. I am told things that it seems impossible to doubt. Lord Gloucester 
‘was one of my greatest friends at Oxford, He showed me a letter that his 
wife had written to him when she was dying alone in her villa at Mentone. 
Your name was implicated in the most terrible confession I ever read, I 
told him that it was absurd—that 1 knew you thoroughly and that you 
were incapable of anything of the kind, Know you? 1 wonder do 1 know 
you? Before I could answer that, I should have to see your soul,” 

“To see my soul!” muttered Dorian Gray, starting up from the sofa and 
turning almost white from fear. 

Yes,” answered Hallward gravely, and with deep-toned sorrow in his 
voice, “to see your soul, But only God can do that.” 

A bitter laugh of mockery broke from the lips of the younger man, 
“You shall see it yourself, to-night!” he cried, seizing a lamp from the 
table. “Come: itis your own handiwork, Why shouldn't you look atit? You 
can tell the world all about it afterwards, if you choose. Nobody would 
believe you. If they did believe you, they would like me all the better for it. 
Uknow the age better than you do, though you will prate about it so 
tediously. Come, I tell you. You have chattered enough about corruption. 
Now you shall look on it face to face.” 

‘There was the madness of pride in every word he uttered. He stami 
his foot upon the ground i hi boyish insolent manner, He fel a tenit 
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joy at the thought that some one else was to share his secret, and that the 
‘man who had painted the portrait that was the origin of all his shame was 
tobe burdened forthe rest of his life with the hideous memory of what he 

“Yes,” he continued, coming closer to him and looking steadfastly into 
his stern eyes, “I shall show you my soul. You shall see the thing that you 
fancy only God can see.” 

Hallward started back. “This is blasphemy, Dorian!” he cried. “You 
ee ee es 
anything.” 

Yon think s0?" He laughed again 

know so. As for what I said to you to-night, I said it for your own 
good. You know I have been always a stanch friend to you.” 

"Don't touch me. Finish what you have to say.” 

A twisted flash of pain shot across the painter's face. He paused for a 
moment, and a wild feeling of pity came over him. After all, what right 
had he to pry into the life of Dorian Gray? If he had done a tithe of what 
was rumoured about him, how much he must have suffered! Then he 
straightened himself up, and walked over to the fire-place, and stood 
there, looking at the burning logs with their frostlike ashes and their 
throbbing cores of flame, 

“I am Waiting, Basil,” said the young man in a hard clear voice. 

He turned round. “What I have to say is this,” he cried. "You must give 
me some answer to these horrible charges that are made against you. If 
you tell me that they are absolutely untrue from beginning to end, I shall 
believe you. Deny them, Dorian, deny them! Can't you see what I am 
going through? My God! don't tell me that you are bad, and corrupt, and 
shameful.” 

Dorian Gray smiled. There was a curl of contempt in his lips. “Come 
upstairs, Basil,” he said quietly. "I keepa diary of my life from day to day, 
and it never leaves the room in which it is written, I shall show it to you if 
you come with me.” 

“I shall come with you, Dorian, if you wish it. I see I have missed my 
train, That makes no matter. I can go to-morrow. But don't ask meto read 
anything to-night. All I want is a plain answer to my question.” —_ 

"That shall be given to you upstairs. I could not give it here. You will not 
have to read long." 


CHAPTER THIRTEEN 


He passed out of the room and began theascent, Basil Hallward following 
close behind. They walked softly, as men do instinctively at night. The 
lamp cast fantastic shadows on the wall and staircase. A rising wind made 
some of the windows rattle. 

When they reached the top landing, Dorian set the lamp down on the 
floor, and taking out the key, turned itin the lock, “You insiston knowing, 
Basil?" he asked in a low voice. 

yee 

“| am delighted,” he answered, smiling. Then he added, somewhat 
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harshly, “You are the one man in the world who is entitled to know 
everything about me, You have had more to do with my life than you 
think"; and, taking up the lamp, he opened the door and went in. A cold 
current of air passed them, and the light shot up for a moment in a flame 
of murky orange, He shuddered. "Shut the door behind you,” he whis- 
pered, as he placed the lamp on the able, 

Hallward glanced round him with a puzzled expression. The room 
looked as if it had not been lived in for years. A faded Flemish tapestry, a 
curtained picture, an old Italian cassone, and an almost empty book-case— 
that was all that it seemed to contain, besides chair and a table. As Dorian 
Gray was lighting a half-burned candle that was standing on the mantel- 
shelf, he saw that the whole place was covered with dust and that the 
‘carpet was in holes. A mouse ran scuffling behind the wainscoting. There 
was a damp odour of mildew. 

"'So you think that itis only God who sees the soul, Basil? Draw that 
curtain back, and you will see mine.” 

‘The voice that spoke was cold and cruel. * 
playing a part,” muttered Hallward, frowning. 

“You won't? Then I must do it myself,” said the young man, and he tore 
the curtain from its rod-and flung it on the ground. 

‘An exclamation of horror broke from the painter's lips as he saw in the 
dim light the hideous face on the canvas grinning at him. There was 
something in its expression that filled him with disgust and loathing, 
Good heavens! it was Dorian Gray's own face that he was looking at! The 
horror, whatever it was, had not yet entirely spoiled that marvellous 
beauty. There was still some gold in the thinning hair and some scarlet on 
the sensual mouth. The sodden eyes had kept something of the loveliness 
of their blue, the noble curves had not yet completely passed away from 
chiselled nostrils and from plastic throat, Yes, it was Dorian himself, But 
who had done it? He seemed to recognize his own brushwork, and the 
frame was his own design. The idea was monstrous, yet he felt afraid, He 
seized the lighted candle, and held it to the picture. In the left-hand 
corner was his own name, traced in long letters of bright vermilion. 

It was some foul parody, some infamous ignoble satire. He had never 
done that, Still, it was his own picture, He knew it, and he felt as if his 
blood had changed in a moment from fire to sluggish ice. His own 
picture! What did it mean? Why had it altered? He turned and looked at 
Dorian Gray with the eyes of a sick man. His mouth twitched, and his 
parched tongue seemed unable to articulate. He passed his hand across 
his forehead. It was dank with clammy sweat. 

‘The young man was leaning against the mantelshelf, watching him with 
that strange expression that one sees on the faces of those who are 
absorbed in a play when some great artist is acting, There was neither real 
sorrow in it nor real joy. There was simply the passion of the spectator, 
with perhaps a flicker of triumph in his eyes, He had taken the lower out 
of his coat, and was smelling it, or pretending to do so, 

“What does this mean?” cried Hallward, at last, His own voice sounded 
shrill and curious in his ears. 

“Years ago, when I was a boy,” said Dorian Gray, crushing the flower in 
his hand, “you met me, flattered me, and taught me to be vain of my good 
looks. One day you introduced me to a friend of yours, who explained to 
me the wonder of youth, and you finished a portrait of me that revealed to 


se 


‘ou are mad, Dorian, or 


‘THE PICTURE OF DORIAN GRAY 339 


me the wonder of beauty. In a mad moment that, even now, I don't know 
whether I regret or not, I made a wish, perhaps you would cal ita prayer, 


“I remember it! Oh, how well I remember it! No! the thing is impossi 
ble. The room is damp. Mildew has got into the canvas. The paints L used. 
had some wretched mineral poison in them. 1 tell you the thing is im- 
possible.” 

"Ah, what is impossible?” murmured the young man, going over to the 
window and leaning his forehead against the cold, mist-stained glass. 

“You told me you had destroyed it.” 

T was wrong, It has destroyed me.” 
“I don't believe it is my x 


ure. 
“Can't you see your ideal in it?" said Dorian bitterly. 

“My ideal, as you call it..." 

“As you called it.” 

“There was nothing evil in it, nothing shameful. You were to me such 
an ideal as I shall never meet again. This is the face of a satyr.” 

“Iti the face of my soul.” 

"Christ! whata thing I must have worshipped! It has the eyes of a devil.” 

“Each of us has heaven and hell in him, Basil,” cried Dorian with a wild 
gesture of despair. 

allward turned again to the portrait and gazed at it. "My God! If itis 
true,” he exclaimed, “and this is what you have done with your life, why, 
‘you must be worse even than those who talk against you fancy you to be! 
He held the light up again to the canvas and examined it, The surface 
seemed to be quite undisturbed and as he had left it. It was from within, 
apparently, that the foulness and horror had come. Through some 
strange quickening of inner life the leprosies of sin were slowly eating the 
thing away. The rotting of a corpse in a watery grave was not so fearful. 

His hand shook, and the candle fell from its socket on the floor and lay 
there sputtering. He placed his foot on it and put it out. Then he flung 
himself into the rickety chair that was standing by the table and buried his 
face in his hands. 

“Good God, Dorian, what a lesson! What an awful lesson!” There was 
no answer, but he could hear the young man sobbing at the window. 
“Pray, Dorian, pray," he murmured, "What is it that one was taught to say 
in one's boyhood? Lead us not into temptation. Forgive us our sins, Wash 
away our iniquities.’ Let us say that together. The prayer of your pride has 
been answered. The prayer of your repentance will be answered also. 1 
worshipped you too much. Iam punished for it. You worshipped yourself 
too much. We are both punished." 

Dorian Gray turned slowly around and looked at him with tear- 
dimmed eyes. “It is too late, Basil," he faltered. 

"tis never too late, Dorian, Let us kneel down and try if we cannot 
remember a prayer. Isn't there a verse somewhere, ‘Though your sins be 
scarlet, yet I will make them as white as snow'?” 

"Those words mean nothing to me now.” 
ushi Don't say that, You have done enough evilin your life. My God! 
Don't you see that accursed thing leering at us?” 
Dorian Gray glanced at the picture, and suddenly an uncontrollable 
feeling of hatred for Basil Hallward came over him, as though it had been 
~ suggested to him by the image on the canvas, whispered into his ear by 
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those grinning lips. The mad passions of a hunted animal stirred within 
him and he cathed the man who was seated at the table, more than in his 
whole life he had ever loathed anything. He glanced wildly around. 
Something glimmered on the top of the painted chest that faced him, His 
eye fell on it. He knew what it was. It was a knife that he had brought up, 
some days before, to cut a piece of cord, and had forgotten to take away 
with him, He moved slowly towards it, passing Hallward as he did so. As 
soon as he got behind him, he seized it and turned round, Hallward 
stirred in his chair as if he was going to rise. He rushed at him and dug the 
knife into the great vein that is behind the ear, crushing the man’s head 
down on the table and stabbing again and again, 

‘There was a stifled groan and the horrible sound of some one choking 
with blood. Three times the outstretched arms shot up convulsively, 
waving grotesque, stiff-fingered hands in the air. He stabbed him twice 
more, but the man did not move, Something began to trickle on the floor. 
He waited for a moment, still pressing the head down, Then he threw the 
knife on the table, and listened, 

He could hear nothing, but the drip, drip on the threadbare carpet. He 
opened the door and went out on the landing. The house was absolutely 
quiet. No one was about. For a few seconds he stood bending over the 
balustrade and peering down into the black seething well of darkness. 
Then he took out the key and returned to the room, locking himself in as 
he did so. 

‘The thing was still seated in the chair, straining over the table with 
bowed head, and humped back, and long fantastic arms. Had it not been 
for the red jagged tear in the neck and the clotted black pool that was 
slowly widening on the table, one would have said thatthe man was simply 
asleep. 

How quickly it had all been done! He felt strangely calm, and walking 
over to the window, opened it and stepped out on the balcony. The wind 
had blown the fog away, and the sky was like a monstrous peacock's tail, 
starred with myriads of golden eyes. He looked down and saw the police- 
man going his rounds and flashing the long beam of his lantern on the 
doors of the silent houses. The crimson spot of a prowling hansom 
gleamed at the corner and then vanished. A woman in a fluttering shawl 
Was creeping slowly by the railings, staggering as she went. Nowand then 
she stopped and peered back. Once, she began to sing in a hoarse voice, 
The policeman strolled over and said something to her. She stumbled 
away, laughing. A bitter blast swept across the square. The gaslamps 
flickered and became blue, and the leafless trees shook their black iron 
branches to and fro. He shivered and went back, closing the window 
behind him, 

Having reached the door, he turned the key and opened it. He did not 
even glance at the murdered man. He felt that the secret of the whole 
thing was not to realize the situation. The friend who had painted the fatal 
portrait to which all his misery had been due had gone out of his life. That 
was enough. 

‘Then he remembered the lamp. It was rather curious one of Moorish 
workmanship, made of dull silver inlaid with arabesques of burnished, 
steel, and studded with coarse turquoises. Perhaps it might be missed by 
his servant, and questions would be asked. He hesitated for a moment, 
then he turned back and took it from the table, Hee could not help seeing 
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the dead thing. How still it wast How horribly white the long hands 
looked! It was fike a dreadful wax image. j 

Having locked the door behind him, he crept quietly downstairs. The 
woodwork creaked and seemed to cry out as ifin pain. He stopped several 
times and waited. No: everything was still. It was merely the sound of his 
own footsteps. 

When he reached the library, he saw the bag and coat in the corner. 
‘They must be hidden away somewhere. He unlocked a secret press that 
wasin the wainscoting, a press in which he kept his own curious disguises, 
and put them into it. He could easily burn them afterwards. Then he 
pulled out his watch. It was twenty minutes to two, 

He sat down and began to think. Every year—every month, almost— 
men were strangled in England for what he had done, There had been a 
madness of murder in the air. Some red star had come too close to the 
earth, . . , And yet, what evidence was there against him? Basil Hallward 
had left the house at eleven. No one had seen him come in again. Most of 
the servants were-at Selby Royal. His valet had gone to bed. ... Paris! Yes: 
It was to Paris that Basil had gone, and by the midnight train, as he had 
intended. With his curious reserved habits, it would be months before any 
suspicions would be roused. Months! Everything could be destroyed long 
before then, 

‘A sudden thought struck him. He put on his fur coat and hat and went 
out into the hall. There he paused, hearing the slow heavy tread of the 
policeman on the pavement outside and seeing the flash of the bull's-eye 
reflected in the window. He waited and held his breath. 

‘After a few moments he drew back the latch and slipped out, shutting 
the door very gently behind him, Then he began ringing the bell. In about 
five minutes his valet appeared, half-dressed and looking very drowsy. 

“Tam sorry to have had to wake you up, Francis,” he said, stepping in; 
“but I had forgotten my latch-key. What time is it?” 

Ten minutes past two, sir," answered the man, looking at the clock and 
blinking, 

"Ten minutes past two? How horribly late! You must wake me at nine 
to-morrow. I have some work to do, 

All right, sit.” 

“Did any one call this evening?” 

"Mr, Hallward, sir. He stayed here till eleven, and then he went away to 
catch his train.” 

“Oh! I am sorry I didn't see him. Did he leave any message?” 

“No, sir, except that he would write to you from Paris, if he did not find 
you at the club,” s 

“That will do, Francis. Don't forget to call me at nine to-morrow. 

‘No, sit." 

‘The man shambled down the passage in his slippers 

Dorian Gray threw his hat and coat upon the table and passed into the 
library. For a quarter of an hour he walked up and down the room, biting 
his lip and thinking, Then he took down the Blue Book from one of the 
shelves and began to turn over the leaves. “Alan Campbell, 152, Hertford 
Street, Mayfair.” Yes; that was the man he wanted. 
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CHAPTER FOURTEEN 


‘At nine o'clock the next morning his servant came in with a cup of 
chocolate on a tray and opened the shutters. Dorian was sleeping quite 
peacefully, lying on his right side, with one hand underneath his cheek. 
He looked like a boy who had been tired out with play, or study. 

“The man had to touch him twice on the shoulder before he woke, and as 
he opened his eyes a faint smile passed across his lips, as though he had 
been lost in some delightful dream. Yet he had not dreamed at all, His 
night had been untroubled by any images of pleasure or of pain, But 
youth smiles without any reason, It is one of its chiefest charms, 

He turned round, and leaning upon his elbow, began to sip his choco- 
late, The mellow November sun came streaming into the room. The sky 
was bright, and there was a genial warmth in the air. It was almost like a 
‘morning in May. 

Gradually the events of the preceding night crept with silent, blood- 
stained feet into his brain and reconstructed themselves there with terri- 
ble distinctness, He winced at the memory of all that he had suffered, and 
for a moment the same curious feeling of loathing for Basil Hallward that 
had made him kill him as he satin the chair came back to him, and he grew 
cold with passion. The dead man was still sitting there, too, and in the 
sunlight now. How horrible that was! Such hideous things were for the 
darkness, not for the day, 

He felt that if he brooded on what he had gone through he would 
sicken or grow mad. There were sins whose fascination was more in the 
memory than in the doing of them, strange triumphs that gratified the 
pride more than the passions, and gave to the intellect a quickened sense 
of joy, greater than any joy they brought, or could ever bring, to the 
senses. But this was not one of them, It was a thing to be driven out of the 
mind, to be drugged with poppies, to be strangled lest it might strangle 
one itself, 

‘When the half-hour struck, he passed his hand across his forehead, and 
then got up hastily and dressed himself with even more than his usual 
care, giving a good deal of attention to the choice of his necktie and 
scarfpin and changing his rings more than once. He spenta long time also 
over breakfast, tasting the various dishes, talking to his valet about some 
nev liveries that he was thinking of getting made for the servantsat Selby, 
and going through his correspondence. At some of the letters, he smiled, 
‘Three of them bored him. One he read several times over and then tore 
up with a slight look of annoyance in his face. “That awful thing, a 
woman's memory!” as Lord Henry had once said. 

After he had drunk his cup of black coffee, he wiped his lips slowly with 
a napkin, motioned to his servant to wait, and going over to the table, sat 
down and wrote two letters. One he put in his pocket, the other he handed 
to the valet. 

__ “Take this round to 152, Hertford Street, Francis, and if Mr. Campbell 
is out of town, get his address." 
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‘As soon as he was alone, he lit a cigarette and began sketching upon a 
iece of paper, drawing first flowers and bits of architecture, and then 
uman faces. Suddenly he remarked that every face that he drew seemed 
tohave a fantasticlikeness to Basil Hallward. He frowned, and getting up, 
went over to the book-case and took out a volume at hazard. He was 
determined that he would not think about what had happened until it 
became absolutely necessary that he should do so. 

When he had stretched himself on the sofa, he looked at the title-page 
of the book. It was Gautier’s Emaux et Cainées, Charpentier’s Japanese- 
paper edition, with the Jacquemart etching. The binding was of citron- 
green leather, with a design of gilt trellis-work and dotted pomegranates, 
It had been given to him by Adrian Singleton. As he turned over the 
pages, his eye fell on the poem about the hand of Lacenaire, the cold 
yellow hand "du supplice encore mal lavée,” with its downy red hairs and its 
“doigts de faune.” He glanced at his own white taper fingers, shuddering 
slightly in spite of himself, and passed on, till he came to those lovely 
stanzas upon Venice: 


Sur une gamme chromatique, 
Le sein de perles ruisselant, 
La Vénus de l'Adriatique 
‘Sort de l'eau son corps rose et Blanc. 


Ee fis ater dae 
unt la phrase au pur contour, 
Stnflnt come des gorges rondes 

ue soulève un soupir d'amour, 


L'esquif aborde et me dépose, 
‘anton ona ee 

Diani une façade rost, 
Ser le mate dun exalirr: 


How exquisite they were! As one read them, one seemed to be floating 
down the green water-ways of the pink and pearl city, seated in a black 
ondola with silver prow and trailing curtains. The mere lines looked to 
fim like those straight lines of turquoise-blue that follow one as one 
pushes out to the Lido. The sudden flashes of colour reminded him of the 
gleam of the opal-and-iris-throated birds that flutter round the tall hon- 
eycombed Campanile, or stalk, with such stately grace, through the dim, 
dust-stained arcades. Leaning back with half-closed eyes, he kept saying 
over and over to himself: 


Devant une facade rose, 
Sur le marbre d'un escalier. 


“The whole of Venice was in those two lines. He remembered the autumn 
that he had passed there, and a wonderful love that had stirred him to 
‘mad delightful follies. There was romance in every place. But Venice, like 
‘Oxford, had kept the background for romance, and, to the true romanti 

background was everything, or almost everything. Basil had been wit 
him part of the time, and had gone wild over Tintoret. Poor Basil! Whata 


h horrible way for a man to 
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He sighed, and took up the volume again, and tried to forget. He read 
of the swallows that fly in and out of the litle café at Smyrna where the 
Hadiis sit counting their amber beads and the turbaned merchants smoke 
their long tasselled pipes and talk gravely to each other; he read of the 
Obelisk in the Place de la Concorde that weeps tears of granite in its lonely 
sunless exile and longs to be back by the hot, lotus-covered Nile, where 
there are Sphinxes, and rose-red ibises, and white vultures with gilded 
claws, and crocodiles with small beryl eyes that crawl over the green 
steaming mud; he began to brood over those verses which, drawing music 
from kiss-stained marble, tell of that curious statue that Gautier compares 
toa contralto voice, the “monstre charmant” that couches in the porphyry- 
room of the Louvre, But after a time the book fell from his hand. He grew 
nervous, and a horrible fit of terror came over him. What if Alan Camp- 
bell should be out of England? Days would elapse before he could come 
back. Perhaps he might refuse to come, What could he do then? Every 
‘moment was of vital importance. 

‘They had been great friends once, five years before—almost insepa- 
rable, indeed. Then the intimacy had come suddenly to an end. When 
they met in society now, it was only Dorian Gray who smiled: Alan 
‘Campbell never did. 

He was an extremely clever young man, though he had no real appre- 
ation of the visible arts, and whatever litle sense of the beauty of poetry 
he possessed he had gained entirely from Dorian. His dominant intellec- 
tual passion was for science. At Cambridge he had spent a great deal of his 
time working in the laboratory, and had taken a good class in the Natural 
Science Tripos of his year. Indeed, he was still devoted to the study of 
chemistry, and had a laboratory of his own in which he used to shut 
himself up all day long, greatly to the annoyance of his mother, who had 
set her heart on his standing for Parliament and had a vague idea that a 
chemist was a person who made up prescriptions, He was an excellent 
musician, however, as well, and played both the violin and the piano 
better than most amateurs. In fact, it was music that had first brought him 
and Dorian Gray together—music and that indefinable attraction that 
Dorian seemed to be able to exercise whenever he wished—and, indeed, 
exercised often without being conscious of it. They had met at Lady 
Berkshire’s the night that Rubinstein played there, and after that used to 
be always seen together at the opera and wherever good music was going 
on. For eighteen months their intimacy lasted. Campbell was always 
either at Selby Royal or in Grosvenor Square. To him, as to many others, 
Dorian Gray was the type of everything that is wonderful and fascinating 
in life, Whether or not a quarrel had taken place between them no one 
ever knew, But suddenly people remarked that they scarcely spoke when 
they met and that Campbell seemed always to go away early from any 
party at which Dorian Gray was present He had changed, too—was 
strangely melancholy at times, appeared almost to dislike hearing music, 
and would never himself play, giving as his excuse, when he was called 
upon, that he was so absorbed in science that he had no time left in which 
to practise, And this was certainly true, Every day he seemed to become 
‘more interested in biology, and his name appeared once or twice in some 
of the scientific reviews in connection with certain curious experiments. 

‘This was the man Dorian Gray was waiting for. Every second he kept 
glancing at the clock. As the minutes went by he became horribly agitated. 
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Atlast he got up and began to pace up and down the room, looking like a 
beautiful caged thing. He took long stealthy strides, His hands were 
curiously cold. 

The suspense became unbearable, Time seemed to him to be crawling 
with feet of lead, while he by monstrous winds was being swept towards 
the jagged edge of some black cleft of precipice, He knew what was 
waiting for him there; saw it, indeed, and, shuddering, crushed with dank 
hands his burning lids as though he would have robbed the very brain of 
sight and driven the eyeballs back into their cave. It was useless. The brain 
had its own food on which it battened, and the imagination, made grotes- 
que by terror, twisted and distorted asa living thing by pain, danced like 
some foul puppet on a stand and grinned through moving masks. Then, 
suddenly, time stopped for him, Yes: that blind, slow-breathing thing 
crawled no more, and horrible thoughts, time being dead, raced nimbly 
on in front, and dragged a hideous future from its grave, and showed it to 
him. He stared at it. Its very horror made him stone. 

‘At last the door opened and his servant entered. He turned glazed eyes 
upon him. 

“Mr. Campbell, sir,” said the man, 

Assigh of relief broke from his parched lips, and the colour came back to 
is cheeks, 

‘Ask him to comein at once, Francis,” He felt that he was himselfagain. 
His mood of cowardice had passed away. 

The man bowed and retired. Ina few moments, Alan Campbell walked 
in, looking very stern and rather pale, his pallor being intensified by his 
coal-black hair and dark eyebrows. 

“Alan! This is kind of you. I thank you for coming.” 

"T had intended never to enter your house again, Gray. But you said it 
was a matter of life and death.” His voice was hard and cold. He spoke 
with slow deliberation. There was a look of contempt in the steady 
searching gaze that he turned on Dorian. He kept his hands in the pockets 
of his Astrakhan coat, and seemed not to have noticed the gesture with 
which he had been greeted. 

“Yes: itis a matter of life and death, Alan, and to more than one person. 
Sit down.” 

Campbell took a chair by the table, and Dorian sat opposite to him. The 
two men's eyes met, In Dorian’s there was infinite pity. He knew that what 
he was going to do was dreadful. 

"After a strained moment of silence, he leaned across and said, very 
quietly, but watching the effect of each word upon the face of him he had 
sent for, "Alan, in a locked room at the top of this house, a room to which 
nobody but myself has access, a dead man is seated at a table, He has been 
dead ten hours now. Don't stir, and don't look at me like that. Who the 
man is, why he died, how he died, are matters that do not concern you. 
What you have to do is this—" 

“Stop, Gray. I don't want to know anything further. Whether what you 
have told me is true or not true doesn't concern me, | entirely decline to be 
mixed up in your life, Keep your horrible secrets to yourself, They don't 
interest me any more.” 

‘Alan, they will have to interest you. This one will have to interest you. 1 
am awfully sorry for you, Alan. But I can't help myself. You are the one 
gman who is able to save me, Lam forced to bring you into the matter. I 
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have no option. Alan, you are scientific. You know about chemistry and 
things of that kind. You have made experiments. What you have got to do 
is destroy the thing that is upstairs—to destroy itso that not a vestige of it 
will be left, Nobody saw this person come into the house. Indeed, at the 
present moment he is supposed to be in Paris. He will not be missed for 
months. When he is missed, there must be no trace of him found here. 
‘You, Alan, you must change him, and everything that belongs to him, into. 
a handful of ashes that 1 may scatter in the ai." 
“You are mad, Dorian.” 

‘Ah! I was waiting for you to call me Dorian.” 

“You are mad, I tell you—mad to imagine that I would raise a finger to 
help you, mad to make this monstrous confession, I will have nothing to 
do with this matter, whatever it is. Do you think I am going to peril my 
reputation for you? What it is to me what devil’s work you are up to?” 

“It was suicide, Alan.” 

“Lam glad of that. But who drove hi 

“Do you still refuse to do this for me’ 

“Of course I refuse. I will have absolutely nothing to do with it, I don't 
care what shame comes on you. You deserve itali, I should not be sorry to 
see you disgraced, publicly disgraced, How dare you ask me, of all men in 
the world, to mix myself up in this horror? I should have thought you 
knew more about people's characters. Your friend Lord Henry Wotton 
can't have taught you much about psychology, whatever else he has 
taught you. Nothing will induce me to stir a step to help you, You have 
come to the wrong man. Go to some of your friends, Don't come to me.” 

“Alan, it was murder, I killed him. You don't know what he had made 
me suffer. Whatever my life is, he had more to do with the making or the 
marring of it than poor Harry has had. He may not have intended it, the 
result was the same.” 

“Murder! Good God, Dorian, is that what you have come to? I shall 
not inform upon you, It is not my business. Besides, without my stirring 
in the matter, you are certain to be arrested. Nobody ever commits 
a crime without doing something stupid. But I will have nothing to do 
with it.” 

“You must have something to do with it. Wait, wait a moment; listen to 
me. Only listen, Alan. All 1 ask of you is to perform a certain scientific 
experiment. You go to hospitals and dead-houses, and the horrors that 
you do there don’t affect you. Ifin some hideous dissecting-room or fetid 
laboratory you found this man lying on a leaden table with red gutters 
scooped out in it for the blood to flow through, you would simply look 
upon him as an admirable subject. You would not turn a hair. You would 
not believe that you were doing anything wrong, On the contrary, you 
‘would probably feel that you were benefiting the human race, or increas- 
ing the sum of knowledge in the world, or gratifying intellectual curiosity, 
or something of that kind. What I want you to dois merely what you have 
often done before, Indeed, to destroy a body must be far less horrible 
than what you are accustomed to work at. And, remember, itis the only 
piece of evidence against me. If it is discovered, 1 am lost; and itis sure to 
be discovered unless you help me.” 

“I have no desire to help you. You forget that. I am simply indifferent 
to the whole thing. It has nothing to-do with me.” 

“Alan, I entreat you. Think of the position 1 am in, Just before you. 
came I almost fainted with terror. You may know terror yourself some 
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day. No! don't think of that. Look at the matter purely from the scientific 
point of view. You don't inquire where the dead things on which you 
experiment come from. Don't inquire now. I have told you too much as it 
is. But T beg of you to do this: We were friends once, Alan.” 

“Don't speak about those days, Dorian—they are dead.” 

“The dead linger sometimes. The man upstairs will not go away. He is 
sitting at the able with bowed head and oustretched arms. Alan! Alan! If 
you don't come to my assistance, 1 am ruined. Why, they will hang me, 
Klant Donie yon'underatand? They will hang me for what T have done.” 

“There is no good in prolonging this scene. I absolutely refuse to do 
anything in the matter, It is insane of you to ask me.” 

“You refuse?” 

“Yes.” 

“1 entreat you, Alan.” 

“It is useless." 

The same look of pity came into Dorian Gray's eyes. Then he stretched 
out his hand, took a piece of paper, and wrote something on it. He read it 
‘over twice, folded it carefully, and pushed itacrossthe table, Having done 
this, he got up and went over to the window 

‘Campbell looked at him in surprise, and then took up the paper, and 
opened it. As he read it, his face became ghastly pale and he fell back in his 
chair, A horrible sense of sickness came over him. He felt as if his heart 
was beating itself to death in some empty hollow. 

‘After two or three minutes of terriblessilence, Dorian turned round and 
came and stood behind him, putting his hand upon his shoulder, 

“I am so sorry for you, Alan,” he muttered, “but you leave me no 
alternative. I have a letter written already. Here itis. You see the address. 
Ifyou don't help me, 1 must send it, If you don’t help me, I will send it. 
You know what the result will be. But you are going to help me. It is 
impossible for you to refuse now. I tried to spare you. You will do me the 
justice to admit that. You were stern, harsh, offensive. You treated me as 
hho man has ever dared to treat me—no living man, at any rate. I bore itall. 
Now itis for me to dictate terms.” 

‘Campbell buried his face in his hands, and a shudder passed through 
him. 

“Yes, itis my turn to dictate terms, Alan. You know what they are. The 
thing is quite simple. Come, don’t work yourself into this fever. The thing 
has to be done. Face it, and do it.” 

‘A groan broke from Campbell's lips and he shivered all over. The 
ticking of the clock on the mantelpiece seemed to him to be dividing ime 
into separate atoms of agony, each of which was too terrible to be borne- 
He feltasif an iron ring was being slowly tightened round his forehead, as 
ifthe disgrace with which he was threatened had already come upon him. 
‘The hand upon his shoulder weighed like a hand of lead. It was intoler- 
able. It seemed to crush him. 

‘Come, Alan, you must decide at once,” 
‘I cannot do it," he said, mechanically, as though words could alter 
things. 

“You must. You have no choice. Don't delay." k 

He hesitated a moment. "Is there a fire in the room upstairs?” 


k “Yes, there is a gas-fire with asbestos." 


I shall have to go home and get some things from the laboratory.” 
“No, Alan, you must not leave the house. Write out on a sheet of 


ale 
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notepaper what you want and my servant will take a cab and bring the 
things back to you.” 

Campbell scrawled a few lines, blowed them, and addressed an en- 
velope to his assistant. Dorian took the note up and read ìt carefully. Then 
he rang the bell and gave it to his valet, with orders to return as soon as 
possible and to bring the things with him. 

‘As the hall door shut, Campbell started nervously, and having got up 
from the chair, went over to the chimney-piece. He was shivering with a 
kind of ague. For nearly twenty minutes, neither of the men spoke. A fly 
buzzed noisily about the room, and the ticking of the clock was like the 
beat of a hammer. 

‘As the chime struck one, Campbell turned round, and looking at 
Dorian Gray, saw that his eyes were filled with tears. There was something 
in the purity and refinement of that sad face that seemed to enrage him. 
“You are infamous, absolutely infamous!" he muttered. 

“Hush, Alan. You have saved my life,” said Dorian 

“Your life? Good heavens! what a life that is! You have gone from 
corruption to corruption, and now you have culminated in crime. In 
doing what I am going to do—what you force me to do—it is not of your 
Tife that I am thinking.” 

“Ah, Alan,” murmured Dorian with a sigh, “I wish you had a 
thousandth part of the pity for me that I have for you.” He turned away as 
he spoke and stood looking out at the garden. Campbell made no answer. 

After about ten minutes a knock came to the door, and the servant 
entered, carrying a large mahogany chest of chemicals, with a long coil of 
steel and platinum wire and two rather curiously shaped iron clamps. 

“Shall I leave the things here, sir?” he asked Campbell. 

“Yes,” said Dorian, “And 1 am afraid, Francis, that 1 have another 
errand for you, What is the name of the man at Richmond who supplies 
Selby with orchids?” 

‘Harden, sir. 

“Yes—Harden, You must go down to Richmond at once, see Harden 
personally, and tell him to send twice as many orchids.as I ordered, and to 
have as few white ones as possible, In fact, I don't want any white ones. It is 
a lovely day, Francis, and Richmond is a very pretty place—otherwise, I 
‘wouldn't bother you about 

“No trouble, sir. At what time shall I be bac 

Dorian looked at Campbell. “How long will your experiment take, 
Alan?" he said in a calm indifferent voice, The presence of a third person 
in the room seemed to give him extraordinary courage. 

Campbell frowned and bit his lip. “It will take about five hours,” he 
answered. 

“Tt will be time enough, then, if you are back at half-past seven, Francis. 
Or stay: just leave my things out for dressing. You can have the evening to 
yourself. I am not dining at home, so I shall not want you." 

“Thank you, sir,” said the man, leaving the room. 

“Now, Alan, there is nota moment to be lost, How heavy this chest is! I'l 
take it for you. You bring the other things.” He spoke rapidly and in an 
authoritative manner. Campbell felt dominated by him, They left the 
room together. 

When they reached the top landing, Dorian took out the key and 
‘turned itin the lock. Then he stopped, and a troubled look came into his 


‘THE PICTURE OF DORIAN GRAY a9 


eyes, He shuddered, "I don’t think I can go in, Alan,” he murmured. 

"It is nothing to me. I don't require you,” said Campbell coldly. 

Dorian half opened the door. As he did so, he saw the face of his 
portrait leering in the sunlight. On the floor in front of it the torn curtain 
was lying. He remembered that the night before he had forgotten, for the 
first time in his life, to hide the fatal canvas, and was about to rush 
forward, when he drew back with a shudder. 

‘What was that loathsome red dew that gleamed, wet and glistening, on 
‘one of the hands, as though the canvas had sweated blood? How horrible 
itwas!—more horrible, it seemed to him for the moment, than the silent 
thing that he knew was stretched across the table, the thing whose gro- 
tesque misshapen shadow on the spotted carpet showed him that it had 
not stirred, but was still there, as he had left it. 

He heaved a deep breath, opened the door a little wider, and with 
half-closed eyes and averted head, walked quickly in, determined that he 
would nor look even once upon the dead man. Then, stooping down and 
taking up the gold-and-purple hanging, he flung it right over the picture. 

‘There he stopped, feeling afraid to turn round, and his eyes fixed 
themselves on the intricacies of the pattern before him. He heard Camp- 
bell bringing in the heavy chest, and the irons, and the other things thathe 
had required for his dreadful work. He began to wonder if he and Basil 
Hallward had ever met, and, if so, what they had thought of each other. 

“Leave me now,” said a stern voice behind him. 

He turned and hurried out, just conscious that the dead man had been 
thrust back into the chair and that Campbell was gazing into a glistening 
yellow face. As he was going downstairs, he heard the key being turned in 
the lock. 

Tt was long after seven when Campbell came back into the library, He 
was pale, but absolutely calm. “I have done what you asked me to do,” he 
muttered. “And now, good-bye. Let us never see each other again 

“You have saved me from ruin, Alan. I cannot forget that,” said Dorian 
simply. 

As soon as Campbell had left, he went upstairs, There was a horrible 
smell of nitricacid in the room. But the thing that had been sitting at the 
table was gone. 


CHAPTER FIFTEEN 


‘That evening, at eight-thirty, exquisitely dressed and wearing a large 
button-hole of Parma violets, Dorian Gray was ushered into Lady Narbor- 
ough's drawing-room by bowing servants, His forehead was throbbing 
with maddened nerves, and he felt wildly excited, but his manner as he 
bent over his hostess’s hand was as easy and graceful as ever. Perhaps one 
never seems so much at one’s ease as when one has to play a part. Certainly 
ho one looking at Dorian Gray that night could have believed that he had 
passed through a tragedy as horrible as any tragedy of our age. Those 
finely shaped fingers could never have clutched a knife for sin, nor those 
smiling lips have cried out on God and goodness. He himself could not 
À help wondering at the calm of his demeanour, and for a moment felt 
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keenly the terrible pleasure of a double 

Tı wasa small party, got up rather in a hurry by Lady Narborough, who 
was a very clever woman with what Lord Henry used to describe as the 
remains of really remarkable ugliness. She had proved an excellent wife 
to one of our most tedious ambassadors, and having buried her husband 
properly in a marble mausoleum, which she had herself designed, and 
married off her daughters ta some rich, rather elderly men, she devoted 
herself now to the pleasures of French fiction, French cookery, and 
French esprit when she could get it. 

Dorian was one of her especial favourites, and she always told him that 
she was extremely glad she had not met him in early life. “I know, my 
dear, I should have fallen madly in love with you,” she used to say, “and 
thrown my bonnet right over the mills for your sake. It is most fortunate 
that you were not thought of at the time, As it was, our bonnets were 50 
‘unbecoming, and the mills were so occupied in trying to raise the wind, 
that I never had even a flirtation with anybody. However, that was all 
Narborough’s fault, He was dreadfully short-sighted, and there is no 
pleasure in taking in a husband who never sees anything 

Her guests this evening were rather tedious. The fact was, as she 
explained to Dorian, behind a very shabby fan, one: of her mai 
daughters had come up quite suddenly to stay with her, and, to make 
matters worte, had actually brought her husband with her. “I think itis 
‘most unkind of her, my dear,” she whispered. "Of course I go and stay 
with them every summer after 1 come from Homburg, but then an old 
woman like me must have fresh air sometimes, and besides, I really wake 
them up. You don't know what an existence they lead down there. It is 
pure unadulterated country life. They get up early, because they have so 
much to do, and go to bed early, because they have so litle to think about. 
‘There has not been a scandal in the neighbourhood since the time of 
Queen Elizabeth, and consequently they all fall asleep after dinner. 
sha'n't sit next either of them. You shall sit by me and amuse me 

Dorian murmured a graceful compliment and looked round the room, 
‘Yes: it was certainly a tedious party. Two of the people he had never seen 
before, and the others consisted of Ernest Harrowden, one of those 
middle-aged mediocrities so common in London clubs who have no 
enemies, but are thoroughly disliked by their friends; Lady Ruxton, an 
overdressed woman of forty-seven, with a hooked nose, who was always 
trying to get herself compromised, but was so peculiarly plain that to her 
great disappointment no one would ever believe anything against her; 
Mrs. Erlynne, a pushing nobody, with a delightful lisp and Venetian-red 
hair; Lady Alice Chapman, his hostess’s daughter, a dowdy dull girl, with 
one of those characteristic British faces that, once seen, are never remem- 
bered; and her husband, a red-cheeked, white-whiskered creature who, 
like so many of his class, was under the impression that inordinate joviality 
can atone for an entire lack of ideas. 

He was rather sorry he had come, till Lady Narborough, looking at the 
great ormolu gilt clock that sprawled in gaudy curves on the mauve- 
raped mantelshelf, exclaimed “How horrid of Henry Wotton to he so 
late! T sent round to him this morning on chance and he promised 
faithfully not to disappoint me- 

twas some consolation that Harry was to be there, and when the door 
opened and he heard his slow musical voice lending charm to some 
insincere apology, he ceased to feel bored. 
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But at dinner he could not eat anything. Plate after plate went away 
untasted. Lady Narborough kept scolding him for what she called “im 
insult to poor Adolphe, who invented the menu specially for you,” and 
now and then Lord Henry looked across at him, wondering at his silence 
and abstracted manner. From time to time the butler filled his glass with 
‘champagne. He drank eagerly, and his thirst seemed to increase. 

“Dorian,” said Lord Henry at last, as the chaud-froid was being handed 
round, “what is the matter with you to-night? You are quite out of sorts. 

“I believe he is in love,” cried Lady Narborough, “and that he is afraid 
totell me for fear I should be jealous. He is quite right. [certainly should.” 

“Dear Lady Narborough,” murmured Dorian, smiling, “I have not 
been in love for a whole week—not, in fact, since Madame de Ferrol left 
town.” 

“How you men can fall in love with that woman!” exclaimed the old 
lady. “I really cannot understand it. 

“It is simply because she remembers you when you were a little girl, 
Lady Narborough,” said Lord Henry: "She is the one link between us and 
your short frocks.” 

"She does not remember my short frocks at all, Lord Henry. But 1 
remember her very well at Vienna thirty years ago, and how décolletée she 
was then.” 

“She is still décolleté," he answered, taking an olive in his long fingers; 
“and when she is in a very smart gown she looks like an édition de lixe of a 
bad French novel. She is really wonderful, and full of surprises. Her 
capacity for family affection is extraordinary. When her third husband 
died, her hair turned quite gold from grief.” 

“How can you, Harry!” cried Dorian, 

“Itis a most romantic explanation,” laughed the hostess, “But her third 
husband, Lord Henry! You don't mean to say Ferrol is the fourth?” 

“Certainly, Lady Narborough. 

“I don't believe a word of it.” 

“Well, ask Mr. Gray, He is one of her most intimate friends.” 

“Is it true, Mr. Gray? 

“She assures me so, Lady Narborough," said Dorian, “I asked her 
whether, like Marguerite de Navarre, she had their hearts embalmed and 
hungat her girdle. She told me she didn't, because none of them had had 
any hearts at all.” 

“Four husbands! Upon my word that is trop de zle. 

“Trop d'audace, 1 tell her,” said Dorian. 

“Oh! she is audacious enough for anything, my dear. And what is 
Ferrol like? I don't know him.” 
the husbands of very beautiful women belong to the criminal classes,” 
said Lord Henry, sipping his wine. 

‘Lady Narborough hit him with her fan. “Lord Henry, I am not at all 
surprised that the world says that you are extremely wicked.” 

"But what world says that?” asked Lord Henry, elevating his eyebrow: 
“It can only be the next world. This world and I are on excellent terms. 

“Everybody 1 know says you are very wicked,” cried the old lady, 
shaking her head, 

Lord Henry looked serious for some moments. “It is perfectly mon- 
strous,” he said at last, “the way people go about nowadays saying things 
against one behind one’s back that are absolutely and entirely true.” 

Isn't he incorrigible?" cried Dorian, leaning forward in his chair. 
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“I hope so,” said his hostess, laughing. “But really, if you all worship 
Madame de Ferrol in this ridiculous way, I shall have to marry again so as 
to be in the fashion.” 

“You will never marry again, Lady Narborough,” broke in Lord Henry, 
“You were far too happy. When a woman marries again, it is because she 
detested her first husband. When a man marries again, it is because he 
adored his first wife. Women try their luck; men risk theirs.” 

“Narborough wasn't perfect,” cried the old lady. 

"If he had been, you would not have loved him, my dear lady," was the 
rejoinder. “Women love us for our defects. If we have enough of them, 
they will forgive us everything, even our intellects. You will never ask me 
to dinner again after saying this, I am afraid, Lady Narborough, but it is 
quite true.” 

“Of course it is true, Lord Henry. If we women did not love you for 
your defects, where would you all be? Not one of you would ever be 
married. You would be a set of unfortunate bachelors. Not, however, that 
that would alter you much. Nowadays all the married men live like 
bachelors, and all the bachelors like married men.” 

“Fin de siècle," murmured Lord Henry. 

‘Fin du globe,” answered his hostess. 

'I wish it were fin du globe,” said Dorian with a sigh. “Life is a great 
disappointment.” 

“Ah, my dear,” cried Lady Narborough, putting on her gloves, “don't 
tell me that you have exhausted life. When a man says that one knows that 
life has exhausted him, Lord Henry is very wicked, and I sometimes wish 
that I had been; but you are made to be good—you look so good, I must 
find you a nice wife. Lord Henry, don't you think that Mr, Gray should 
get married?” 

‘am always telling him so, Lady Narborough,” said Lord Henry with a 
bow. 

“Well, we must look out for a suitable match for him. I shall go through 
Debrett carefully to-night and draw out a list of all the eligible young 
ladies.” 

“With their ages, Lady Narborough?” asked Dorian. 

“Of course, with their ages, slightly edited. But nothing must be done in 
aburry. Iwantitto be what The Morning Post calls a suitable alliance, and I 
want you both to be happy.” 

“What nonsense people talk about happy marriages!" exclaimed Lord 
Henry. "A man can be happy with any woman, as long as he does not love 

er 

“Ah! what a cynic you are!” cried the old lady, pushing back her chair 
and nodding to Lady Ruxton. “You must come and dine with me soon 
again. You are really an admirable tonic, much better than what Sir 
Andrew prescribes for me. You must tell me what people you would like 
to meet, though. 1 want it to be a delightful gathering.” 

“I like men who have a future and women who have a past,” he 
answered. “Or do you think that would make it a petticoat party?” 

“I fear so,” she said, laughing, as she stood up. “A thousand pardons, 
my dear Lady Ruxton," she added, “I didn't see you hadn't finished your 
cigarette. 

"Never mind, Lady Narborough. I smoke a great deal too much. Iam 
going to limit myself, for the future.” 
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“Pray don't, Lady Ruxton," said Lord Henry, "Moderation is a fatal 
thing. Enough isas bad asa meal, More than enough is as good asa feast. 

Lady Ruxton glanced at him curiously. "You must come and explain 
that to me some afternoon, Lord Henry. It sounds a fascinating theory,” 
she murmured, as she swept out of the room. 

“Now, mind you don't stay too long over your politics and scandal,” 
cried Lady Narborough from the door. “If you do, we are sure to squab- 
ble upstairs.” 

‘The men laughed, and Mr. Chapman got up solemnly from the foot of 
the table and came up to the top. Dorian Gray changed his seat and went 
and sat by Lord Henry. Mr. Chapman began to talk in a loud voice about 
the situation in the House of Commons. He guffawed at his adversaries, 
‘The word doctrinaire—word full of terror to the British mind—reap- 
peared from time to time between his explosions. An alliterative prefix 
Served as an ornament of oratory. He hoisted the Union Jack on the 
pinnacles of thought. The inherited stupidity of the race—sound English 
common sense he oval termed iwas shown to be the proper bulwark: 

for society. 

A smile curved Lord Henry's lips, and he turned round and looked at 
Dorian, 

Te you better, my dear fellow?” he asked. “You seemed rather out of 
sorts at dinner,” 

“Lam quite well, Harry, I am tired. That is all.” 

“You were charming last night. The little duchess is quite devoted to 
you, She tells me she is going down to Selby. 

"She has promised to come on the twentieth, 

“Is Monmouth to be there, too?" 

“Oh, yes, Harry.” 

“He bores me dreadfully, almost as much as he bores her. She is very 
clever, too clever for a woman. She lacks the indefinable charm of weak- 
ness. It is the feet of clay that make the gold of the image precious. Her 
feet are very pretty, but they are not feet of clay. White porcelain feet, if 
you like. They have been through the fire, and what fire does not destroy, 
it hardens. She has had experiences. 

“How long has she been married?” asked Dorian, 

“An eternity, she tells me, I believe, according to the peerage, it is ten 
years, but ten years with Monmouth must have been like eternity, with 
time thrown in. Who else is coming?” 

“Oh, the Willoughbys, Lord Rugby and his wife, our hostess, Geoffrey 
Clouston, the usual set. I have asked Lord Grotrian.” 

“I like him,” said Lord Henry. "A great many people don't, but 1 find 
him charming. He atones for being occasionally somewhat overdressed 
by being always absolutely over-educated. He is a very modern type.” 

I don't know if he will be able to come, Harry, He may have to go to 
Monte Carlo with his father." 

“Abt what a nuisance people's people are! Try and make him come. By 
the way, Dorian, you ran off very early last night, You left before eleven. 
What did you do afterwards? Did you go straight home?” 

Dorian glanced at him hurriedly and frowned. 

“No, Harty,” he said at last, "IL did not get home till nearly thre 

“Did you go to the club?" 

“Yes,” he answered. Then he bit hislip. “No, 1 don't mean that, I didn't 
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goto the club, I walked about. I forget what I did. ,, , How inquisitive you 
are, Harry! You always want to know what one has been doing. I always 
want to forget what I have been doing, I came in at half-past two, if you 
wish to know the exact time. I had left my latch-key at home, and my 
servant had to let me in. If you want any corroborative evidence on the 
subject, you can ask him.” r 

Lord Henry shrugged his shoulders, “My dear fellow, as if I cared! Let 
us go up to the drawing-room, No sherry, thank you, Mr. Chapman, 
Something has happened to you, Dorian. Tell me what it is. You are not 
Yourself to-night.” 

“Don't mind me, Harry. I am irritable, and out of temper. I shall come 
round and see you to-morrow, or next day. Make my excuses to Lady 
Narborough. I sha'n't go upstairs. I shall go home. I must go home.” 

“All right, Dorian. I dare say I shall see you to-morrow at tea-time, The 
duchess is coming.” 

“I will try to be there, Harry,” he said, leaving the room. As he drove 
back to his own house, he was conscious that the sense of terror he 
thought he had strangled had come back to him, Lord Henry's casual 
questioning had made him lose his nerves for the moment, and he wanted 
his nerve still. Things that were dangerous had to be destroyed. He 
winced. He hated the idea of even touching them, 

Yet it had to be done. He realized that, and when he had locked the 
door of his library, he opened the secret press into which he had thrust 
Basil Hallward's coat and bag. A huge fire was blazing. He piled another 
log on it. The smell of the singeing clothes and burning leather was 
horrible. Ittook him three-quarters of an hour to consume everything. At 
the end he felt faint and sick, and having lit some Algerian pastilles in a 
pierced copper brazier, he bathed his hands and forehead with a cool 
musk-scented vinegar. 

Suddenly he started. His eyes grew strangely bright, and he gnawed 
nervously at his underlip. Between two of the windows stood a large 
Florentine cabinet, made out of ebony and inlaid with ivory and blue 
lapis, He watched it as though it were a thing that could fascinate and 
make afraid, as though it held something that he longed for and yet 
almost loathed. His breath quickened, A mad craving came over him. He 
lit a cigarette and then threw it away. His eyelids drooped till the long 
fringed lashes almost touched his cheek. But he still watched the cabinet. 
Atlasthe got up from the sofa on which he had been ying, went over toit, 
and having unlocked it, touched some hidden spring. A triangular draw 
er passed slowly out. His fingers moved instinctively towards it, dipped in, 
and closed on something. Tt was a small Chinese box of black and gold- 
dust lacquer, elaborately wrought, the sides patterned with curved waves, 
and the silken cords hung with round crystals and tasselled in plaited 
metal threads. He opened it. Inside was a green paste, waxy in lustre, the 
odour curiously heavy and persistent. 

He hesitated for some moments, with a strangely immobile smile upon 
his face. Then shivering, though the atmosphere of the room was terribly 
hot, he drew himself up and glanced at the clock, It was twenty minutes to 
twelve. He put the box back, shutting the cabinet doors as he did so, and 
went into his bedroom. 

‘As midnight was striking bronze blows upon the dusky air, Dorian 
Gray, dressed commonly, and with a muffler wrapped round his throat, 
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crept quietly out of his house. In Bond Street he found a hansom with a 
good horse. He hailed it and in a low voice gave the driver an address, 

‘The man shook his head. “It is too far for me,” he muttered. 

“Here is a sovereign for you,” said Dorian, “You shall have another if 
you drive fast.” 

All right, sir,” answered the man, “you will be there in an hour,” and 
after his fare had got in he turned his horse round and drove rapidly 
towards the river. 


CHAPTER SIXTEEN 


‘A cold rain began to fall, and the blurred street-lamps looked ghastly in 
the dripping mist. The public houses were just closing, and dim men and 
women were clustering in broken groups round their doors. From some 
of the bars came the sound of horrible laughter. In others, drunkards 
brawled and screamed. 

Lying back in the hansom, with his hat pulled over his forehead, Dorian 
Gray watched with listless eyes the sordid shame of the great city, and now 
and then he repeated to himself the words that Lord Henry had said to 
him on the first day they had met, "To cure the soul by means of the 
senses, and the senses by means of the soul.” Yes, that was the secret, He 
had often tried it, and would try it again now, There were opium dens 
where one could buy oblivion, dens of horror where the memory of old 

ins could be destroyed by the madness of sins that were new. 

‘The moon hung low in the sky like a yellow skull. From time to time a 
huge misshapen cloud stretched a long arm across and hid it. The gas- 
lamps grew fewer, and the streets more narrow and gloomy, Once the 
‘man lost his way and had to drive back half a mile. A steam rose from the 
horse asit splashed up the puddles, The sidewindows of the hansom were 
clogged with grey-flannel mist. 

“To cure the soul by means of the senses, and the senses by means of the 
soul!" How the words rang in his ears! His soul, certainly, was sick to 
death. Was it true that the senses could cure it? Innocent blood had been 
Spilled. What could atone for that? Ah! for that there was no atonement; 
‘but though forgiveness was impossible, forgetfulness was possible still, 
and he was determined to forget, to stamp the thing out, to crush it as one 
‘would crush the adder that had stung one. Indeed, what right had Basil to 
have spoken to him as he had done? Who had made him a judge over 
others? He had said things that were dreadful, horrible, not to be en- 
dured. 

‘On and on plodded the hansom, going slower, it seemed to him, at each 
step. He thrust up the trap and called to the man to drive faster. The 
hideous hunger for opium began to gnaw at him. His throat burned and 
his delicate hands twitched nervously together. He struck at the horse 
madly with his stick, The driver laughed and whipped up. He laughed in 
answer, and the man was silent. 

"The way seemed interminable, and the streets like the black web of 
some sprawling spider. The monotony became unbearable, and as the 
mist thickened, he felt afraid. 
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‘Then they passed by lonely brickfields. The fog was lighter here, and 
he could see the strange, bottle-shaped kilns with their orange, fanlike 
tongues of fire. A dog barked as they went by, and far away in the 
darkness some wandering sea-gull screamed. The horse stumbled in a 
rut, then swerved aside and broke into a gallop. A 

‘After some time they left the clay road and rattled again over rough- 
paven streets, Most of the windows were dark, but now and then fantastic 
shadows were silhouetted against some lamplit blind. He watched them 
curiously. They moved like monstrous marionettes and made getures like 
live things. He hated them. A dull rage was in his heart. As they turned a 
corner, a woman yelled something at them from an open door, and two 
men ran after the hansom for about a hundred yards. The driver beat at 
them with his whi 

Itissaid that passion makes one think in circle. Certainly with hideous 
iteration the bitten lips of Dorian Gray shaped and reshaped those subtle 
words that dealt with soul and sense, till he had found in them the full 
expression, as it were, of his mood, and justified, by intellectual approval, 
passions that without such justification would still have dominated his 
temper. From cell to cell of his brain crept the one thought; and the wild 
desire to live, most terrible of all man's appetites, quickened into force 
each trembling nerve and fibre. Ugliness that had once been hateful to 
him because it made things real, became dear to him now for that very 
reason. Ugliness was the one reality. The coarse brawl, the loathsome den, 
the crude violence of disordered life, the very vileness of thief and 
outcast, were more vivid, in their intense actuality of impression, than all 
the gracious shapes of art, the dreamy shadows of song. They were what 
he needed for forgetfulness. In three days he would s 

Suddenly the man drew up with a jerk at the top ofa dark lane. Over the 
low roofs and jagged chimney-stacks of the houses rose the black masts of 
ships. Wreaths of white mist clung like ghostly sails to the yards. 

“Somewhere about here, sir, ain't it?” he asked huskily through the 
trap, 

Dorian started and peered round. “This will do,” he answered, and 
having got out hastily and given the driver the extra fare he had promised 
him, he walked quickly in the direction of the quay. Here and there a 
lantern gleamed at the stern of some huge merchantman. The lightshook 
and splintered in the puddles. A red glare came from an outward-bound 
steamer that was coaling; The slimy pavement looked like a wet mackin- 
tosh. 

He hurried on towards the left, glancing back now and then to see if he 
was being followed. In about seven or eight minutes he reached a small 
shabby house that was wedged in between two gaunt factories. In one of 
the top-windows stood a lamp. He stopped and gave a peculiar knock, 

After a litle time he heard steps in the passage and the chain being 
unhooked. The door opened quietly, and he went in without saying a 
word to the squat misshapen figure that flattened itself into the shadow as 
he passed, At the end of the hall hung a tattered green curtain that swayed 
and shook in the gusty wind which had followed him in from the street, 
He dragged itaside and entered a long low room which looked asif it had 
once been a third-rate dancing-saloon. Shrill flaring gas-jets, dulled and 
distorted in the fly-blown mirrors that faced them, were ranged round 
the walls. Greasy reflectors of ribbed tin backed them, making quivering 
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disks of light. The floor was covered with ochre-coloured sawdust, tram- 
pled here and there into mud, and stained with dark rings of spilled 
liquor. Some Malays were crouching by a little charcoal stove, playing with 
bone counters and showing their white teeth as they chattered. In one 
corner, with his head buried in his arms, a sailor sprawled over a table, 
and by the tawdrily painted bar that ran across one complete side stood 
two haggard women, mocking an old man who was brushing the sleeves 
of his coat with an expression of disgust. “He thinks he's got red ants on 
hhim,” laughed one of them, as Dorian passed by. The man looked at herin 
terror and began to whimper. 

At the end of the room there wasa little staircase, leading to a darkened 
chamber. As Dorian hurried up its three rickety steps, the heavy odour of 
opium met him. He heaved a deep breath, and his nostrils quivered withi 
pleasure. When he entered, a young man with smooth yellow hair, who 
‘was bending over a lamp lighting a long thin pipe, looked up at him and 
nodded in a hesitating manner. 

“You here, Adrian?” muttered Dorian. 

“Where else should I be?” he answered listessly. "None of the chaps will 
speak to me now.” 

“I thought you had left England.” 

“Darlington is not going to do anything. My brother paid the bill at last. 
George doesn't speak to me either. .. [don’t care,” he added with asigh. 
“As long as one has this stuff, one doesn’t want friends. I think I have had 
too many friends.” 

Dorian winced and looked round at the grotesque things that lay in 
such fantastic postures on the ragged mattresses. The twisted limbs, the 
gaping mouths, the staring lustreless eyes, fascinated him. He knew in 
What strange heavens they were suffering, and what dull hells were 
teaching them the secret of some new joy. They were better off than he 
was. He was prisoned in thought. Memory, like a horrible malady, was 
eating his soul away. From time to time he seemed to see the eyes of Basil 
Hallward looking at him. Yet he felt he could not stay. The presence of 
‘Adrian Singleton troubled him, He wanted to be where no one would 
know who he was. He wanted to escape from himself 

“am going on to the other place,” he said after a pause, 

“On the wharf?" 

“Yes 

“That mad-cat is sure to be there. They won't have her in this place 

Dorian shrugged his shoulders. “I am sick of women who love one. 
Women who hate one are much more interesting. Besides, the stuff 
better.” 

“Much the same.” 

“| like it better. Come and have something to drink. 1 must have 
something.” 

{ don't want anything,” murmured the young man. 

“Never mind. 

Adrian Singleton rose up wearily and followed Dorian to the bar. A 
half-caste, in a ragged turban and a shabby ulster, grinned a hideous 

reeting as he thrust a bottle of brandy and two tumblers in front of them. 
{fhe women sidled up and began to chatter. Dorian turned his back on 

i them and said something in a low voice to Adrian Singleton. 
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A crooked smile, like a Malay crease, writhed across the face of one of 
the women, “We are very proud to-night," she sneered. 

“For God's sake don't talk to me,” cried Dorian, stamping his foot on the 
ground. “What do you want? Money? Here it is. Don't ever talk to me 

Two red sparks flashed fora moment in the woman's sodden eyes then 
flickered out and left them dull and glazed. She tossed her head and 
raked the coins off the counter with greedy fingers. Her companion 
watched her enviously, 

“It's no use,” sighed Adrian Singleton. “I don't care to go back, What 
does it matter? I am quite happy here.” 

“You will write to me if you want anything, won't you?” said Dorian, 
after a pause. 

“Perhaps.” 

“Good night, then." 

“Good night,” answered the young man, passing up the steps and 
wiping his parched mouth with a handkerchief. 

Dorian walked to the door with a look of pain in his face. As he drew the 
curtain aside, a hideous laugh broke from the painted lips of the woman 
who had taken his money. “There goes the devil's bargain!” she hic- 
coughed, in a hoarse voice. 

“Curse you!” he answered, “don't call me that.” 

She snapped her fingers. “Prince Charming is what you like to be 
called, ain't it?" she yelled after him, 

The drowsy sailor leaped to his feet as she spoke, and looked wildly 
round. The sound of the shutting of the hall door fell on his ear, He 
rushed out as if in pursuit. 

Dorian Gray hurried along the quay through the drizzling rain. His 
meeting with Adrian Singleton had strangely moved him, and he won- 
dered if the ruin of that young life was really to be laid at his door, as Basil 
Hallward had said to him with such infamy of insult, He bithis lip, and for 
a few seconds his eyes grew sad. Yet, after all, what did it matter to him? 
One's days were too brief to take the burden of another's errors on one’s 
shoulders, Each man lived his own life and paid his own price for living it. 
‘The only pity was one had to pay so often for a single fault. One had to pay 
over and over again, indeed. In her dealings with man, destiny never 
closed her accounts, 

‘There are moments, psychologists tell us, when the passion for sin, or 
for what the world calls sin, so dominates a nature that every fibre of the 
body, as every cell of the brain, seems to be instinct with fearful impulses. 
Men and women at such moments lose the freedom of their will. They 
move to their terrible end as automatons move. Choice is taken from 
them, and conscience is either killed, or if it lives at all, lives but to give 
rebellion its fascination and disobedience its charm. For all sins, as theolo- 
gians weary not of reminding us, are sins of disobedience. When that high 
špirit, that morning star of evil fell from heaven, it was as a rebel that he 

Callous, concentrated on evil, with stained mind, and soul hungry for 
rebellion, Dorian Gray hastened on, quickening his step as he went, but as 
he darted aside into a dim archway, that had served him often as a short 
cut to the ill-famed place where he was going, he felt himself suddenly 
seized from behind, and before he had time to defend himself, he was 
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thrust back against the wall, with a brutal hand round his throat. 

HE struggled madly for life; and by a terrible effort wrenched the 
tightening fingers away. In a second he heard the click of a revolver, and 
saw the gleam of a polished barrel, pointing straight at his head, and the 
dusky form of a short, thick-set man facing him. 

“What do you want?" he gasped. 

“Keep quiet,” said the man, "If you stir, 1 shoot you.” 

“You are mad, What have I done to you?” 

"You wrecked the life of Sibyl Vane,” was the answer, “and Sibyl Vane 
was my sister. She killed herself. I know it. Her death is at your door. 1 
swore I would kill you in return. For years 1 have sought you. I had no 
clue, no trace. The two people who could have described you were dead. I 
knew nothing of you but the pet name she used to call you. I heard it 
tonight by chance. Make your peace with God, for to-night youare going 
to die. 

Dorian Gray grew sick with fea 
never heard of her. You are mad.” 

“You had better confess your sin, for as sure as Lam James Vane, you 
are going to die.” There was a horrible moment, Dorian did not know 
what to say or do, “Down on your knees!” growled the man. “I give you 
one minute to make your peace—no more. 1 go on board to-night for 
India, and 1 must do my job first. One minute. That's all." 

Dorian’s arms fell to his side. Paralysed with terror, he did not 
what to do. Suddenly a wild hope flashed across his brain. “Stop, 
cried. “How long ago is it since your sister died? Quick, tell me!” 

"Eighteen years,” said the man. "Why do you ask me? What do years 
matter?” 

“Eighteen years," laughed Dorian Gray, with a touch of triumph in his 
voice, “Eighteen years! Set me under the lamp and look at my face!” 

‘James Vane hesitated for a moment, not understanding what was 
meant, Then he seized Dorian Gray and dragged him from the archway. 

Dim and wavering as was the wind-blown light, yet it served to show him 
the hideous error, as it seemed, into which he had fallen, for the face of 
the man he had sought to kill had all the bloom of boyhood, all the 
unstained purity of youth. He seemed like more than a lad of twenty 
Summers, hardly older, if older indeed at all, than his sister had been 
When they had parted so many years ago, It was obvious that this was not 
the man who had destroyed her life. 

He loosened his hold and reeled back, "My God! my God!” he cried, 
“and 1 would have murdered you!" 

‘Dorian Gray drew a long breath, “You have been on the brink of 
committing a terrible crime, my man,” he said, looking at him sternly. 
“Let this be a warning to you not to take vengeance into your own hands.” 

“Forgive me, sir,” muttered James Vane. “I was deceived. A chance 
word I heard in that damned den set me on the wrong track.” 

"You had better go home and put that pistol away, or you may get into 
trouble,” said Dorian, turning on his heel and going slowly down the 
street. 

"James Vane stood on the pavement in horror. He was trembling from 
héad to foot. After a little while, a black shadow that had been creeping 
along the dripping wall moved out into the light and came close to him 
‘with stealthy Footsteps. He felt a hand laid on his arm and looked round 


never knew her,” he stammered, 
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with a start. It was one of the women who had been drinking at the bar. 

“Why didn't you kill him?” she hissed out, putting her haggard face 
quite close to his. “I knew you were following him when you rushed out 
from Daly's. You fool! You should have killed him. He has lots of money, 
and he's as bad as bad.” 

“He is not the man I am looking for,” he answered, “and 1 want no 
man’s money. I want a man’s life. The man whose life 1 want must be 
nearly forty now. This one is little more thana boy. Thank God, I have not 
got his blond upon my hands.” 

The woman gave a bitter laugh. “Little more than a boy!” she sneered. 
“Why, man, i's nigh on eighteen years since Prince Charming made me 
what Í am. 

“You lie!” cried James Vane. 

She raised her hand up to heaven. “Before God Iam telling the truth,” 
she cried, 

“Before God?” 

“Strike me dumb if itain't so. He is the worst one that comes here. They 
say he has sold himself to the devil fora pretty face. I's nigh on eighteen 
years since I met him, He hasn't changed much since then. 1 have, 
though,” she added, with a sickly leer. 

“You swear this? 

“T swear it,” came a hoarse echo from her flat mouth. "But don't give me 
away to him,” she whined; "I am afraid of him, Let me have some money 
for my night's lodging.” 

He broke from her with an oath and rushed to the corner of the street, 
but Dorian Gray had disappeared, When he looked back, the woman had 
vanished also. 


CHAPTER SEVENTEEN 


A week later Dorian Gray was sitting in the conservatory at Selby Royal, 
talking to the pretty Duchess of Monmouth, who with her husband, a 
Jaded-looking man of sixty, was amongst his guests. It was tea-time, and 
the mellow light of the huge, lace-covered lamp that stood on the table lit 
up the delicate china and hammered silver of the service at which the 
duchess was presiding. Her white hands were moving daintily among the 
cups, and her full red lips were smiling at something that Dorian had 
whispered to her. Lord Henry was lying back in a silk-draped wicker 
chair, looking at them. Ona peach-coloured divan sat Lady Narborough, 
pretending to listen to the duke’s description of the last Brazilian beetle 
that he had added to his collection. Three young men in elaborate 
smoking-suits were handing tea-cakes to some of the women, The house- 
party consisted of twelve people, and there were more expected to arrive 
on the next day. 

“What are you two talking about?” said Lord Henry, strolling over to 
the table and putting his cup down, “I hope Dorian has told you about my 
plan for rechristening everything, Gladys. I is a delightful idea.” 

“But I don't want to be rechristened, Harry,” rejoined the duchess, 
looking up at him with her wonderful eyes, "I am quite satisfied with my 
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own name, and I am sure Mr. Gray should be satisfied with his.” 

“My dear Gladys, I would not alter either name for the world, They are 
both perfect. I was thinking chiefly of flowers. Yesterday I cut an orchid, 
for my button-hole. It was a marvellous spotted thing, as effective as the 
seven deadly sins. In a thoughtless moment I asked one of the gardeners 
‘what it was called. He told me it was a fine specimen of Robinsoniana, or 
something dreadfut of that kind. It is a sad truth, but we have lost the 
faculty of giving lovely names to things. Names are everything. I never 
quarrel with actions. My one quarrel is with words, That is the reason I 
hate vulgar realism in literature. The man who could call a spade a spade 
should be compelled to use one. It is the only thing he is fit fo 

“Then what should we call you, Harry?” she asked. 

“His name is Prince Paradox,” said Dorian. 

“I recognize him in a flash,” exclaimed the duchess 

"I won't hear of it," laughed Lord Henry, sinking into a chai 
label there is no escape! I refuse the title. 

“Royalties may not abdicate,” fell as a warning from pretty lips. 

"You wish me to defend my throne, then?” 

“Yes.” 

“I give the truths of to-morrow.” 

“1 prefer the mistakes of to-day," she answered. 

"You disarm me; Gia” he riedi caching the wilfulnes of her 

“Of your shield, Harty, not of your spear.” 

“I never tilt against beauty,” he said, with a wave of his hand. 

“Thatis your error, Harry, believe me. You value beauty far too much.” 

“How can you say that? I admit that I think that ìt is better to be 
beautiful than to be good. But on the other hand, no one is more ready 
than I am to acknowledge that it is better to be good than to be ugly.” 

“Ugliness is one of the seven deadly sins, then?” cried the duchess, 
“What becomes of your simile about the orchid?” 

“Ugliness is one of the seven deadly virtues, Gladys. You, as a good 
‘Tory, must not underrate them. Beer, the Bible, and the seven deadly 
virtues have made our England what she is.” 

“You don’t like your country, then?” she asked. 

“I live in it.” 

“That you may censure it the bette 

“Would you have me take the verdict of Europe on it?” he 

“What do they say of us?" 

“That Tartuffe has emigrated to England and opened a shop.” 

“Is that yours, Harry?” 

“T give it to you." 

“I could not use it. It is too true- 

“You need not be afraid. Our countrymen never recognize a descrip- 
tion." 

“They are practical.” ~ 

“They are more cunning than practical. When they make up their 
ledger, they balance stupidity by wealth, and vice by hypocrisy 

“Still, we have done great things.” 

“Great things have been thrust on us, Gladys.” 

“We have carried their burden.” 

“Only as far as the Stock Exchange.” y 

She shook her head. “I believe in the race,” she cried. 


Froma 


inquired. 
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“Ie represents the su 
“It has development.’ 
“Decay fascinates me more.” 
“What of art?" she asked. 


“An illusion.” 
“Religion?” 
“The fashionable substitute for belief.” 


You are a sceptic.” 
“Never! Scepticism is the beginning of faith.” 
“What are you?” 
“To define is to limit,” 
“Give mea clue.” 
“Threads snap. You would lose your way int the labyrinth.” 
‘You bewilder me. Let us talk of some one else.’ 
“Our host is a delightful topic. Years ago he was christened Prince 
harming.” 
“Ah! don't remind me of that,” cried Dorian Gray. 
‘Our host is rather horrid this evening,” answered the duchess, colour- 
believe he thinks that Monmouth married me on purely scientific 
principles as the best specimen he could find of a modern butterfly.” 
“Well, I hope he won't stick pins into you, Duchess,” laughed Dori 
‘Oh! my maid does that already, Mr. Gray, when she is annoyed with 
me.” 
‘And what does she get annoyed with you about, Duchess?" 
“For the most trivial things, Mr. Gray, I assure you. Usually because 1 
come in at ten minutes to nine and tell her that I must be dressed by 


You should give her warning.” 

“I daren't, Mr, Gray. Why, she invents hats for me. You remember the 
one I wore at Lady Hilstone’s garden-party? You don't, but itis niceof you 
to pretend that you do. Well, she made it out of nothing. All good hats are 
made out of nothing.” 

“Like all good reputations, Gladys,” interrupted Lord Henry. “Every 
effect that one produces gives one an enemy. To be popular one must bea 
mediocrity.” 

‘Not with women," said the duchess, shaking her head; “and women 
rule the world. I assure you we can't bear mediocrities. We women, as 
some one says, love with our ears, just as you men lave with your eyes, if 
you ever love at all.” 

“It seems to me that we never do anything else,” murmured Dorian. 

“Ah! then, you never really love, Mr. Gray,” answered the duchess with 
mock sadness. 

“My dear Gladys!" cried Lord Henry. “How can you say that? Romance 
lives by repetition, and repetition converts an appetite into an art, Be- 
sides, each time that one loves is the only time one has ever loved. 
Difference of object does not alter singleness of passion, It merely intensi- 
fies it. We can have in life but one great experience at best, and the secret 
of life is to reproduce that experience as often as possible.” 


“Even when one has been wounded by it, Harry?" asked the duchess 
after a pause: 


tal 
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“Especially when one has been wounded by it," answered Lord Henry. 
__ The duchess turned and looked at Dorian Gray with a curious express- 
ion in her eyes. “What do you say to that, Mr. Gray?” she inquired. 
Dorian hesitated for a moment. Then he threw his head back and 
laughed. “I always agree with Harry, Duchess.” 
“Even when he is wrong?” 
“Harry is never wrong, Duchess.” 
“And does his philosophy make you happy?” 
'I have never searched for happiness. Who wants happiness? I have 
searched for pleasure. 
“And found it, Mr. Gray?” 
“Often. Too often.” 
The duchess sighed. “I am searching for peace,” she said, "and ifI don't 
go and dress, 1 shall have none this evening.” 
“Let me get you some orchids, Duchess,” cried Dorian, starting to his 
feet and walking down the conservatory, 
“You are flirting disgracefully with him,” said Lord Henry to his cousin, 
"You had better take care, He is very fascinating,” 
“If he were not, there would be no battle,” 
“Greek meets Greek, then?” 
‘Lam on the side of the Trojans. They fought for a woman.” 
hhey were defeated.’ 
“There are worse things than capture,” she answered. 
“You gallop with a loose rein.” 
“Pace gives life,” was the riposte. 
“I shall write it in my diary to-night.” 
“What?” 
“That a burnt child loves the fire.” 
“Lam not even singed. My wings are untouched.” 
‘You use them for everything, except flight.” 
‘ourage has passed from men to women. It is a new experience for 


“You have a rival.” 
“Who?” 
He laughed. “Lady Narborough,” he whispered. “She perfectly adores 
him.” 
“You fill me with apprehension, The appeal to antiquity is fatal to us 
who are romanticists.” 
“Romanticists! You have all the methods of science.” 
“Men have educated us.” 
“But not explained you. 
“Describe us as a sex,” was her challenge 
“Sphinxes without secrets. 
She looked at him, smiling. “How long Mr. Gray is!” she said. “Let us go 
and help him, I have not yet told him the colour of my frock.” 
“Ah! you must suit your frock to his flowers, Gladys.” 
“That would be a premature surrender.” 
“Romantic art begins with its climax.” 
“I must keep an opportunity for retreat. 
"In the Parthian manner?” 
“They found safety in the desert. I could not do that.” 
“Women are not always allowed a choice," he answered, but hardly had 
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he finished the sentence before from the far end of the conservatory came 
a stifled groan, followed by the dull sound of a heavy fall. Everybody 
started up. The duchess stood motionless in horror. And with fear in his 
eyes, Lord Henry rushed through the flapping palms to find Dorian Gray 
lying face downwards on the tiled floor in a deathlike swoon. 

He was carried at once into the blue drawing-room and laid upon one 
of the sofas, After a short time, he came to himself and looked round with 
a dazed expression. 

‘hat has happened?" he asked, 
he began to tremble, 
“My dear Dorian,” answered Lord Henry, “you merely fainted. That 
was all. You must have overtired yourself, You had better not come down 
to dinner. 1 will take your place.” 
‘No, I will come down,” he said, straggling to his Feet. “I would rather 
come down. 1 must not be alone.” 

He went to his room and dressed, There was a wild recklessness of 
gaiety in his manner as he sat at table, but now and then a thrill of terror 
ran through him when he remembered that, pressed against the window 
of the conservatory, like a white handkerchief, he had seen the face of 
James Vane watching him. 


jh! T remember. Am I safe here, 


CHAPTER EIGHTEEN 


The next day he did not leave the house, and, indeed, spent mast of the 
time in his own room, sick with a wild terror of dying, and yet indifferent 
to life itself, The consciousness of being hunted, snared, tracked down, 
had begun to dominate him. If the tapestry did but tremble in the wind, 
he shook. The dead leaves that were blown against the leaded panes 
seemed to him like his own wasted resolutions and wild regrets. When he 
closed his eyes, he saw again the sailor's face peering through the mist- 
stained glass, and horror seemed once more tolay its hand upon his heart. 

But perhaps it had been only his fancy that had called vengeance out of 
the night and set the hideous shapes of punishment before him. Actual 
life was chaos, but there was something terribly logical in the imagination. 
Te was the imagination that set remorse to dog the feet of sin. It was the 
imagination that made each crime bear its misshapen brood, In the 
common world of fact the wicked were not punished, nor the good 
rewarded, Success was given to the strong, failure thrust upon the weak, 
‘That was all, Besides, had any stranger been prowling round the house, 
he would have been seen by the servants or the keepers. Had any foot- 
marks been found on the flower-beds, the gardeners would have re- 
ported it. Yes, it had been merely fancy, Sibyl Vane’s brother had not 
Come back to kill him. He had sailed away in his ship to founder in some 
winter sea. From him, atany rate, he was safe. Why, the man did not know 
who he was, could not know who he was. The mask of youth had saved 

jim, 

And yetifit had been merely an illusion, how terribleitwas to think that 
conscience could raise such fearful phantoms, and give them visible form, 
and make them move before one! What sort of life would hisbe if, dayand 
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night, shadows of his crime were to peer at him from silent corners, to 
mock him from secret places, to whisper in his ear as he sat at the feast, to 
wake him with icy fingers as he lay asleep! As the thought crept through 
his brain, he grew pale with terror, and the air seemed to him to have 
become suddenly colder. Oh! in what a wild hour of madness he had 
killed his friend! How ghastly the mere memory of the scene! He saw itall 
again. Each hideous detail came back to him with added horror. Out of 
the black cave of time, terrible and swathed in scarlet, rose the image of his 
sin. When Lord Henry came in at six o'clock, he found him crying as one 
whose heart will break, 

Tt was not till the third day that he ventured to go out. There was 
something in the clear, pine-scented air of that winter morning that 
seemed to bring him back his joyousness and his ardour for life. But it was 
not merely the physical conditions of environment that had caused the 
change. His own nature had revolted against the excess of anguish that 
had sought to maim and mar the perfection of its calm. With subtle and 
finely wrought temperaments itis always so. Their strong passions must 
either bruise or bend. They either slay the man, or themselves die. 
Shallow sorrows and shallow loves live on, The loves and sorrows that are 

sat are destroyed by their own plenitude. Besides, he had convinced 
himself that he had been the victim of a terror-stricken imagination, and 
looked back now on his fears with something of pity and not a litle of 
contempt. 

‘After breakfast, he walked with the duchess for an hour in the garden. 
and then drove across the park to join the shooting-party. The crisp frost 
lay like salt upon the grass. The sky was an inverted cup of blue metal. A 
thin film of ice bordered the flat, reed-grown lake. 

‘At the corner of the pine-wood he caught sight of Sir Geoffrey Clous- 
ton, the duchess's brother, jerking two spent cartridges out of his gun. He 
jumped from the cart, and having told the groom to take the mare home, 
‘made his way towards his guest through the withered bracken and rough 
undergrowth. 

"Have you had good sport, Geoffrey?" he asked- 

“Not very good, Dorian. [think most of the birds have gone to the open. 
1 dare say it will be better after lunch, when we get to new ground.” 

‘Dorian strolled along by his side. The keen aromaticair, the brown and 
red lights that glimmered in the wood, the hoarse cries of the beaters 
ringing out from time to time, and the sharp snaps of the guns that 
followed, fascinated him and filled him with a sense of delightful free- 
dom. He was dominated by the carelessness of happiness, by the high 
indifference of joy. 

‘Suddenly from a lumpy tussock of old grass some twenty yards in front 
of them, with black-tipped ears erect and long hinder limbs throwing it 
forward, started a hare. It bolted for a thicket of alders. Sir Geoffrey put 
his gun to his shoulder, but there was something in the animal's grace of 
movement that strangely charmed Dorian Gray, and he cried out at once, 
“Don't shoot it, Geoffrey. Let it live.” 

“What nonsense, Dorian!" laughed his companion, and as the hare 
bounded into the thicket, he fired. There were two cries heard, the cry of 
‘aharein pain, whichis dreadful, checry ofa man in agony, which is worse. 

“Good heavens! I have hit a beater!” exclaimed Sir Geoffrey. “What an 
‘ass the man was to get in front of the guns! Stop shooting there!” he called 
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out at the top of his voice, “A man is hurt." > 

The head-keeper came running up with a stick in his hand. 

“Where sit? Where is he?” he shouted. At the same time, the firing 
ceased along the line. f 

Here," answered Sir Geoffrey angrily, hurrying towards the thicket. 
‘Why on earth don't you keep your men back? Spoiled my shooting for 
the day. 

Dorian watched them as they plunged into the alder-clump, brushing 
the lithe swinging branches aside. In a few moments they emerged, 
dragging a body after them into the sunlight. He turned away in horror. 
It seemed to him that misfortune followed wherever he went. He heard 
Sir Geoffrey ask if the man was really dead, and the affirmative answer of 
the keeper. The wood seemed to him to have become suddenly alive with 
faces. There was the trampling of myriad feet and the low buzz of voices. 
‘A great copper-breasted pheasant came beating through the boughs 
overhead. 

After a few moments—that were to him, in his perturbed state, like 
endless hours of pain—he felt a hand laid on his shoulder. He started and 
looked round. 

“Dorian,” said Lord Henry, “I had better tell them that the shooting is 
stopped for to-day, It would not look well 
“I wish it were stopped for ever, Harr) 
‘whole thing is hideous and cruel. Is the man 

He could not finish the sentence. 

“Lam afraid so,” rejoined Lord Henry. “He got the whole charge of 
shot in his chest. He must have died almost instantaneously. Come; let us 
go home.” 

‘They walked side by side in the direction of the avenue for nearly fifty 
yards without speaking. Then Dorian looked at Lord Henry and said, 
with a heavy sigh, “It is a bad omen, Harry, a very bad omen.” 

“What is?” asked Lord Henry. “Oh! this accident, I suppose. My dear 
fellow, it can't be helped. It was the man’s own fault. Why did he get in 
front of the guns? Besides, it is nothing to us. It is rather awkward for 
Geoffrey, of course, It does not do to pepper beaters. It makes people 
think that one is a wild shot. And Geoffrey is not; he shoots very straight, 
But there is no use talking about the matter.” 

Dorian shook his head. “Iis a bad omen, Harty. I feel as if something 
horrible were going to happen to some of us. To myself, perhaps,” he 
added, passing his hand over his eyes with a gesture of pain. 

‘The elder man laughed. “The only horrible thing in the world is ennui, 
Dorian. That is the one sin for which there is no forgiveness, But we are 
not likely to suffer from it unless these fellows keep chattering about this 
thing at dinner. I must tell them that the subject is to be tabooed, As for 
‘omens, there is no such thing as an omen. Destiny does not send us 
heralds, She is too wise or too cruel for that. Besides, what on earth could 
happen to you, Dorian? You have everything in the world that a man can 
‘want. There is no one who would not be delighted to change places with 
yo 


jere is no one with whom I would not change places, Harry. Don't 
laugh like that. I am telling you the truth, The wretched peasant who has 
Just died is better off then Lam. I have no terror of death. Itis the comin 

of death that terrifies me. Its monstrous wings seem to wheel in the leaden 
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air around me, Good heavens! don't you see a man moving behind the 
trees there, watching me, waiting for me?" 

Lord Henry looked in the direction in which the trembling gloved hand 
was pointing. “Yes,” he said, smiling, "I see the gardener waiting for you. I 
suppose he wants to ask you what flowers you wish to have on the table 
to-night. How absurdly nervous you are, my dear fellow! You must come 
and see my doctor, when we get back to town.” 

Dorian heaved a sigh of relief as he saw the gardener approaching. The 
‘man touched his hat, glanced for a moment at Lord Henry in a hesitating 
manner, and then produced a letter, which he handed to his master, “Her 
Grace told me to wait for an answer," he murmured, 

Dorian put the letter into his pocket. “Tell her Grace that I am coming 
fn,” he said, coldly. The man turned round and went rapidly in the 
direction of the house. 

“How fond women are of doing dangerous things!” laughed Lord 
Henry. "It is one of the qualities in them that I admire most. A woman will 
flirt with anybody in the world as long as other people are looking on.” 

“How fond you are of saying dangerous things, Harry! In the present 
instance, you are quite astray. ke the duchess very much, but T don't 

“And the duchess loves you very much, but she likes you less, so you are 
excellently matched.” 

“You are talking scandal, Harry, and there is never any basis for 
scandal.” 

"The basis of every scandal is an immoral certainty,” said Lord Henry, 
lighting a cigarette, 

“You would sacrifice anybody, Harry, for the sake of an epigram.” 
the altar of its own accord,” was the answer. 
"cried Dorian Gray witha deep note of pathosin his 
yoice. "But I seem to have lost the passion and forgotten the desire. Lam 
too much concentrated on myself. My own personality has become a 
burden to me. I want to escape, to go away, to forget. It was silly of me to 
come down here at all. I think I shall send a wire to Harvey to have the 
yacht got ready. On a yacht one is safe." 

“Safe from what, Dorian? You are in some trouble. Why not tell me 
what it is? You know I would help you.” 

“I can't tell you, Harry,” he answered sadly. “And I dare say itis only a 
fancy of mine. This unfortunate accident has upset me. I have a horrible 
presentiment that something of the kind may happen to me.” 

“What nonsense!” 

“T hope it is, but I can't help feeling it. Ah! here is the duchess, looking 
like Artemisin a tailor-made gown. You see we have come back, Duchess.” 

“I have heard all about it, Mr. Gray,” she answered. “Poor Geoffrey is 
terribly upset. And it seems that you asked him not toshoot the hare, How 
curious!" 3 

“Yes, it was very curious. I don't know what made me say it. Some whim, 
I suppose. It looked the loveliest of litle live things. But I am sorry they 
told you about the man. It is a hideous subject.” 

“isan annoying subject,” broke in Lord Henry. “It has no psycholog- 
ical value at all, Now if Geoffrey had done the thing on purpose, how 
interesting he would be! I should like to know some one who had commit- 
ted a real murder." 


368 (OSCAR WILDE j 


“How horrid of you, Harr!” cried the duchess. “Isn't it, Mr. Gray? 
Harry, Mr. Gray is ill again. He is going to faint.” Bid 

ary Mr, Grey is eno He E rng 
Duchess,” he murmured; “my nerves are dreadfully out of order. That is 
all. 1 am afraid I walked too far this morning, I didn't hear what Harry 
said. Was it very bad? You must ell me some other time, I think I must go 
and lie down. You will excuse me, won't you?" 

‘They had reached the great flight of steps that led from the conserva- 
tory on to the terrace, As the glass door closed behind Dorian, Lord 
Henry turned and looked at the duchess with his slumberous eyes. “Are 
you very much in love with him?" he asked. 

She did not answer for some time, but stood gazing at the landscape. “I 
wish I knew,” she said at last. 

He shook his head. "Knowledge would be fatal. Itis the uncertainty that 
arms one. A mist makes things wonderful.” 

"One may lose one's way.” 

“All ways end at the same point, my dear Gladys. 

“What is that?” 

“Disillusion” 

“It was my début in life; 

“It came to you crowned.” 

“L am tired of strawberry leaves.” 

“They become you.” 

“Only in public.” 

“You would miss them,” 

“I wil not part with a petal’ 

“Monmouth has ears.” 

“Old age is dull of hearing.” 

“Has he never been jealous?” 

“I wish he had been.” 

He glanced about as if in search of something, "What are you looking 
she inquired, 

The button from your foi,” he answered. “You have dropped it" 

She laughed. "I have still the mask.” 

“It makes your eyes lovelier,” was his reply. 

She laughed again. Her teeth showed like white seeds in a scarlet fruit. 

Upstairs, in his own room, Dorian Gray was lying on a sofa, with terror 
in every tingling fibre of his body. Life had suddenly become too hideous 
burden for him to bear. The dreadful death of the unlucky beater, shot 
in the thicker like a wild animal, had seemed to him to prefigure death for 
himself also. He had nearly swooned at what Lord Henry had said in a 
chance mood of cynical jesting. 

‘At five o'clock he rang his bell for his servant and gave him orders to 
pack his things for the night-express to town, and to have the brougham 
at the door by eight-thirty. He was determined not to sleep another night 
at Selby Royal. It was an ill-omened place, Death walked there in the 
sunlight. The grass of the forest had been spotted with blood. 

Then he wrote a note to Lord Henry, telling him that he was going up to 
town to consult his doctor and asking him to entertain his guests in his 
absence. As he was putting it into the envelope, a knock came to the door, 
and his valet informed him that the head-keeper wished to see him. He 
frowned and bit hislip “Send him in," he muttered, after some moment 

sitation. 


he sighed. 


id Lord Henry. 


for 
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‘As soon as the man entered, Dorian pulled his cheque-book out of a 
drawer and spread it out before him. 

“I suppose you have come about the unfortunate accident of this 
morning, Thornton?” he said, taking up a pen. 

“Yes, sir,” answered the gamekeeper. 

“Was the poor fellow married? Had he any people dependent on him? 
asked Dorian, looking bored. “If so, I should not like them to be left in 
‘want, and will send them any sum of money you may think necessary." 

“We don't know who he is, sir. That is what I took the liberty of coming 
to you about.” 

“Don't know who he is?” said Dorian, listessly. “What do you mean? 
Wasn't he one of your men?” 

“No, sir, Never saw him before, Seems like a sailor, sir.” 

‘The pen dropped from Dorian Gray's hand, and he felt as if his heart 
had suddenly stopped beating, “A sailor?” he cried out. “Did you say a 


ir, He looks as if he had been a sort of sailor; tattooed on both 
arms, and that kind of thing.” 

“Was there anything found on him?” said Dorian, leaning forward and 
looking at the man with startled eyes. "Anything that would tell his 
name? 

“Some money, sir—nat much, and a six-shooter, There was no name of 
any kind. A decent-ooking man, i, but rough-ike, A sort of sailor we 

a 

Dorian started to his feet. A terrible hope fluttered past him. He 
lutched at it madly. “Where is the body?” he exclaimed. “Quick! I must 
see it at once.” 

“Iris in an empty stable in the Home Farm, sir. The folk don't like to 
have that sort of thing in their houses. They say a corpse brings bad luck,” 

“The Home Farm! Go there at once and meet me. Tell one of the 
grooms to bring my horse round. No, Never mind. I'l go to the stables 
myself. It will save time.” 

Tn less than a quarter ofan hour, Dorian Gray was galloping down the 
longavenue as hard as he could go. The trees seemed to sweep past him in 
spectral procession, and wild shadows to fling themselves across his path, 
Once the mare swerved at a white gate-post and nearly threw him. He 
lashed her across the neck with his crop. She cleft the dusky air like an 
arrow. The stones flew from her hoofs. 

"Atlast he reached the Home Farm, Two men were loitering in the yard 
He leaped from the saddle and threw the reins to one of them. In the 
farthest stable a light was glimmering. Something seemed to tell him that 
the body was there, and he hurried to the door and put his hand upon the 
latch. 

‘There he paused for a moment, feeling that he was on the brink of a 
discovery that would either make or mar his life, Then he thrust the door 
open and entered. 

‘On a heap of sacking in the far corner was lying the dead body of a man 
dressed in a coarse shirt and a pair of blue trousers. A spotted handker- 
chief had been placed over the face. A coarse candle, stuck in a bottle 
sputtered beside it. 

‘Dorian Gray shuddered. He felt that his could not be the hand to take 
the handkerchief away,and called out to one of the farm-servants to come 
to him, 
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“Take that thing off the face, 1 wish to see it,” he said, clutching at the 
door-post for support. 

‘When the farm-servant had done so, he stepped forward. A cry of joy 
broke from his lips. The man who had been shot in the thicket was James 
‘Vane. 

“He stood there for some minutes looking at the dead body. As he rode 
home, his eyes were full of tears, for he knew he was safe. 


CHAPTER NINETEEN 


“There is no use your telling me that you are going to be good,” cried 
Lord Henry, dipping his white fingers into a red copper bowl filled with 
rose-water. “You are quite perfect. Pray, don't change.” 

Dorian Gray shook his head. "No, Harry, I have done too many dread- 
ful things in my life. 1 am not going to do any more. I began my good 
actions yesterday.” 

“Where were you yesterday?” 

“In the country, Harry. I was staying at a little inn by myself.” 

“My dear boy," said Lord Henry, smiling, “anybody can be good in the 
country. There are no temptations there. That is the reason why people 
who live out of town are so absolutely uncivilized. Civilization is not by any 
means an easy thing to attain to, There are only two ways by which man 
can reach it. One is by being cultured, the other by being corrupt. Country 
people have no opportunity of being either, so they stagnate.” 

“Culture and corruption,” echoed Dorian. “I have known something of 
both. It seems terrible to me now that they should ever be found together. 
For I have a new ideal, Harry, I am going to alter. I think I have altered.” 

“You have not yet told me what your good action was. Or did you say 
you had done more than one?" asked his companion as he spilled into his 
plate a little crimson pyramid of seeded strawberries and, through a 
perforated, shell-shaped spoon, snowed white sugar upon them. 

“I can tell you, Harry. It is not a story I could tell to any one else. I 
spared somebody. It sounds vain, but you understand what I mean. She 
was quite beautiful and wonderfully like Sibyl Vane. I think it was that 
which first attracted me to her. You remember Sibyl, don't you? How long 
ago that seems! Well, Hetty was not one of our own class, of course. She 
‘was simply a girl in a village, But I really loved her. I am quite sure that T 
loved her. All during this wonderful May that we have been having, I used 
to run down and see her two or three times a week. Yesterday she met me 
in a little orchard. The apple-blossoms kept tumbling down on her hair, 
and she was laughing. We were to have gone away together this morning 
at dawn, Suddeny I determined to leave her as flowerlike as T had found 

or 

“I should think the novelty of the emotion must have given you a thrill 
of real pleasure, Dorian,” interrupted Lord Henry, “But I can finish your 
idyll for you. You gave her good advice and broke her heart. That was the 
beginning of your reformation,” 

“Harry, you are horrible! You mustn't say these dreadful things. Het- 
{y's heart is not broken. Of course, she cried and all that. But there is no 

lisgrace upon her. She can live, like Perdita, in her garden of mint and 
marigold.” 


‘THE PICTURE OF DORIAN GRAY 371 


“And weep over a faithless Florizel,” said Lord Henry, laughing, as he 
leaned back in his chair. “My dear Dorian, you have henge pake 
boyish moods. Do you think this girl will ever be really content now with 
any one of her own rank? I suppose she will be married some day to a 
rough carter or a grinning plossh-man, Well, the fact of having met you, 
and loved you, will teach her to despise her husband, and she will be 
wretched, From a móral point of view, I cannot say that I think much of 
your great renunciation, Even as a beginning, itis poor. Besides, how do 
you know that Hetty isn’t floating at the present moment in some starlit 
mill-pond, with lovely water-lilies round her, like Ophelia?" 

“I can't bear this, Harry! You mock at everything, and then suggest the 
most serious tragedies. I am sorry I told you now. I don't care what you say 
tome, I know I was right in acting as I did. Poor Hetty! As I rode past the 
farm this morning, I saw her white face at the window, like a spray of 
jasmine, Don't let us talk about it any more, and don't try to persuade me 
that the first good action 1 have done for years, the first little bit of 
self-sacrifice I have ever known, is really a sort of sin. I want to be better. I 
am going to be better. Tell me something about yourself. What is going on 
in town? 1 have not been to the club for days.” 

“The people are still discussing poor Basil's disappearance.” 

“L should have thought they had got tired of that by this time,” said 
Dorian, pouring himself out some wine and frowning slightly, 

“My dear boy, they have only been talking about it for six weeks, and the 
British publicare really not equal to the mental train of having more than 
one topic every three months. They have been very fortunate lately, 
however. They have had my own divorce-case and Alan Campbell's 
suicide. Now they have got the mysterious disappearance of an artist. 
‘Scotland Yard still insists that the man in the grey ulster who left for Paris 
by the midnight train on the ninth of November was poor Basil, and the 
French police declare that Basil never arrived in Paris at all. I suppose in 
abouta fortnight we shall be told that he has been seen in San Francisco, It 
is an odd thing, but every one who disappears is said to be seen at San 
Francisco, Itmust bea delightful city, and possess all the attractions of the 
next world,” 

“What do you think has happened to Basil?" asked Dorian, holding up 
his Burgundy against the light and wondering how it was that be could 
discuss the matter so calmly. 

“T have not the slightest idea. If Basil chooses to hide himself, it is no 
business of mine. If he is dead, I don’t want to think about him. Death is 
the only thing that ever terrifies me. I hate it.” 

“Why?” said the younger man wearily. 

“Because,” said Lord Henry, passing beneath his nostrils the gilt trellis 
of an open vinaigrette box, “one can survive everything nowadays except 
that, Death and vulgarity are the only two facts in the nineteenth century 
that one cannot explain away. Let us have our coffee in the music-room, 
Dorian, You must play Chopin to me. The man with whom my wife ran 
away played Chopin exquisitely. Poor Victoria! I was very fond of her. 
‘The house is rather lonely without her. Of course, married life is merely a 
habit, a bad habit. But then one regrets the loss even of one’s worst habits. 
Perhaps one regrets them the most. They are such an essential part of 
‘one’s personality.” ae 

Dorian said nothing, but rose from the table, and passing into the next 

i ‘room, sat down to the piano and let his fingers stray across the white and 
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black ivory of the keys. After the coffee had been brought in, he stopped, 
and looking over at Lord Henry, said, "Harry, did it ever occur to you that 
Basil was murdered?” ‘ 

Lord Henry yawned. “Basil was very popular, and always wore a Water- 
bury watch. Why should he have been murdered? He was not clever 
enough to have enemies. Of course, he had a wonderful genius for 
painting. Buta man can paint like Velasquez and yet be as dull as possible. 
Basil was really rather dull, He only interested me once, and that was 
when he told me, years ago, that he had a wild adoration for you and that 
you were the dominant motive of his art." 

"I was very fond of Basil,” said Dorian with a note of sadness in his 
voice. “But don't people say that he was murdered?” 

“Oh some of the papers do, It does not seem to me to be atall probable, 
know there are dreadful places in Paris, but Basil was not the sort of man 
to have gone to them. He had no curiosity. It was his chief defect.” 

“What would you say, Harry, if I told you that I had murdered Basil?” 
said the younger man, He watched him intently after he had spoken. 

“I would say, my dear fellow, that you were posing for a character that 
doesn't suit you. All crime is vulgar, justasall vulgarity is crime. Itis notin 
you, Dorian, to commit a murder, Lam sorry if 1 hurt your vanity by 
saying so, but I asure you itis true, Crime belongs exclusively to the lower 
orders. I don't blame them in the smallest degree, I should fancy that 
crime was to them what art is to us, simply a method of procuring 
extraordinary sensations.” 

“A method of procuring sensations? Do you think,’then, that a man 
who has once committed a murder could possibly do the same crime 
again? Don't tell me that.” 

“Oh! anything becomes a pleasure if one does it too often,” cried Lord 
Henry, laughing. “That is one of the most important secrets of life, 1 
should fancy, however, that murder is alwaysa mistake. One should never 
do anything that one cannot talk about after dinner. But let us pass from 
poor Basil. 1 wish 1 could believe that he had come to such a really 
romantic end as you suggest, but I can't. I dare say he fell into the Seine 
off an omnibus and that the conductor hushed up the scandal, Yes: 1 
should fancy that was his end. I see him lying now on his back under those 
dull-green waters, with the heavy barges floating over him and long 
weeds catching his hair. Do you know, I don't think he would have done 
much more good work. During the last ten years his paining had gone off 
very much.” 

Dorian heaved a sigh, and Lord Henry strolled across the room and 
began to stroke the head of a curious Java parrot, a large, grey-plumaged 
bird with pink crest and tail, that was balancing itself upon a bamboo 
perch. As his pointed fingers touched it, it dropped the white scurf of 
Grinkled lids over black, glasslike eyes and began to sway backwards and 

“Yes,” he continued, turning round and taking his handkerchief out of 
his pocket; “his painting had quite gone off. It seemed to me to have lost 
something. It had lost an ideal. When you and he ceased to be great 
friends, he ceased to be a great artist, What was it separated you? I 
suppose he bored you. If so, he never forgave you. It's habit bores have. 
By the way, what has become of that wonderful portrait he did of you? I 
don’t think I have ever seen it since he finished it. Oh! 1 remember your 
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telling me years ago that you had sent it down to Selby, and that it had got 
mislaid or stolen on the way. You never got it back? What a pity! It was 
teally a masterpiece. I remember I wanted to buy it. I wish I had now. It 
belonged to Basil's best period. Since then, his work was that curious 
mixture of bad painting and good intentions that always entitles a man to 
be called a representative British artist. Did you advertise for it? You 
should.” : 

“I forget," said Dorian. “I suppose I did. But I never really liked it. Lam 
sorry I sat for it, The memory of the thing is hateful to me. Why do you 
talk of it? Tt used to remind me of those curious lines in some play— 
Hamlet, 1 think—how do they run?— 


Like the painting of a sorrow, 
rnea ee 


Yes: that is what it was like.” 

Lord Henry laughed. “If a man treats life artistically, his brain is his 
heart,” he answered, sinking into an arm-chair. 

Dorian Gray shook his head and struck some soft chords on the piano. 
“Like the painting of a sorrow,’ he repeated, * 'a face without a heare ” 

‘The elder man lay back and looked at him with half-closed eyes. “By the 
way, Dorian,” he said after a pause, " ‘what does it profit a man if he gain 
the whole world and lose—how does the quotation run?—his own soul?” 

‘The music jarred, and Dorian Gray started and stared at his friend, 
“Why do you ask me that, Harry?” 

“My dear fellow,” said Lord Henry, elevating his eyebrows in surprise, 
“Lasked you because I thought you might be able to give me an answer. 
‘That is all. I was going through the park last Sunday, and close by the 
Marble Arch there stood a little crowd of shabby-looking people listening 
to some vulgar street-preacher. As I passed by, I heard the man yelling 
out that question to his audience. It struck me as being rather dramatic. 
London is very rich in curious effects of that kind. A wet Sunday, an 
uncouth Christian in a mackintosh, a ring of sickly white faces under a 
broken roof of dripping umbrellas, and a wonderful phrase flung into the 
air by shrill hysterical lips—it was really very good in its way, quite a 
suggestion. I thought of telling the prophet that art had a soul, but that 
‘man had not. I am afraid, however, he would not have understood me.” 

“Don't, Harry. The soul is a terrible reality. It can be bought, and sold, 
and bartered away. It can be poisoned, or made perfect. There isa soul in 
each one of us. I know it.” 

"Do you feel quite sure of that, Dorian: 

“Quite sure.” 

“Ah! then it must be an illusion. The things one feels absolutely certain 
about are never true. That is the fatality of faith, and the lesson of 
Tomance, How grave you are! Don't be so serious. What have you or I to 
do with the superstitions of our age? No: we have given up our belief in 
the soul, Play me something. Play mea nocturne, Dorian, and, as you play, 
tell me, in alow voice, how you have kept your youth, You must have some 
secret. Tam only ten years older than you are, and I am wrinkled, and 
worn, and yellow. You are really wonderful, Dorian. You have never 
looked more charming than you do to-night. You remind me of the day 1 
saw you first. You were rather cheeky, very shy, and absolutely extra- 
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ordinary. You have changed, of course, but not in appearance. wish you 
would tell me your cote to get back my youth I would do anything in 
the world, except take exercise, get up early, or be respectable. Youth! 
‘There is nothing like it, It’s absurd to talk of the ignorance of youth, The 
oniy people to whose opinions I listen now with any respect are people 
much younger than myself. They seem in front of me. Life has revealed to 
them her latest wonder. As for the aged, I always contradict the aged. Ido 
iton principle. If you ask them their opinion on something that happened 
yesterday, they solemnly give you the opinions current in 1820, when 
people wore high stocks, believed in everything, and knew absolutely 
nothing. How lovely that thing you are playing is! I wonder, did Chopin 
write itat Majorca, with the sea weeping round the villa and the salt spray 
dashing against the panes? It is marvellously romantic. What a blessing it 
is that there is one art left to us that is not imitative! Don't stop, 1 want 
musicto-night. It seems tome that you are the young Apollo and that | am 
Marsyas listening to you. I have sorrows, Dorian, of my own, that even you 
know nothing of. The tragedy of old age is not that one is old, but that one 
is young. I am amazed sometimes at my own sincerity. Ah, Dorian, how 
happy you are! What an exquisite life you have had! You have drunk 
deeply of everything. You have crushed the grapes against your palate. 
Nothing has been hidden from you. And it has all been to you no more 
than the sound of music, It has not marred you. You are still the same.’ 
“Lam not the same, Harry.” 

‘Yes, you are the same. I wonder what the rest of your life will be. Don't 
spoil it by renunciations. At present you are a perfect type, Don’t make 
yourself incomplete. You are quite flawless now. You need not shake your 
head: you know you are. Besides, Dorian, don't deceive yourself. Life is 
not governed by will or intention. Life is a question of nerves, and fibres, 
and slowly built-up cells in which thought hides itself and passion has its 
dreams, You may fancy yourself safe and think yourself strong, But a 

ance tone of colour in a room or a morning sky, a particular perfume 
that you had once loved and that bringe subtle memories with ta line 
from a forgotten poem that you had come across again, a cadence froma 
piece of music that you had ceased to play—I tell you, Dorian, that it ison. 
things like these that our lives depend. Browning writes about that some- 
‘where; but our own senses will imagine them for us, There are moments 
‘when the odour of hlas blanc passes suddenly across me, and I have to live 
the strangest month of my life over again. I wish I could change places 
with you, Dorian, The world has cried out against us both, but it hax 
always worshipped you. It always will worship you, You are the type of 
‘hat the age is searching for, and what it is afraid it has found, Iam so 
glad that you have never done anything, never carved a statue, or painted 
a picture, or produced anything outside of yourself! Life has been your 
art. You have set yourself to music, Your days are your sonnets,” 

Dorian rose up from the piano and passed his hand through his hair. 
“Yes, life has been exquisite,” he murmured, “but I am not going to have 
the same life, Harry. And you must not say these extravagant things to 
me, You don't know everything about me. I think that if you did, even you 
would turn from me. You laugh. Don't laugh.” 

“Why have you stopped playing, Dorian? Go back and give me the 
nocturne over again. Look at that great, honey-coloured moon that hangs 
in the dusky air. She is waiting for you to charm her, and if you play 
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she will come closer to the earth. You won't? Let us go to the club, then. It 
has been a charming evening, and we must end it charmingly, There is 
some one at White's who wants immensely to know you—young Lord 
Poole, Bournemouth's eldest son. He has already copied your neckties, 
and has me to introduce him to you, He is quite delightful and 
rather reminds me of you.” 

“I hope not,” said Dorian with a sad look in his eyes, "But I am tired 
to-night, Harry. Isha'n't go to the club, Itisnearly eleven, and 1 wantto go 
to bed early.” 

“Do stay. You have never played so well as to-night. There was some 
thing in your touch that was wonderful. It had more expression than I 
had ever heard from it before.” 

"Itis because Lam going to be good,” he answered, smiling. "I am a little 
changed already,” 

“You cannot change to me, Dorian,” said Lord Henry.” 
always be friends.” 

“Yet you poisoned me with a book once. I should not forgive that. 
Harry, promise me that you will never lend that book to any one. It does 

arm.” 

“My dear boy, you are really beginning to moralize. You will soon be 
going about like the converted, and the revivalist, warning people against 
all the sins of which you have grown tired. You are much too delightful to 
do that. Besides, it is no use. You and I are what we are, and will be what 
we will be, As for being poisoned by a book, there is no such thing as that. 
Art has no influence upon action. It annihilates the desire to act. It is 
superbly sterile. The books that the world calls immoral are books that 
show the world its own shame. That is all. But we won't discuss literature, 
Come round to-morrow. I am going to ride at eleven. We might go 
together, and I will take you to lunch afterwards with Lady Branksome. 
She isa charming woman, and wants to consult you about some tapestries 
‘he is thinking of buying. Mind you come, Or shall we lunch with our little 
duchess? She says she never sees you now, Perhaps you are tired of 
Gladys? I thought you would be. Her clever tongue gets on one’s nerves. 
Well, in any case, be here at eleven.” 

“Must I really come, Harry?" 

“Certainly. The park is quite lovely now. I don't think there have been 
such lilacs since the year I met you.” 

“Very well, I shall be here at eleven,” said Dorian, “Good night, Harry 
Ashe reached the door, he hesitated fora moment, asif he had something 
more to say. Then he sighed and went out, 


‘ou and I will 


CHAPTER TWENTY 


It was a lovely night, so warm that he threw his coat over his arm and did 
not even put his silk scarf round his throat. As he strolled home, smoking 
his cigarette, two young men in evening dress passed him. He heard one 
of them whisper to the other, “That is Dorian Gray.” He remembered 
how pleased he used to be when he was pointed out, or stared at, or talked 
"about, He was tired of hearing his own name now, Half the charm of the 
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little village where he had been so often lately was that no one knew who 
he was, He had often told the girl whom he had lured to love him that he 
‘was poor, and she had believed him. He had told her once that he was 
wicked, and she had laughed at him and answered that wicked people 
were always very old and very ugly. What a laugh she had!—just like a 
thrush singing. And how pretty she had been in her cotton dresses and 
her large hats! She knew nothing, butshe had everything that he had lost. 

‘When he reached home, he found his servant waiting up for him. He 
sent him to bed, and threw himself down on the sofa in the library, and 
began to think over some of the things that Lord Henry had said to him, 

‘Was it really true that one could never change? He felt a wild longing 
for the unstained purity of his boyhood—his rose-white boyhood, as Lord 
Henry had once called it, He knew that he had tarnished himself, filled his 
mind with corruption and given horror to his fancy: that he had been an 
evil influence to others, and had experienced a terrible joy in being so; 
and that of the lives that had crossed his own, it had been the fairest and 
the most full of promise that he had brought to shame, But was it all 
irretrievable? Was there no hope for him? 

Ah! in what a monstrous moment of pride and passion he had prayed 
that the portrait should bear the burden of his days, and he keep the 
unsullied splendour of eternal youth! All his failure had been due to that. 
Better for him that each sin of his life had brought its sure swift penalty 
along with it, There was purification in punishment, Not “Forgive us our 
sins” but "Smite us for our iniquities” should be the prayer of man to a 
most just God. 

‘The curiously carved mirror that Lord Henry had given to him, so 
many years ago now, was standing on the table, and the white-limbed. 
Cupids laughed round it as of old. He took it up, as he had done on that 
night of horror when he had first noted the change in the fatal picture, 
and with wild, tear-dimmed eyes looked into its polished shield. Once, 
some one who had terribly loved him had written to him a mad letter, 
ending with these idolatrous words: “The world is changed because you 
are made of ivory and gold. The curves of your lips rewrite history.” The 
phrases came back to his memory, and he repeated them over and over to 
himself, Then he loathed his own beauty, and flinging the mirror on the 
floor, crushed it into silver splinters beneath his heel, It was his beauty 
that had ruined him, his beauty and the youth that he had prayed for, But 
for those two things, his life might have been free from stain. His beauty 
had been to him but a mask, his youth but a mockery. What was youth at 
best? A green, an unripe time, a time of shallow moods, and sickly 
thoughts. Why had he worn its livery? Youth had spoiled him. 

It was better not to think of the past, Nothing could alter that. It was of 
himself, and of his own future, that he had to think, James Vane was 
hidden in a nameless grave in Selby churchyard. Alan Campbell had shot 
himself one night in his laboratory, but had not revealed the secret that he 
had been forced to know. The excitement, such as it was, over Basil 
Hallward’s disappearance would soon pass away. It was already waning. 
He was perfectly safe there. Nor, indeed, was it the death of Basil Hall- 
ward that weighed most upon his mind. It was the living death of his own 
soul that troubled him. Basil had painted the portrait that had marred his 
life. He could not forgive him that, It was the portrait that had done 
everything. Basil had said things to him that were unbearable, and thathe 
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had yetborne with patience. The murder had been simply the madness of 
moment. As for Alan Campbell, his suicide had been his own act. He had 
chosen to do it, It was nothing to him. 

A new life! That was what he wanted. That was what he was waiting for. 
Surely he had begun it already. He had spared one innocent thing, at any 
rate. He would never again tempt innocence. He would be 

‘As he thought of Hetty Merton, he began to wonder if the portrait in 
the locked room had changed. Surely it was not still so horrible as it had 
been? Pethaps if his life became pure, he would be able to expel every sign 
of evil passion from the face, Perhaps the signs of evil had already gone 
away. He would go and look. 

He took the lamp from the table and crept upstairs. As he unbarred the 
door, a smile of joy flitted across his strangely young-looking face and 
lingered for a moment about his lips. Yes, he would be good, and the 
hideous thing that he had hidden away would no longer be a terror to 
him. He felt as if the load had been lifted from him already. 

He wentin quietly, locking the door behind him, as was his custom, and 
dragged the purple hanging from the portrait. A cry of pain and indigna- 
tion broke from him. He could see no change, save that in the eyes there 
was a look of cunning and in the mouth the curved wrinkle of the 
hypocrite. The thing was still loathsome—more loathsome, if possible, 
than before—and the scarlet dew that spotted the hand seemed brighter, 
and more like blood newly spilled. Then he trembled. Had it been merely 
vanity that had made him do his one good deed? Or the desire for a new 
sensation, as Lord Henry had hinted, with his mocking laugh? Or that 
passion to act a part that sometimes makes us do things finer than we are 
ourselves? Or, perhaps, all these? And why was the red stain larger than it 
had been? It seemed to have crept like a horrible disease over the wrink- 
led fingers, There was blood on the painted feet, as though the thing had 
dripped—blood even on the hand that had not held the knife, Confess? 
Did it mean that he was to confess? To give himself up and be put to 
death? He laughed. He felt that the idea was monstrous. Besides, even if 
he did confess, who would believe him? There was no trace of the 
murdered man anywhere. Everything belonging to him had been des- 
troyed. He himself had burned what had been below-stairs, The world 
would simply say that he was mad. They would shut him up if he persisted 
in his story... Yetit was his duty to confess, to suffer public shame, and to 
make public atonement, There was a God who called upon men to tell 
their sins to earth as well as to heaven. Nothing that he could do would 
cleanse him till he had told his own sin, His sin? He shrugged his shoul- 
ders, The death of Basil Hallward seemed very little to him. He was 
thinking of Hetty Merton. For it was an unjust mirror, this mirror of his 
soul that he was looking at. Vanity? Curiosity? Hypocrisy? Had there been 
nothing more in his renunciation than that? There had been something 
more. At least he thought so. But who could tell? . .. No. There had been 
nothing more. Through vanity he had spared her. In hypocrisy he had 
worn the mask of goodness, For curiosity’s sake he had tried the denial of 
self, He recognized that now. 

But this murder—was it to dog him all his life? Was he always to be 
burdened by his past? Was he really to confess? Never. There was only 
one bit of evidence left against him. The picture itself—that was evidence. 
‘He would destroy it. Why had he kept it so long? Once it had given him 
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pleasure to watch it changing and growing old. Of late he had felt no such 
pleasure. It had kept him awake at night, When he had been away, he had 
been filled with terror lest other eyes should look upon it. It had brought 
melancholy across his passions. Its mere memory had marred many 
‘moments of joy. It had been like conscience to him. Yes, it had been 
conscience. He would destro 

He looked round and saw the knife that had stabbed Basil Hallward. 
He had cleaned it many times, till there was no stain left upon it. It was 
bright, and glistened. As it had killed the painter, so it would kill the 
painter's work, and all that that meant. It would kill the past, and when 
that was dead, he would be free. It would kill this monstrous soul-life, and 
without its hideous warnings, he would be at peace, He seized the thing, 
and stabbed the picture with it 

‘There was a cry heard, and a crash. The cry was so horrible in its agony 
that the frightened servants woke and crept out of their rooms, Two 
gentlemen, who were passing in the square below, stopped and looked up 
atthe great house, They walked on till they met a policeman and brought 
him back. The man rang the bell several times, but there was no answer. 
Except for a light in one of the top windows, the house was all dark, After 
a time, he went away and stood in an adjoining portico and watched. 
ay. lMfose house is that, Constable?" asked the elder of the two gen- 

“Mr. Dorian Gray's, sir," answered the policeman. 

They looked at each other, as they walked away, and sneered, One of 
them was Sir Henry Ashton's uncle 

Inside, in the servants’ part of the house, the half-clad domestics were 
talking in low whispers to each other. Old Mrs. Leaf was crying and 
wringing her hands, Francis was as pale as death, 

After about a quarter of an hour, he got the coachman and one of the 
footmen and crept upstairs. They knocked, but there was no reply, They 
called out. Everything was still. Finally, after vainly trying to force the 
door, they got on the roof and dropped down on to the balcony. The 
windows yielded easily—their bolts were old. 

When they entered, they found hanging upon the wall a splendid 
portrait of their master as they had last seen him, in all the wonder of his 
exquisite youth and beauty. Lying on the floor wasa dead man, in evening 
dress, with a knife in his heart. He was withered, wrinkled, and loathsome 
of visage. It was not till they had examined the rings that they recognized 
who it was. 


DRACULA 


Bram Stoker 


CHAPTER ONE 


JONATHAN HARKERS JOURNAL— (Kept in shorthand.) 


3 May, Bisirite Left Munich at 8:35 rm., on Ist May, arriving at 
Vienna early next morning; should have arrived at 6:46, but train was an 
hour late. Buda-Pesth seemes a wonderful place, from the glimpse which 
1 got of it from the train and the little I could walk through the streets, I 
feared to go very far from the station, as we arrived late and would start as 
near the correct time as possible, The impression I had was that we were 
leaving the West and entering the East; the most western of splendid 
bridges over the Danube, which is here of noble width and depth, took us 
among the traditions of Turkish rule. 

We eft in pretty good time, and came after nightfall to Klausenburgh, 
Here I stopped for the night at the Hotel Royale. I had for dinner, or 
rather supper, a chicken done up some way with red pepper, which was 
very good but thirsty. (Mem., get recipe for Mina.) I asked the waiter, and 
he said it was called “paprika hendl,” and that, as it was a national dish, I 
should be able to get it anywhere along the Carpathians, I found my 
smattering of German very useful here; indeed, I don't know how 1 
should be able to get on without it, 

Haying had some time at my disposal when in London, I had visited the 
British Museum, and made search among the books and maps in the 
library regarding Transylvania; it had struck me that some foreknow- 
edge of the country could hardly fail to have some importance in dealing 
with a nobleman of that country- I find that the district he named is in the 
extreme east of the country, just on the borders of three states, Transylva 
nia, Moldavia and Bukovina, in the midst of the Carpathian mountains; 
one of the wildest and least known portions of Europe. I was not able to 
light on any map or work giving the exact locality of the Castle Dracula, as 
there are no maps of this country as yet to compare with our own 
Ordnance Survey maps; but I found that Bistritz, the post town named by 
Count Dracula, is a fairly well-known place. I shall enter here some of my 
notes, as they may refresh my memory when I talk over my travels with 
Mina. 

In the population of Transylvania there are four distinct nationalities: 
Saxons in the South, and mixed with them the Wallachs, who are the 
descendants of the Dacians; Magyars in the West, and Szekelys in the East 
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and North. I am going among the latter, who claim to be descended from 
Attila and the Huns. This may beso, for when the Magyars conquered the 
country in the eleventh century they found the Huns settled in it. I read 
that every known superstition in the world is gathered into the horseshoe 
of the Carpathians, as if it were the centre of some sort of imaginative 
whirlpool; if so my stay may be very interesting: (Mem., I must ask the 
Count all about them.) 

I did not sleep well, though my bed was comfortable enough, for I had 
all sorts of queer dreams. There was a dog howling all night under my 
‘window, which may have had something to do with it; or it may have been 
the paprika, for I had to drink up all the water in my carafe, and was still 
thirsty, Towards morning I slept and was wakened by the continuous 
knocking at my door, so I guess I must have been sleeping soundly then. I 
had for breakfast more paprika, and a sort of porridge of maize flour 
which they said was “mamaliga,” and egg-plant stuffed with forcemeat, a 
very excellent dish, which they call “impletata.” (Mem., get recipe for thi 
also.) 1 had to hurry breakfast, for the train started a litle before eight, or 
rather it ought to have done so, for after rushing to the station at 7:30 1 
had to sitin the carriage for more than an hour before we began to move. 
It seems to me that the further east you go the more unpunctual are the 
trains. What ought they to be in China? 

‘All day long we seemed to dawdle through a country which was full of 
beauty of every kind, Sometimes we saw little towns or castles on the top of 
steep hills such as we see in old missals; sometimes we ran by rivers and 
streams which seemed from the wide stony margin on each side of them to 
be subject to great floods, It takes a lot of water, and running strong, to 
sweep the outside edge of a river clear. At every station there were groups 
of people, sometimes crowds, and in all sorts of attire, Some of them were 
just like the peasants at home or those I saw coming through France and 
Germany, with short jackets and round hats and home-made trousers; 
but others were very picturesque. The women looked pretty, except when 
you got near them, but they were very clumsy about the waist. They had 
all full white sleeves of some kind or other, and the most of them had big 
belts with a lot of strips of something fluttering from them like the dresses 
in a ballet, but of course there were petticoats under them. The strangest 
figures we saw were the Slovaks, who were more barbarian than the rest, 
with their big cow-boy hats, great baggy dirty-white trousers, white linen 
shirts, and enormous heavy leather belts, nearly a foot wide, all studded. 
over with brass nails. They wore high boots, with their trousers tucked 
into them, and had long black hair and heavy black moustaches, They are 
very picturesque, but do not look prepossessing. On the stage they would 
be set down at once as some old Oriental band of brigands, They are, 
however, I am told, very harmless and rather wanting in natural self- 
assertion. 

Tt was on the dark side of twilight when we got to Bistritz, which isa very 
interesting old place. Being practically on the frontier—for the Borgo 
Pass leads from it into Bukovina—it has had a very stormy existence, and 
it certainly shows marks of it. Fifty years ago a series of great fires took 
place, which made terrible havoc on five separate occasions. At the very 
beginning ofthe seventeenth century itunderwenta siege of three weeks 
and lost 13,000 people, the casualties of war proper being assisted by 
famine and disease. 

Count Dracula had directed me to go to the Golden Krone Hotel, which 
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1found, to my great delight, to be thoroughly old-fashioned, for of course 
1 wanted to see all I could of the ways of the country. I was evidently 
expected, for when I got near the door I faced a cheery-looking elderly 
woman in the usual peasant dress—white undergarment with long dou- 
ble apron, front, and back, of coloured stuff fitting almost too tight for 
modesty. When I came close she bowed and said, "The Herr English- 
man?” “Yes,” 1 said, "Jonathan Harker.” She smiled, and gave some 
message to an elderly man in white shirt-sleeves, who had followed her to 
the door. He went, but immediately returhed with a leter: — 


“My Prien. 

‘Welcome to the Carpathians. I am anxiously expecting 
you. Sleep well to-night, At three to-morrow the diligence 
‘will start for Bulkovina; a place on it is kept for you. At the 
Borgo Pass my carriage will await you and will bring you to 
me: trustthat your journey from London has been a happy 
‘one, and that you will enjoy your stay in my beautiful land. 


“Your friend, 
“Dracut.” 


4 May—I found that my landlord had got a letter from the Count, 
directing him to secure the best place on the coach for me; but on making 
inquiries as to details he seemed somewhat reticent, and pretended that 
he could not understand my German. This could not be true, because up 
to then he had understood it perfectly; atleast, he answered my questions 
exactly as if he did. He and his wife, the old lady who had received me, 
looked at each other ina frightened sort of way. Fle mumbled out that the 
‘money had been sent in a letter, and that was all he knew. When I asked 
him if he knew Count Dracula, and could tell me anything of his castle, 
both he and his wife crossed themselves, and, saying that they knew 
nothing at all, simply refused to speak further. It was so near the time of 
starting that I had notime to ask any one else, for it was all very mysterious 
and not by any means comforting: 

“Just before I was leaving, the old lady came up to my room and said in a 
very hysterical way: 

“Must you go? Oh! young Herr, must you go?” She was in such an 
excited state that she seemed to have lost her grip of what German she 
Knew, and mixed itall up with some other language which I did not know 
at all. 1 was just able to follow her by asking many questions. When I told 
her that I must go at once, and that I was engaged on important business, 
she asked again: 

“Do you know what day itis?” I answered that it was the fourth of May. 
She. shook her head as she said again: 

“Oh, yes! I know that! I know that, but do you know what day itis?” On 
my saying that I did not understand, she went on: 

cis the eve of St. George’s Day. Do you not know that to-night, when 
the clock strikes midnight, all the evil things in the world will have full 
Sway? Do you know where you are going, and what you are going to?” She 
Wwas in such evident distress that I tried to comfort her, but without effect. 
Finally she went down on her knees and implored me not to go; atleast to 
wait a day or two before starting. It was all very ridiculous but I did not 
Teel comfortable, However, there was business to be done, and I could 
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allow nothing to interfere with it. 1 therefore tried to raise her up, and 
said, as gravely as I could, that I thanked her, but my duty was imperative, 
and that I must go. She then rose and dried her eyes, and taking a crucifix 
from her neck offered it to me. I did not know what to do, for, as an 
English Churchman, I have been taught to regard such things as in some 
measure idolatrous, and yet it seemed so ungracious to refuse an old lady 
‘meaning so well and in such a state of mind. She saw, I suppose, the doubt 
in my face, for she put the rosary round my neck, and said, “For your 
mother's sake,” and went out of the room. I am writing up this part of the 
diary whilst I am waiting for the coach, which is, of course, late: and the 
crucifix itself, I do not know, but I am not feeling nearly as easy in my 
mind as usual, If this book should ever reach Mina before I do, let it bring 
my good-bye, Here comes the coach! 


5 May. The Castle —The grey of the morning has passed, and the sun is 
high over the distant horizon, which seems jagged, whether with trees or 
hills I know not, for itis so far off that big things and little are mixed, Lam 
not sleepy, and, as I am not to be called till I awake, naturally I write till 
sleep comes. There are many odd things to put down, and, lest who reads 
them may fancy that I dined too well before I left Bistritz, let me put down 
my dinner exactly. 1 dined on what they called "robber steak’—bits of 
bacon, onion, and beef, seasoned with red pepper, and strung on sticks 
and roasted over the fire, in the simple style of the London cat's meat! The 
wine was Golden Mediasch, which produces a queer sting on the tongue, 
which is, however, not disagreeable. 1 had only a couple of glasses of this, 
and nothing else. 

When I got on the coach the driver had not taken his seat, and Isaw him 
talking with the landlady. They were evidently talking of me, for every 
now and then they looked at me, and some of the people who were sitting 
on the bench outside the door—which they call by a name meaning 
“word-bearer’—came and listened, and then looked at me, most of them 
pityingly, I could hear a lot of words often repeated, queer words, for 
there were many nationalities in the crowd; so 1 quietly got my polyglot 
dictionary from my bag and looked them out. I must say there Were not 
cheering to me, for amongst them were "Ordog"—Satan, “pokol’—hell, 
*stregoica"—witch, “vrolok” and “ikoslak’—both of which mean the 
same thing that is either werewolf or vampire, (Mem., I must ask the 
‘Count about these superstitions.) 

‘When we started, the crowd round the inn door, which had by this time 
swelled to a considerable size, all made the sign of the cross and pointed 
two fingers towards me. With some difficulty I got a fellow-passenger to 
tell me what they meant; he would not answerat first, but on learning that 
1 was English, he explained that it was a charm or guard against the evil 
eye. This was not very pleasant for me, just starting for an unknown place 
to meet an unknown man; but every one seemed so kind-hearted, and so 
sorrowful, and so sympathetic that I could not but be touched. I shall 
never forget the last glimpse which | had of the inn-yard and its crowd of 
picturesque figures, all crossing themselves, as they stood round the wide 
archway, with its background of rich foliage of oleander and orange trees 
in green tubs clustered in the centre of the yard. Then our driver, whose 
wide linen drawers covered the whole front of the box-seat—gotza’ they 
call thetn—cracked his big whip over his four small horses, which ran 


ee A 


4 
i DRACULA 385 


abreast, and we set off on our journey. 

T soon lost sight and recollection of ghostly fears in the beauty of the 
scene as we drove along, although had I known the language, or rather 
languages, which my fellow-passengers were speaking, I might not have 
been able to throw them off so easily. Before us lay a green sloping land 
full of forests and woods, with here and there steep hills, crowned with 
clumps of trees or with farmhouses, the blank gable end to the road. 
‘There was everywhere a bewildering mass of fruit blossom—apple, plum, 
pear, cherry; and as we drove by I could’see the green grass under the 
trees spangled with the fallen petals. In and out amongst these green hills 
of what they call here the "Miel Land” ran the road, losing itself as it 
swept round the grassy curve, or was shut out by the straggling ends of 
pine woods, which here and there ran down the hillsides like tongues of 
flame. The road was rugged, but still we seemed to fly over it with a 
feverish haste. I could not understand then what the haste meant, but the 
driver was evidently bent on losing no time in reaching Borgo Prund. I 
was told that this road is in summertime excellent, but that it had not yet 
been put in order after the winter snows. In this respect it is different 
from the general run of roads in the Carpathians, for itis an old tradition 
that they are notto be kept in too good order, Of old the Hospadars would 
not repair them, lest the Turk should think that they were preparing to 
bring in foreign troops, and so hasten the war which was always really at 
loading point. 

‘Beyond the green swelling hills of the Mittel Land rose mighty slopes of 
forest up to the lofty steeps of the Carpathians themselves. Right and left 
of us they towered, with the afternoon sun falling full upon them and 
bringing out all the glorious colours of this beautiful range, deep blue and 
purple in the shadows of the peaks, green and brown where grass and 
Tock mingled, and an endless perspective of jagged rock and pointed 
‘crags, till these were themselves lost in the distance, where the snowy 
peaks rose grandly. Here and there seemed mighty riftsin the mountains, 
through which, as the sun began to sink, we saw now and again the white 
gleam of falling water. One of my companions touched my arm as we 
Swept round the base of hill and opened up the lofty, snow-covered peak 
of a mountain, which seemed, as we wound on our sepentine way, to be 

sht before us:— 

“Look! Isten szek!"—"God's seat!"—and he crossed himself reverently. 
‘we wound on our endless way, and the sun sank lower and lower 
behind us, the shadows of the evening began to creep round us. This was 
emphasized by the fact that the snowy mountain-top still held the sunset, 
and seemed to glow out with a delicate cool pink. Here and there we 
Passed Cszeks and Slovaks, all in picturesque attire, but I noticed that 
foitre was painfully prevalent. By the roadside were many crosses, and as 
‘we swept by, my companionsall crossed themselves. Here and there was a 
peasant man or woman kneeling before a shrine, who did not even turn 
Found as we approached, but seemed in the self-surrender of devotion to 
have neither eyes nor ears for the outer world. There were many things 
new to me: for instance, hay-ricks in the trees, and here and there very 
beautiful masses of weeping birch, their white stems shining like silver 
through the delicate green of the leaves, Now and again we passed a 
leiter-wagon—the ordinary peasant’s cart—with its long, snake-like ver- 
tebra, calculated to suit the inequalities of the road, On this were sure to 
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bbe seated quite a group of home-coming peasants, the Cszeks with their 
white, and the Slovaks with their coloured, sheepskins, the latter carrying 
lance-fashion their long staves, with axe at end. As the evening fell it 
began to get very cold, and the growing twilight seemed to merge into one 
dark mistiness the gloom of the trees, oak, beech, and pine, though in the 
valleys which ran deep between the spurs of the hills, as we ascended 
through the Pass, the dark firs stood out here and there against the 
background of late-lying snow. Sometimes, as the road was cut through 
the pine woods that seemed in the darkness to be closing down upon us, 
great masses of greyness, which here and there bestrewed the trees, 
produced a peculiarly weird and solemn effect, which carried on the 
thoughts and grim fancies engendered earlier in the evening, when the 
falling sunset threw into strange relief the ghost-like clouds which 
amongst the Carpathians seem to wind ceaselessly through the valleys. 
Sometimes the hills were so steep that, despite our driver's haste, the 
horses could only go slowly. [wished to get down and walk up them, as we 
do at home, but the driver would not hear of it. "No, no,” he said; "you 
‘must not walk here; the dogs are too fierce”; and then he added, with 
what he evidently meant for grim pleasantry—for he looked round to 
catch the approving smile of the rest—"and you may have enough of such 
matters before you go to sleep.” The only stop he would make was a 
moment's pause to light his lamps. 

‘When it grew dark there seemed to be some excitement amongst the 
passengers, and they kept speaking to him, one after the other, as though 
urging him to further speed. He lashed the horses unmercifully with his 
Jong whip, and with wild cries of encouragement urged them on to 
further exertions. Then through the darkness I could see a sort of patch 

ey light ahead of us, as though there were a cleft in the hills. The 
‘excitement of the passengers grew greater; the crazy coach rocked on its 
great leather springs, and swayed like a boat tossed on a stormy sea. I had 
tohold on. The road grew more level, and we appeared to fly along. Then 
the mountains seemed to come nearer to us on each side and to frown 
down upon us; we were entering on the Borgo Pass. One by one several of 
the passengers offered me gifts, which they pressed upon me with an 
earnestness which would take no denial; these were certainly of an odd 
and varied kind, but each was given in simple good faith, with a kindly 
word, and a blessing, and that strange mixture of fear-meaning move- 
‘ments which T had seen outside the hotel at Bistritz—the sign of the cross 
and the guard against the evil eye. Then, as we flew along, the driver 
leaned forward, and on each side of the passengers, craning over the edge 
of the coach, peered eagerly into the darkness. It was evident that some- 
thing very exciting was either happening or expected, but though I asked 
each passenger, no one would give me the slightest explanation. This state 
of excitement kept on for some little time; and at last we saw before us the 
Pass opening out on the eastern side. There were dark, rolling clouds 
overhead, and in the air the heavy, oppressive sense of thunder. It 
seemed as though the mountain range had separated two atmospheres, 
and that now we had got into the thunderous one. I was now myself 
looking out for the conveyance which Was to take me to the Count. Bach 
moment I expected to see the glare of lamps through the blackness; but all 
was dark, The only light was the flickering rays of our own lamps, in 
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Which the steam from our hard driven horses rose in a white cloud, We 
‘could see now the sandy road lying white before us, but there was on it no 
sign ofa vehicle. The passengers drew back with a sigh of gladness, which 
seemed to mock my own disappointment. I was already thinking what I 
had best do, when the driver, looking at his watch, said to the others 
something which I could hardly hear, it was spoken so quietly and in so 
Jowa tone; I thought it was "An hour less than the time,” Then turning to 
me he said in German worse than my own:— 

“There is no carriage here, The Herr isnot expected after all. He will 
now come on to Bukovina, and return to-morrow or the next day; better 
the next day.” Whilst he was speaking the horses began to neigh and snort 
and plunge wildly, so that the driver had to hold them up. Then, amongst 
a chorus of screams from the peasants and a universal crossing of them- 
selves, a caléche, with four horses, drove up behind us, overtook us, and 
drew up beside the coach. I could see from the flash of our lamps, as the 
rays fell on them, that the horses were coal-black and splendid animals. 
‘They were driven by a tall man, with along brown beard and a great black 
hat, which seemed to hide his face from us, I could only see the gleam of a 
pair of very bright eyes, which seemed red in the lamplight, as he turned 
to us. He said to the driver: 

“You are early to-night, my friend.” The man stammered in reply:— 

“The English Herr was in a hurry," to which the stranger replied:— 

“That is why, I suppose, you wished him to go on to Bukovina. You 
cannot deceive me, my friend; I know too much, and my horses are swift.” 
As he spoke he smiled, and the lamplight fell on a hard-looking mouth, 
with very red lips and sharp-looking teeth, as white as ivory. One of my 
‘companions whispered to another the line from Burger's “Lenore”: 


“Denn die Todten reiten schnell” — 
(For the dead travel fast") 


“The strange driver evidently heard the words, for he looked up with a 
gleaming smile. The passenger turned his face away, at the same time 

uting out his two fingers and crossing himself, "Give me the Herr's 
[iggage,” said the driver; and with exceeding alacrity my bags were 
handed out and putin the caléche, Then I descended from the side of the 
coach, as the caléche was close alongside, the driver helping me with a 
hand which caught my arm in a grip of steel; his strength must have been 
prodigious. Without a word he shook his reins, the horses turned, and we 
Swept into the darkness of the Pass, As I looked back I saw the steam from 
the horses of the coach by the light of the lamps, and projected against it 
the figures of my late companions crossing themselves, Then the driver 
cracked his whip and called to his horses, and off they swept on their way 
to Bukovina. As they sank into the darkness I felt a strange chill, and a 
lonely feeling came aver me; but a cloak was thrown over my shoulders, 
and a rug across my knees, and the driver said in excellent German:— 

“The night is chill, mein Herr, and my master the Count bade me take 
all care of you. There is a flask of slivovitz (the plum brandy of the 
country) underneath the seat, if you should require it." I did not take any, 
but it was a comfort to know it was there all the same. I felt a litle 
strangely, and nota litle frightened. I think had there been any alterna- 
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tive I should have taken it, instead of prosecuting that unknown night 
journey. The carriage went at a hard pace straight along, then we made a 
‘complete turn and went along another straight road. It seemed to me that 
we were simply going over and over the same ground again; and so I took 
note of some salient point, and found that this was so. { would have liked 
to have asked the driver what this all meant, but I really feared to do so, 
for I thought that, placed as I was, any protest would have had no effect in 
case there had been an intention to delay. By-and-by, however, as I was 
curious to know how time was passing, I struck a match, and by its flame 
looked at my watch; it was within a few minutes of midnight. This gave me 
a sort of shock, for I suppose the general superstition about midnight was 
increased by my recent experiences. 1 waited with a sick feeling of sus- 
nse. 

P'Then a dog began to howl somewhere in a farmhouse far down the 
road—a long, agonised wailing, as if from fear. The sound was taken up 
by another dog, and then another and another, till, borne on the wind 
which now sighed softly through the Pass, a wild howling began, which 
seemed to come from all over the country, as far as the imagination could 
‘grasp it through the gloom of the night. At the first how! the horses began 
to strain and rear, but the driver spoke to them soothingly, and they 
quieted down, but shivered and sweated as though after a run-away from 
sudden fright. Then, far off in the distance, from the mountains on each 
side of us began a louder and a sharper howling—that of wolves—which 
affected both the horses and myself in the same way—for I was minded to, 
jump from the calèche and run, whilst they reared again and plunged 
madly, so that the driver had to use all his great strength to keep them 
from bolting, In.a few minutes, however, my own ears got accustomed to 
the sound, and the horses so far became quiet that the driver was able to 
descend and to stand before them, He petted and soothed them, and 
whispered something in their ears, as I have heard of horse-tamers doing, 
and with extraordinary effect, for under his carresses they became quite 
manageable again, though they still trembled. The driver again took his 
seat, and shaking his reins, started off at a great pace. This time, after 
going to the far side of the Pass, he suddenly turned down a narrow 
roadway which ran sharply to the right. 

Soon we were hemmed in with trees, which in places arched right over 
the roadway till we passed as through tunnel; and again great frowning 
rocks guarded us boldly on either side. Though we were in shelter, we 
could hear the rising wind, for it moaned and whistled through the rocks, 
and the branches of the trees crashed together as we swept along. It grew 
colder and colder still, and fine, powdery snow began to fall, so that soon 
we and all around us were covered with a white blanket. The keen wind 
still carried the howling of the dogs, though this grew fainter as we went 
on our way. The baying of the wolves sounded nearer and nearer, as 
though they were closing round on us from every side. I grew dreadfully 
afraid, and the horses shared my fear. The driver, however, was not in the 
least disturbed; he kept turning his head to left and right, but I could not 
see anything through the darkness. 

‘Suddenly, away on our left, I saw a faint flickering blue flame, The 
driver saw it at the same moment, he at once checked the horses, and 
jumping to the ground, disappeared into the darkness. I did not know 
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what to do, the less as the howling of the wolves grew closer; but while I 
wondered the driver suddenly appeared again, and without a word took 
his seat, and we resumed our journey. I think I must have fallen asleep 
and kept dreaming of the incident, for it seemed to be repeated endlessly, 
and now looking back, itis like a sort of awful nightmare. Once the flame 
appeared so near the road, that even in the darkness around us I could 
watch the driver's motions, He went rapidly to where the blue flame 
arose—it must have been very faint, for it did not seem to illumine the 
place around itat all—and gathering a few stones, formed them into some 
device. Once there appeared a strange optical effect: when he stood 
between meand the flame he did not obstruct it, for I could see its ghostly 
flicker all the same. This startled me, but as the effect was only momen- 
tary, I took it that my eyes deceived me straining through the darkness. 
‘Then for a time there were no blue flames, and we sped onwards through 
the gloom, with the howling of the wolves around us, as though they were 
following in a moving circle. 

At last there came a time when the driver went further afield than he 
had yet gone, and during his absence, the horses began to tremble worse 
than ever and to snort and scream with fright. I could not see any cause 
for it, for the howling of the wolves had ceased altogether; but just then 
the moon, sailing through the black clouds, appeared behind the jagged 
crest of a beetling, pine-clad rock, and by itslight I saw around usa ring of 
wolves, with white teeth and lolling red tongues, with long, sinewy limbs 
and shaggy hair. They were a hundred times more terrible in the gri 
diente wie held them than even when they howled. For myself, T felta 
sort of paralysis of fear. It is only when a man feels himself face to face 
With such horrors that he can understand their true import 

‘All at once the wolves began to how! as though the moonlight had had 
some peculiar effect on them. The horses jumped about and reared, and 
looked helplessly round with eyes that rolled in a way painful to see; but 
the living ring of terror encompassed them on every side; and they had 
perforce to remain within it. I called to the coachman to come, for it 
Seemed to me that our only chance was to try to break out through the 
ring and to aid his approach. I shouted and beat the side of the caléche, 
hoping by the noise to scare the wolves from that side, so as to give him a 
chance of reaching the trap. How he came there, I know not, but I heard 
his voice raised in a tone of imperious command, and looking towards the 
sound, saw him stand in the roadway. As he swept his long arms, as 
though brushing aside some impalpable obstacle, the wolves fell back and 
back further still, Just then a heavy cloud passed across the face of the 
moon, so that we were again in darkness. 

‘When I could see again the driver was climbing into the caléche, and the 
wolves had disappeared. This was all so strange and uncanny that a 
dreadful fear came upon me, and I was afraid to speak or move. The time 
Seemed interminable as we swept on our way, now in almost complete 
darkness, for the rolling clouds obscured the moon, We kept on ascend- 
ing, with occasional periods of quick descent, but in the main always 
ascending Suddenly, 1 became conscious of the fact that the driver was in 
the act of pulling up the horses in the courtyard of a vast ruined castle, 
from whose tall black windows came no ray of light, and whose broken 
battlements showed a jagged line against the moonlit sky. 
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CHAPTER Two 


JONATHAN HARKER'S JOURNAL— continued 


5 May—I must have been asleep, for certainly if I had been fully awake 
H rmust fave noticed the appouch of ch a remarkable place fa the 

oom the courtyard looked of considerable size, and as several dark ways 
Ed from it under great round arches, it perhaps seemed bigger than it 
really is. 1 have not yet been able to see it by daylight, 3 

‘When the caléche stopped, the driver jumped down and held out his 
hand to assist me to alight. Again 1 could not but notice his prodigious 
strength. His hand actually seemed like a steel vice that could have 
crushed mine if he had chosen. Then he took out my traps, and placed 
them on the ground beside me as I stood close to a great door, old and 
studded with large ton hails and Set iA refering doorway of masta 
stone. I could see even in the dim light that the stone was massively carved, 
but that the carving had been much worn by time and weather. As I stood, 
the driver hanped again inio bas seat and shook the relay the hace 
started forward, and trap and all disappeared down one of the dark 
openings. 

"stood in silence where Iwas, for I did not know what to do. Of bell or 
knocker there was no sign; through these frowning walls and dark win- 
dow openings it was not likely that my voice could penetrate. The time I 
waited seemed endless, and I felt doubts and fears crowding upon me. 
What sort of place had I come to, and among what kind of people? What 
sort of grim adventure was it on which 1 had embarked? Was this a 
customary incident in the life of a solicitor's clerk sent out to explain the 
purchase of a London estate to a foreigner? Solicitor's clerk! Mina would 
hot like that. Solicitor—for just before leaving London I got word that my 
‘examination was successful; and I am now a full-blown solicitor! I began 
to rub my eyes and pinch myelfto see if 1 were awake, It all seemed like a 
horrible nightmare to me, and I expected that I should suddenly awake, 
and find myself at home, with the dawn struggling in through the win- 
dows, as I had now and again felt in the morning after a day of overwork, 
But my flesh answered the pinching test, and my eyes were not to be 
deceived. I was indeed awake and among the Carpathians, All I could do 
now was to be patient, and to wait the coming of morning. 

Just as I had come to this conclusion 1 heard a heavy step approaching 
behind the great door, and saw through the chinks the gleam of a coming 
light. Then there was the sound of rattling chains and the clanking of 
massive bolts drawn back. A key was turned with the loud grating noise of 
long disuse, and the great door swung back. 

Within, stood a tall old man, clean shaven save for a long white mous- 
tache, and clad in black from head to foot, without a single speck of colour 
about him anywhere. He held in his hand an antique silver lamp, in which 
the flame burned without chimney or globe of any kind, throwing long 
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quivering shadows as it flickered in the draught of the open door. The old 
man motioned me in with his right hand with a courtly gesture, saying in 
excellent English, but with a strange intonation:— 

“Welcome to my house! Enter freely and of your own willl” He made no 
motion of stepping to meet me, but stood like a statue, as though his 
gesture of welcome had fixed him into stone. The instant, however, that 1 
had stepped over the threshold, he moved impulsively forward, and 
holding out his hand grasped mine with a strength which made me wince, 
an effect which was not lessened by thé fact that it seemed as cold as 
ice—more like the hand of a dead than a living man. Again he said: 

“Welcome to my house, Come freely. Go safely; and leave something of 
the happiness you bring!” The strength of the handshake was so much 
akin to that which I had noticed in the driver whose face I had not seen, 
that for a moment I doubted if it were not the same person to whom I was 
speaking: so to make sure, I said interrogatively:— 

“Count Dracula?” He bowed in a courtly way as he replied:— 

“Tam Dracula; and I bid you welcome, Mr. Harker, to my house. Come 
in; the night air is chill, and you must need to eat and rest.” As he was 
speaking, he put the lamp ona bracket on the wall, and stepping out, took 
my luggage; he had carried it in before I could forestall him. I protested 
but he insisted: — 

“Nay, sir, you are my guest. It is late, and my people are not available. 
Let me see to your comfort myself.” He insisted on carrying my traps 
along the passage, and then up a great winding stair, and along another 
great passage, on whose stone floor our steps rang heavily. At the end of 
this he threw open a heavy door, and I rejoiced to see within a well-lit 
room in which a table was spread for supper, and on whose mighty hearth 
4 great fire of logs, freshly replenished, flamed and flared. 

"The Count halted, putting down my bags, closed the door, and crossing 
the room, opened another door, which led into a small octagonal room lit 
by a single lamp, and seemingly without a window of any sort. Passing 
through this, he opened another door, and motioned me to enter. It wasa 
welcome sight; for here was a great bedroom well lighted and warmed 
with another log fire—also added to but lately, for the top logs were 
fresh—which sent a hollow roar up the wide chimney. The Count himself 
left my luggage inside and withdrew, saying, before he closed the door:— 

"You will need, after your journey, W refresh yourself by making your 
toilet. I trust you will find all you wish. When you are ready, come into the 
other room, where you will find your supper prepared.” 

The light and warmth and the Count's courteous welcome seemed to 
have dissipated all my doubts and fears, Having then reached my normal 
state, I discovered that I was half famished with hunger; so making a hasty 
toilet, I went into the other room. 

T found supper already laid out. My host, who stood on one side of the 
great fireplace, leaning against the stonework, made a graceful wave of 
his hand to the table, and said:— 

“ pray you, be seated and sup how you please. You will, I trust, excuse 
me that { do hot join you; but I have dined already, and T do not sup.” 

T handed to him the sealed letter which Mr. Hawkins had entrusted to 
me, He opened it and read it gravely; then, with a charming smile, he 
handed it to me to read. One passage of it, at least, gave me a thrill of 
pleasure. 
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“I must regret that an attack of gout, from which malady I am a 
constant sufferer, forbids absolutely any travelling on my part for some 
time to come; but Tam happy to say I can send a sufficient substitute, one 
in whom I have every possible confidence. He is a young man, full of 
energy and talent in his own way, and of a very faithful disposition. He is 
discreet and silent, and has grown into manhood in my service, He shall 
be ready to attend on you when you will during his stay, and shall take 
your instructions in all matters.” 

‘The Count himself came forward and took off the cover of a dish, and I 
fell to at once on an excellent roast chicken. This, with some cheese and a 
salad and a bottle of old Tokay, of which I had two glasses, was my supper. 
During the time I was eating it the Count asked me many questions as to 
my journey, and 1 told him by degrees all I had experienced. 

By this time 1 had finished my supper, and by my host's desire had 
drawn up a chair by the fire and begun to smoke a cigar which he offered 
‘me, at the same time excusing himself that he did not smoke. Thad nowan 
‘opportunity of observing him, and found him of a very marked physiog- 
nom) 

His face was a strong—a veryatrong—aquiline, with high bridge of the 
thin nose and peculiarly arched nostrils; with lofty domed forehead, and 
hair growing scantily round the temples but profusely elsewhere. His 
eyebrows were very massive, almost meeting over the nose, and with 
bushy hair that seemed to curl in its own profusion, The mouth, so far as 1 
could see it under the heavy moustache, was fixed and rather cruel- 
looking, with peculiarly sharp white teeth; these protruded over the lips, 
whose remarkable ruddiness showed astonishing vitality in a man of his 
years. For the rest, his ears were pale, and at the tops extremely pointed; 
the chin was broad and strong, and the cheeks firm though thin, The 
general effect was one of extraordinary pallor, 

Hitherto I had noticed the backs of his hands as they lay on his knees in 
the firelight, and they had seemed rather white and fine; but seeing them 
now close to me, I could not but notice that they were rather coarse— 
broad, with squat fingers. Strange to say, there were hairs in the centre of 
the palm. The nails were long and fine, and cut to a sharp point. As the 
Count leaned over me and his hands touched me, I could not repress a 
shudder. It may have been that his breath was rank, but a horrible feeling 
‘of nausea came over me, which, do what I would, I could not conceal. The 
Count, evidently noticing it, drew back; and with a grim sort of smile, 
which showed more than he had yet done his protuberant teeth, sat 
himself down again on his own side of the fireplace. We were both silent 
for a while; and as I looked towards the window I saw the first dim streak 
of the coming dawn. There seemed a strange stillness over everything; 
butas I listened I heard as if from down below in the valley the howling of 
many wolves. The Count's eyes gleamed, and he said:— 

“Listen to them—the children of the night, What music they make!” 
Seeing, 1 suppose, some expression in my face strange to him, he 
added: 

“Ah, sir, you dwellers in the city cannot enter into the feelings of the 
hunter.” Then he rose and said: 

“But you must be tired, Your bedroom is all ready, and tomorrow you 
shall sleep as late as you will. have to be away till the afternoon; so sleep 
well and dream well!” With a courteous bow, he opened for me himself 
the door to the octagonal room, and I entered my bedroom... 
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Tamallin asea of wonders. I doubt; I fear; I think strange things, which 
1 dare not confess to my own soul. God keep me, if only for the sake of 
jose dear to me! 


7 May—Itis again early morning, but I have rested and enjoyed the last 
twenty-four hours, slept tilllate in the day, and awoke of my own accord. 
When I had dressed myself I went into the room where we had supped, 
and found a cold breakfast laid out, with coffee kept hot by the pot being 
placed on the hearth. There was a card on the table, on which was 
‘written: 

“I have to be absent for a while. Do not wait for me—D." I set to and 
enjoyed a hearty meal, When 1 had done, 1 looked for a bell, so that I 
‘might let the servants know I had finished but I could not find one. There 
are certainly odd deficiencies in the house, considering the extraordinary 
evidences of wealth which are round me. The table service is of gold, and 
so beautifully wrought that it must be of immense value. The curtains and 
upholstery of the chairs and sofas and the hangings of my bed are of the 
costliest and most beautiful fabrics, and must have been of fabulous value 
when they were made, for they are centuries old, though in excellent 
order. I saw something like them in Hampton Court, but there they were 
worn and frayed and moth-eaten. But still in none of the rooms is there a 
mirror. There is not even a toilet glass on my table, and I had to get the 
little shaving glass from my bag before I could either shave or brush my 
hair, I have not yet seen a servant anywhere, or heard a sound near the 
castle except the howling of wolves, Some time after I had finished my 
meal—t do not know whether to call it breakfast or dinner, for it was 
between five and six o'clock when I had it—I looked about for something 
to read, for 1 did not like to go about the castle until I had asked the 
Count’s permission, There was absolutely nothing in the room, book, 
newspaper, or even writing materials; so I opened another door in the 
room and found a sort of library. The door opposite mine I tried, but 
found it locked. 

In the library I found, to my great delight, a vast number of English 
books, whole shelves full of them, and bound volumes of magazines and 
newspapers, A table in the centre was littered with English magazines and 
newspapers, though none of them were of very recent date. The books 
were of the most varied kind—history, geography, politics, political eco- 
nomy, botany, geology, law—all relating to England and English life and 
customs and manners. There were even such books of reference as the 
London Directory, the “Red” and “Blue” books, Whitaker's Almanac, the 
‘Army and Navy Lists, and—it somehow gladdened my heart to sce it—the 
Law List. 

‘Whilst I was looking at the books, the door opened, and the Count 
entered. He saluted me in a hearty way, and hoped that I had had a good 
night's rest. Then he went on:— a 

“Tam glad you found your way in here, for Iam sure there is much that 
will interest you. These companions’—and he laid his hand on some of 
the books—“have been good friends to me, and for some years past, ever 
since I had the idea of going to London, have given me many, many hours 
of pleasure. Through them I have come to know your great England; and 
to know her is tolove her, I longto go through the crowded streets of your 

m mighty London, to be in the midst of the Whirl and rush of humanity, to 
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share its life, its change, its death, and all that makes it what it is. But alas! 
as yet I only know your tongue through books, To you, my friend, I look 
that I know it to speak.” 

"But, Count," I said, “you know and speak English thoroughly!" He 
bowed gravely 

“I thank you, my friend, for your all too-flattering estimate, but yet I 
fear that I am but a litle way on the road I would travel. True, I know the 
grammar and the words, but yet I know not how to speak them.” 

“Indeed,” I said, “you speak excellently,” 

“Notso," he answered, “Well, I know that, did I moveand speak in your 
London, none there are who would not know me for a stranger. That is 
not enough for me. Here T am a noble; I am boyar; the common people 
know me, and Lam master. But a stranger in a strange land, he is no one: 
men know him not—and to know not is to care not for. I am content if T 
am like the rest, so that no man stops if he sees me, or pause in his 
speaking if he hear my words, ‘Ha, hal a stranger!" T have been so long 
master that I would be master still or at least that none other should be 
master of me. You come to me not alone as agent of my friend Peter 
Hawkins, of Exeter, to tell me all about my new estate in London, You 
shall, I trust, rest here with me awhile, so that by our talking I may learn 
the English intonation; and I would that you tell me when I make error, 
even of the smallest, in my speaking. I am sorry that I had to be away so 
long to-day; but you will, I know, forgive one who has so many important 
affairs in hand.” 

Of course I said all I could about being willing, and asked if I might 
‘come into that room when I chose, He answered: “Yes, certainly,” and 
added: 

“You may go anywhere you wish in the castle, except where the doors 
are locked, where of course you will not wish to go. There îs reason that all 
things are as they are, and did you see with my eyes and know with my 
knowledge, you would perhaps better understand.” I said 1 was sure of 
this, and then he went on:— 

“We are in Transylvania; and Transylvania is not England. Our ways 
are not your ways, and there shall be to you many strange things. Nay, 
from what you have told me of your experiences already, you know 
something of what strange things there may be.” 

‘This led to much conversation; and as it was evident that he wanted to 
talk, if only for talking’s sake, I asked him many quest 
things that had already happened to me or come within my notice, 
Sometimes he sheered off the subject, or turned the conversation by 
pretending not to understand; but generally he answered all I asked most 
frankly. Then as time went on, and I had got somewhat bolder, | asked 
him of some of the strange things of the preceding night, as, for instance, 
why the coachman went to the places where he had seen the blue flames. 
He then explained to me that it was commonly believed that on a certain 
night of the year—tast night, in fact, when all evil spirits are supposed to 
have unchecked sway—a blue flame is seen over any place where treasure 
has been concealed. “That treasure has been hidden,” he went on, “in the 
region through which you came last night, there can be but little doubt; 
for it was the ground fought over for centuries by the Wallachian, the 
Saxon, and the Turk, Why, there is hardly a foot of soil in all this region 
that has not been enriched by the blood of men, patriots or invaders. In 
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old days there were stirring times, when the Austrian and the Hungarian 
came up in hordes, and the patriots went out to meet them—men and 
women, the aged and the children too—and waited their coming on the 
rocks above the passes, that they might sweep destruction on them with 
their artificial avalanches, When the invader was triumphant he found 
but little, for whatever there was had been sheltered in the friendly soi 

“But how,” said Iy“can it have remained so long undiscovered, when 
there is a sure index to it if men will but take the trouble to look?” The 
Count smiled, and as his lips ran back over his gums, the long, sharp, 
canine teeth showed out strangely; he answered: 

“Because your peasant is at heart a coward and a fool! Those flames 
only appear on one night; and on that night no man of this land will, if he 
can help it, stir without his doors. And dear sir, even if he did he would not 
know what to do. Why, even the peasant that you tell me of who marked 
the place of the lame vould not know where to look in daylight even for 
his own work, Even you would not, I dare be sworn, be able to find these 
places again.” 

“There you are right," I said, “I know no more than the dead where 
even to look for them." Then we drifted into other matters. 

“Come,” he said at las, "tell me of London and of the house which you 
have procured for me.” With an apology for my remissness; I went into 
my own room to get the papers from my bag, Whilst I was placing them in 
order I heard a rating of china and silver in the next room, and as 1 

assed through, noticed that the table had been cleared and the lamp lit 
for it was by this time deep into the dark. The lamps were also lit in the 
study or library, and I found the count lying on the sofa, reading, of all 
things in the world, an English Bradshaw's Guide. When I came in he 
cleared the books and papers from the table; and with him I went into 
‘and deeds and figures of all sorts. He was interested in everything, 
and asked me a myriad of questions about the place and its surroundings. 
He clearly had studied beforehand all he could get on the subject of the 
neighbourhood, for he evidently at the end knew very much more than I 
did. When I remarked this, he answered:— 
“Well, but, my friend, is it not needful that I should? When I go there 1 
hall heal lone, and my friend Harker Jonathan—nay, pardon me, I fall 
into my country’s habit of putting your patronymic first—my friend 
Jonathan Harker will not be by my side to correct and aid me. He will bein 
Exeter, miles away, probably working at papers of the law with my other 
friend, Peter Hawkins. So!” 

‘We went thoroughly into the business of the purchase of the estate at 
Purfleet. When I had told him the facts and got his signature to the 
necessary papers, and had written a letter with them ready to post to Mr. 
Hawkins, he began to ask me how I had come across so suitable a place: I 
read to him the notes which I had made at the time, and which I inscribe 
here 

At Purfleet, on a by-road, I came across just such a place as seemed to 
be required, and where was displayed a dilapidated notice that the place 
was for sale. It is surrounded by a high wall, of ancient structure, built of 
heavy stones, and has not been repaired for a large number of years. The 
closed gates are of heavy old oak and iron, all eaten with rust, 

“The estate is called Carfax, no doubt a corruption of the old Quatre 
Face, as the house is four-sided, agreeing with the cardinal points of the 
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compass. It contains in all some twenty acres, quite surrounded by the 
solid stone wall above mentioned. There are many trees on it, which take 
itin places gloomy, and there is a deep, dark-looking pond or small lake, 
evidently fed by some springs, as the water is clear and flows away in a 
fair-sized stream. The house is very large and of all periods back, I should 
say, to mediaeval times, for one part is of stone immensely thick, with only 
a few windows high up and heavily barred with iron. It looks like part of a 
keep, and is close to an old chapel or church. I could not enter it, as 1 had 
not the key of the door leading to it from the house, but I have taken with 
my kodak views of it from various points. The house has been added to 
but ina very straggling way, and I can only guess at the amount of ground 
it covers, which must be very great. There are but few houses close at 
hand, one being a very large house only recently added to and formed 
intoa private lunatic asylum. Itis not, however, visible from the grounds.” 

When I had fnished, he said:— 

“Lam glad that itis old and big. I myself am of an old family, and to live 
in anew house would kill me. A house cannot be made habitable in a day; 
and, after all, how few days go to make up a century. I rejoice also that 
there is a chapel of old times. We Transylvanian nobles love not to think 
that our bones may lie amongst the common dead. I seek not gaiety nor 
mirth, not the bright voluptuousness of much sunshine and sparkling 
waters which please the young and gay. I am no longer young; and my 
heart, through weary years of mourning over the dead, is not attuned te 
mirth. Moreover, the walls of my castle are broken; the shadows are 
many, and the wind breathes cold through the broken battlements and 
‘easements. I love the shade and the shadow, and would be alone with my 
thoughts when I may.” Somehow his words and his look did not seem to 
accord, or else it was that his cast of face made his smile look malignant 
and saturnine. 

Presently, with an excuse, he left me, asking me to put all my papers 
together. He was some little time away, and I began to look at some of the 
books around me. One was an atlas, which 1 found opened naturally at 
England, as if that map had been much used. On looking at it I found in 
certain places little rings marked, and on examining these I noticed that 
‘one was near London on the east side, manifestly where his new estate was 
situated; the other two were Exeter, and Whitby on the Yorkshire coast. 

Tt was the better part of an hour when the Count returned. “Aha!” he 
said; “still at your books? Good! But you must not work always. Come; L 
am informed that your supper is ready.” He took my arm, and we went 
into the next room, where I found an excellent supper ready on the table. 
The Count again excused himself, as he had dined out on his being away 
from home. But he sat as on the previous night, and chatted whilst Late. 
After supper I smoked, as on the last evening, and the Count stayed with 
me, chatting and asking questions on every conceivable subject, hour 
after hour, I felt that it was getting very late indeed, but I did not say 
anything, for I felt under obligation to meet my host's wishes in every way. 
Twas not sleepy, as the long sleep yesterday had fortified me; but I could 
not help experiencing that chill which comes over oneat the coming of the 
dawn, which is like, in its way, the turn of the tide. They say that people 
who are near death die generally at the change to the dawn or at the turn 
of the tide; any one who has when tired, and tied as it were to his post, 
experienced this change in the atmosphere can well believe it, All at once 
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we heard the crow of a cock coming up with preternatural shrillness 
through the clear morning air; Count Dracul, jumping 15 his fort 
sane 

“Why, there is the morning again! How remiss Lam to let you stay up so 
Jong. You must make your conversation regarding my dear new country 
of England less interesting, so that I may not forget how time flies by us,” 
and, with a courtly bow, he quickly left me. 

1 went into my own room and drew the curtains, but there was little to 
notice; my window opened into the courtyard, all 1 could see was the 
warm grey of quickening sky. So I pulled the curtains again, and have 
written of this day. 


8 May.—I began to fear as I wrote in this book that I was getting too 
diffuse; but now I am glad that I went into detail from the first, for theres 
something so strange about this place and all in it that 1 cannot but feel 
uneasy. I wish I were safe out of it, or that I had never come. Itmay be that 
this strange night-existence is telling on me; but would that that were all! 
If there were any one to talk to I could bear it, but there is no one. I have 
only the Count to speak with, and he!—I fear I am myself the only living 
soul within the place. Let me be prosaic so far as facts can be; it will help 
me to bear up, and imagination must not run riot with me. If it does I am 
lost. Let me say at once how I stand—or seem to. 

Tonly slept a few hours when I went to bed, and feeling that I could not 
sleep any more, got up. I had hung my shaving glass by the window, and 
‘was just beginning to shave, Suddenly I felt a hand on my shoulder, and 
heard the Count's voice saying to me, "Good-morning,” I started, for it 
amazed me that 1 had not seen him, since the reflection of the glass 
covered the whole room behind me. In starting I had cut myself slightly, 
but did not notice it at the moment, Having answered the Count's saluta- 
tion, I turned to the glass again to see how I had been mistaken. This time 
there could be no error, for the man was close to me, and I could see him 
over my shoulder. But there was no reflection of him in the mirror! The 
whole room behind me was displayed; but there was no sign of aman in it, 
except myself. This was startling, and, coming on the top of so many 
strange things, was beginning to increase that vague feeling of uneasiness 
which I always had when the Countis near; but at the instant I saw thatthe 
Cut had bled a litte, and the blood was trickling over my chin, I laid down 
the razor, turning as I did so half round to look for some sticking plaster. 
When the Count saw my face, his eyes blazed with a sort of demoniac fury, 
and he suddenly made a grab at my throat, I drew away, and his hand 
touched the string of beads which held the crucifix. It made an instant 
change in him, for the fury passed so quickly that I could hardly believe 
that it was ever there. 

“Take care,” he said, "take care how you cut yourself. It is more 
dangerous than you think in this country.” Then seizing the shaving glass, 
he went on: "And this is the wretched thing that has done the mischief. It 
is a foul bauble of man’s vanity. Away with itt” and opening the heavy 
window with one wrench of his terrible hand, he flung out the glass, which 
was shattered into a thousand pieces on the stones of the courtyard far 
below. Then he withdrew withouta word, Itis very annoying, for I do not 
see how Lam to shave, unless in my watch-case or the bottom of the 
shaying-pot, which is fortunately of metal. 
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When I went into the dining-room, breakfast was prepared; but I could 
not find the Count anywhere. So I breakfasted alone. It is strange that as 
yet I have not seen the Count eat or drink, He must be a very peculiar 
man! After breakfast I did a little exploring in the castle, I went out on the 
stairs, and found a room looking towards the South. The view was 
magnificent, and from where 1 stood there was every opportunity of 
seeing it, The castle is on the very edge of a terrible precipice. A stone 
falling from the window would fall a thousand feet without touching 
anything! As far as the eye can reach is a sea of green tree tops, with 
occasionally a deep rift where there is a chasm, Here and there are silver 
threads where the rivers wind in deep gorges through the forests. 

But Lam not in heart to describe beauty, for when I had seen the view I 
explored further; doors, doors, doors everywhere, and all locked and 
bolted. In no place save from the windows in the castle walls is there an 
available exit. 

‘The castle is a veritable prison, and I am prisoner! 


CHAPTER THREE 


JONATHAN HARKER'S JOURNAL— continued 


When I found that I was a prisoner a sort of wild feeling came over me. I 
rushed upand down the stairs, trying every door and peering outof every 
window I could find; but after a litte the conviction of my helplessness 
‘overpowered all other feelings. When I look back after a few hours I think 
I must have been mad for the time, for I behaved much as a rat does in a 
trap. When, however, the conviction had come to me that I was helpless I 
sat down quietly—as quietly as I have ever done anything in my life—and 
began to think over what was best to be done. I am thinking still, and as yet 
have come to no definite conclusion, Of one thing only was I certain; that 
itis no use making my ideas known to the Count, He knows well that Tam 
imprisoned; and as he has done it himself, and has doubtless his own 
motives for it, he would only deceive me if 1 trusted him fully with the 
facts. So far as I can see, my only plan will be to keep my knowledge and 
my fears to myself, and my eyes open, I am, I know, either being deceived, 
like a baby, by my own fears, or else I am in desperate straits; and if the 
latter be so, Í need, and shall need, all my brains to get through, 

Thad hardly come to this conclusion when I heard the great door below 
shut, and knew that the Count had returned, He did not come at once to 
the library, so I went cautiously to my own room and found him making 
the bed. This was odd, but only confirmed what I had all along thought— 
that there were no servants in the house. When later I saw him through 
the chink of the hinges of the door laying the table in the dining-room, I 
was assured of it; for if he does himself all these menial offices, surely it 
proof that there is no one else to do them. This gave me a fright, for if 
there is no one else in the castle, it must have been the Count himself who 
was the driver of the coach that brought me here, This is a terrible 
thought; for ifso, what does it mean that he could control the wolves, as he 
did, by only holding up his hand in silence? How was it that all the people 
at Bistritz and on the coach had some terrible fear for me? What meant 
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the giving of the crucifix, of the garlic, of the wild rose, of the mountais 

ash? Bless that good, good woman who hung the crucifix round my neck! 
for itis a comfort and a strength to me whenever I touch it. Itis odd thata 
thing which I have been taught to regard with disfavour and as idolatrous 
should in a time of loneliness and trouble be of help. Is it that there is 
something in the essence of the thing itself, or that itis a medium, a 
tangible help, in conveying memories of sympathy and comfort? Some 
time, ifit may be, I must examine this matter and try to make up my mind 
aboutit, In the meantime I must find out all I can about Count Dracula, as 
it may help me to understand. To-night he may talk of himself, if I turn 
the conversation that way. L must be very careful, however, not to awake 

is suspicion, 


Midnight:—1 have had a long talk with the Count. I asked him a few 
questions on Transylvania history, and he warmed up to the subject 
wonderfully. In his speaking of things and people, and especially of 
battles, he spoke as if he had been present at them all. This he afterwards 
explained by saying that to a boyar the pride of his house and name is his 
own pride, that their glory is his glory, that their fate is his fate. Whenever 
he spoke of his house he always said, “we,” and spoke almost in the plural, 
likea king speaking. I wish I could put down all he said exactly as he said 
it, for to me it was most fascinating. It seemed to have in ita whole history 
of the country. He grew excited as he spoke, and walked about the room 
pulling his great white moustache and grasping anything on which he laid 
his hands as though he would crush it by main strength, One thing he said 
Which I shall put down as nearly as I can; for it tells in its way the story of 
his race:— 

"We Szckelys have a right to be proud, for in our veins flows the blood 
of many brave races who fought as the lion fights, for lordship. Here, 
the whirlpool of European races, the Ugric tribe bore down from Iceland 
the fighting spirit which Thor and Wodin gave them, which their Berser- 
kers displayed to such fell intent on the seaboards of Europe, ay, and of 
Asia and Africa too, till the peoples thought that the werewolves them- 
selves had come, Here, too, when they came, they found the Huns, whose 
warlike Fury had swept the earth like a living flame, úll the dying peoples 
held that jn their veins ran the blood of those old witches, who, expelled 
from Scythia had mated with the devils in the desert. Fools, fools! What 
devil or what witch was ever so great as Attila, whose blood is in these 
veins?” He held up his arms. “Is ita wonder that we were a conquering 
Tace; that we were proud; that when the Magyar, the Lombard, the Avar, 
the Bulgar, or the Turk poured his thousands on our frontiers, we drove 
them back? Is it strange that when Arpad and his legions swept through 
the Hungarian fatherland he found us here when he reached the fron- 
tier; that the Honfoglalas was completed there? And when the Hungarian 
flood swept eastward, the Szekelys were claimed as kindred by the victo- 
rious Magyars, and to us for centuries was trusted the guarding of the 
frontier of Turkey-land; ay, and more than that, endless duty of the 
frontier guard, for, as the Turks say, ‘water sleeps, and enemy is sleep- 
Jess.’ Who more gladly than we throughout the Four Nations received the 
‘bloody sword, orat its warlike call flocked quicker to the standard of the 
King? When was redemeed that great shame of my nation, the same of 
Cassova, when the flags of the Wallach and the Magyar went down 
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beneath the Crescent? Who was it but one of my own race who at Voivode 
crossed the Danube and beat the Turk on his own ground? This was a 
Dracula indeed! Who was it that his own unworthy brother, when he had 
fallen, sold his people to the Turk and brought the shame of slavery on 
them! Was it not this Dracula, indeed, who inspired that other of his race 
who ina later age again and again brought his forces over the great river 
into Turkey-land; who, when he was beaten back, came again, and again, 
and again, though he had to come alone from the bloody field where 
troops were being slaughtered, since he knew that he alone could ulti- 
mately triumph! They said that he thought only of himself. Bah! what 
good are peasants without a leader? Where ends the war withouta brain 
and heart to conduct it? Again, when, after the battle of Mohács, we threw 
off the Hungarian yoke, we of the Dracula blood were amongst their 
leaders, for our spirit would not brook that we were not free. Ah, young 
sir, the Szekelys—and the Dracula as their heart's blood, their brains, and 
their swords—can boast a record that mushroom growths like the Haps- 
burgs and the Romanoffs can never reach. The warlike days are over. 
Blood is too precious a thing in these days of dishonourable peace; and 
the glories of the great races are as a tale that is told.” 

Te was by this time close on morning, and we went to bed. (Mem. this 
diary seems horribly like the beginning of the “Arabian Nights,” for 
everything has to break off at cockerov—or lke the ghost of Harles 
father.) 


12 May—Let me begin with facts—bare, meagre facts, verified by 
books and figures, and of which there can be no doubt. I mustnot confuse 
them with experiences which will have to rest on my own observation, or 
my memory of them. Last evening when the Count came from his room 
he began by asking me questions on legal matters and on the doing of 
certain kinds of business, I had spent the day wearily over books, and, 
simply to keep my mind occupied, went over some of the matters I had 
been examined in at Lincoln's Inn, There was a certain method in the 
Count's inquiries, so 1 shall try to put them down in sequence; the 
Knowledge may somehow or some time be useful to me. 

First, he asked if a man in England might have two solicitors or more. 1 
told him he might have a dozen if he wished, but that it would not be wise 
to have more than one solicitor engaged in one transaction, as only one 
could act ata time, and that to change would be certain to militate against 
his interest. He seemed thoroughly to understand, and went on to ask if 
there would be any practical difficulty in having one man to attend, say, to 
banking, and another to look after shipping, in case local help were 
needed in a place far from the home of the banking solicitor. I asked him 
‘explain more fully, so that I might not by any chance mislead him, soe 
saidi— 

“I shall illustrate. Your friend and mine, Mr. Peter Hawkins, from 
under the shadow of your beautiful cathedral at Exeter, which is far from 
London, buys for me through your good self my place at London. Good! 
Now here let me say frankly, lest you should think it strange that T have 
Sought the services of one so far off from Landon instead of some one 
resident there, that my motive was that no local interest might be served 
save my wish only; and as one of London residence might, perhaps, have 
some purpose of himself or friend to serve, I went thus afield to seek my 
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agent, whose labours should be only to my interest. Now, suppose I, who 
have much of affairs, wish to ship goods, say, to Newcastle, of Durham, or 
Harwich, or Dover, might it not be that it could with more ease be done by 
consigning to one in these ports?” I answered that certainly it would be 
most easy, but that we solicitors had a system of agency one for the other, 
so that local work could be done locally on instruction from any solicitor, 
so that the client, simply placing himself in the hands of one man, could 
have his wishes carried out by him without further trouble, 

“But,” said he, “I could be at liberty to direct myself. Is it not so?" 

f course,” I replied; and “such is often done by men of business, who 
do not like the whole of their affairs to be known by any one person.” 

“Good!” he said, and then went on to ask about the means of making 
consignments and the forms to be gone through, and of all sorts of 
difficulties which might arise, but by forethought could be guarded 
against. I explained all these things to him to the best of my ability, and he 
certainly left me under the impression that he would have made a 
wonderful solicitor, for there was nothing that he did not think of or 
foresee, For a man who was never in the country, and who did not 
evidently do much in the way of business, his knowledge and acumen 
were wonderful. When he had satisfied himself on these points of which 
he had spoken, and I had verified all as well as I could by the books 
available, he suddenly stood up and said:— 

“Have you written since your first letter to our friend Mr. Peter Haw- 
kins, or to any other?" It was with some bitterness in my heart that I 
answered that I had not, that as yet I had not seen any opportunity of 
sending letters to anybody. 

“Then write now, my young friend,” he said, laying a heavy hand on my 
shoulder: “write to our friend and to any other; and say, if it will please 
you, that you shall stay with me until a month from now. 

“Do you wish me to stay so long?" I asked, for my heart grew cold at the 
thought. 

“I desire it much; nay, I will take no refusal. When your master, 
employer, what you will, engaged that someone should come on his 
behalf, it was understood that my needs only were to be consulted. I have 
not stinted. Is it not so?" 

What could I do but bow acceptance? It was Mr. Hawkins's interest, not 
mine, and I had to think of him, not myself; and besides, while Count 
Dracula was speaking, there was that in his eyes and in his bearing which 
made me remember that I was a prisoner, and that if I wished it I could 
have no choice. The Count saw his victory in my bow, and his mastery in 
the trouble of my face, for he began at once to use them, but in his own 
smooth, resistless way:— r 

"I pray you, my good young friend, that you will nor discourse of things 
other than business in your letters. I will doubtless please your friends to 
know that you are well, and that you look forward to getting home to 
them. Is it not so?” As he spoke he handed me three sheets of note-paper 
and three envelopes. They were all of the thinnest foreign post, and 
looking at them, then at him, and noticing his quiet smile, with the sharp, 
canine teeth lying over the red underlip, I understood as well as if he had 
spoken that I should be careful what I wrote, for he would be able to read 
it So I determined to write only formal notes now, but to write fully to Mr. 
‘Hawkins in secret, and also to Mina, for to her I could write in shorthand, 
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which would puzzle the Count, if he did see it. When I had written my two 
letters T sat quiet, reading a book whilst the Count wrote several notes, 
referring as he wrote them to some books on his table, Then he took up 
my two and placed them with his own, and put by his writing materials, 
after which, the instant the door had closed behind him, I leaned over and 
looked at the letters, which were face down on the table. I felt no com- 
punction in doing so, for under the circumstances 1 felt that I should 
protect myself in every way I could. 

‘One of the letters was directed to Samuel F. Billington, No. 7, the 
Crescent, Whitby, another to Herr Leutner, Varna; the third was to 
Coutts & Co., London, and the fourth to Herren Klopstock & Billreuth, 
bankers, Buda-Pesth, The second and fourth were unsealed, I was just 
about to look at them when I saw the door-handle move. I sank back in my 
seat, having just had time to replace the leters as they had been and to 
resume my book before the Count, holding stil another letter in his hand, 
entered the room. He took up the letters on the table and stamped them 
carefully, and then turning to me, sai 

“I trust you will forgive me, but I have much work to do in private this 
evening, You will, 1 hope, find all things as you wish.” At the door he 
turned, and after a moment's pause said:— 

“Let me advise you, my dear young friend—nay, let me warn you with 
all seriousness, that should you leave these rooms you will not by any 
chance go to sleep in any other part of the castle. It is old, and has many 
memories, and there are bad dreams for those who sleep unwisely! Be 
warned! Should sleep now or ever overcome you, or be like to do, then 
haste to your own chamber or to these rooms, for your rest will then be 
safe. But if you be not careful in this respect, then"—He finished his 
speech in a gruesome way, for he motioned with his hands as if he were 
washing them. I quite understood; my only doubt was as to whether any 
dream could be more terrible than the unnatural, horrible net of gloom 
and mystery which seemed closing around me. 


Later—I endorse the last words written, but this time there is no doubt 
in question. 1 shall not fear to sleep in any place where he is not, I have 
placed the crucifix over the head of my bed—! imagine that my rest îs thus 
freer from dreams; and there it shall remain 

When he left me I went to my room, After a little while, not hearing any 
sound, I came out and went up the stone stair to where I could look out 
towards the South, There was some sense of freedom in the vast expanse, 
inaccessible though it was to me, as compared with the narrow darkness of 
the courtyard. Looking out of this, 1 felt that 1 was indeed in prison, and I 
seemed to want a breath of fresh air, though it were of the night. I am 
beginning to feel this nocturnal existence tell on me, It is destroying my 
nerve. I start at my own shadow, and am full of all sorts of horrible 
imaginings. God knows that there is ground for my terrible fear in this 
accursed place! 1 looked out over the beautiful expanse, bathed in soft 
yellow moonlight till it was almost as light as day. In the soft light the 
distant hills became melted, and the shadows in the valleys and gorges of 
velvety blackness. The mete beauty seemed to cheer me; there was peace 
and comfort in every breath I drew. As I leaned from the window my eye 
was caught by something moving a storey below me, and somewhat to my 
left, where I imagined, from the order of the rooms, that the windows of 
the Count's own room would look out. The window at which I stood was 


ae 
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tall and deep, stone-mullioned, and though weatherworn, was still com- 
plete; but it was evidently many a day since the case had been there. I drew 
‘back behind the stonework, and looked carefully out, 

‘What I saw was the Count's head coming out from the window. I did not 
see the face, but I knew the man by the neck and the movement of his back 
and arms. In any case I could not mistake the hands which I had had so 
many opportunities of studying. 1 was at first interested and somewhat 
amused, for it is wonderful how small a mater will interest and amuse a 
man when he isa prisoner. But my very feelings changed to repulsion and 
terror when I saw the whole man slowly emerge from the window atid 
begin to craw! down the castle wall over that dreadful abyss, face down with 
his cloak spreading out around him like great wings. At first I could not 
believe my eyes. I thought it was some trick of the moonlight, some weird 
effect of shadow; but I kept looking, and it could be no delusion. I saw the 
fingers and toes grasp the corners of the stones, worn clear of the mortar 
by the stress of years, and by thus using every projection and inequality 
move downwards with considerable speed, just as a lizard moves along a 
wall. 

‘What manner of man is this, or what manner of creature is it in the 
semblance of man? I feel the dread of this horrible place overpowering 
me; I am in fear—in awful fear—and there is no escape for me; 
encompassed about with terrors that I dare not think of... 


15 May—Once more have I seen the Count go out in his lizard fashion. 
He moved downwards in a sidelong way, some hundred feet down, anda 
deal to the left. He vanished into some hole or window. When his 

ad had disappeared, I leaned out to try and see more, but without 
avail—the distance was too great to allow a proper angle of sight. I knew 
he had left the castle now, and thought to use the opportunity to explore 
more than I had dared to do as yet. I went back to the room, and taking a 
lamp, tried all the doors. They were all locked, as I had expected, and the 
Jocks were comparatively new; but I went down the stone stairs to the hall 
where I had entered originally. I found I could pull back the bolts easily 
enough and unhook the great chains, but the door was locked, and the 
key was gone! That key must bein the Count’s room; I must watch should 
his door be unlocked, so that I may get it and escape. I went on to make a 
thorough examination of the various stairs and passages, and to try the 
doors that opened from them. One or two small rooms near the hall were 
open, but there was nothing to see in them except old furniture, dusty 
with age and moth-eaten. At last, however, I found one door at the top of 
the stairway which, though it seemed to be locked, gave a little under 
pressure. I tried it harder, and found that it was not really locked, but that 
the resistance came from the fact that the hinges had fallen somewhat, 
and the heavy door rested on the floor. Here was an opportunity which I 
might not have again, so I exerted myself, and with many efforts forced it 
back so that I could enter, 1 was now in a wing of the castle further to the 
right than the rooms I knew and a storey lower down. From the windows I 
Could see that the suite of rooms lay along to the south of the castle, the 
windows of the end room looking out both west and south. On the latter 
side, as well as to the former, there was a great precipice. The castle was 
built on the corner of a great rock, so that on three sides it was quite 
impregnable, and great windows were placed here where sling, or bow, or 
y culverin could not reach, and consequently light and comfort, impossible 
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to a position which had to be guarded, were secured. To the west was a 
great valley, and then, rising far away, great jagged mountain fastnesses, 
rising peak on peak, the sheer rock studded with mountain ash and thorn, 
whose roots clung in cracks and crevices and crannies of the stone, This 
was evidently the portion of the castle occupied by the ladies in bygone 
days, for the furniture had more air of comfort than any I had seen. The 
windows were curtainless, and the yellow moonlight, flooding in through 
the diamond panes, enabled one tosee even colours, whilst it softened the 
wealth of dust which lay over all and disguised in some measure the 
ravages of time and the moth. My lamp seemed to be of little effect in the 
brilliant moonlight, but 1 was glad to have it with me, for there was a dread 
loneliness in the place which chilled my heart and made my nerves 
tremble, Still, it was better than living alone in the rooms which 1 had 
come to hate from the presence of the Count, and after trying a little to 
school my nerves, I found a soft quietude come over me. Here I am, 
sitting at a litte oak table where in old times possibly some fair lady sat to 
pen, with much thought and many blushes, her ill-spelt love-letter, and 
writing in my diary in shorthand all that has happened since I closed it 
last, Itis nineteenth century up-to-date with a vengeance. And yet, unless 
my senses deceive me, the old centuries had, and have, powers of their 
‘own which mere “modernity” cannot kill, 


Later: the Morning of 16 May—God preserve my sanity, for to this 1 am 
reduced. Safety and the assurance of safety are things of the past. Whilst I 
live on here there is but one thing to hope for, that L may not go mad, if, 
indeed, I be not mad already. If I be sane, then surely it is maddening to 
think that of all the foul things that lurk in this hateful place the Count is 
the least dreadful to me; that to him alone I can look for safety, even 
though this be only whilst I can serve his purpose, Great God! merciful 
God! Let me be calm, for out of that way lies madness indeed. I begin to 
get new lights on certain things which have puzzled me. Upto now I never 
quite knew what Shakespeare meant when he made Hamlet say:— 


“My tablets! quick my tablets! 
‘Tis meet that 1 put i down,” ee, 


for now, feeling as though my own brain were unhinged or asif the shock 
had come which must end in its undoing, I turn to my diary for repose. 
‘The habit of entering accurately must help to soothe me, 

The Count's mysterious warning frightened me at the time; it frightens 
‘me more now when I think of it, for in future he has a fearful hold upon 
me. I shall fear to doubt what he may say! 

When I had written in my diary and had fortunately replaced the book 
and pen in my pocket I felt sleepy. The Count’s warning came into my 
mind, but I took a pleasure in disobeying it. The sense of sleep was upon 
me, and with it the obstinacy which sleep brings as autrider. The soft 
moonlight soothed, and the wide expanse without gave a sense of free- 
dom which refreshed me. 1 determined not to return tonight to the 
gloom-haunted rooms, but to sleep here, where, of old, ladies had sat and 
sung and lived sweet lives whilst their gentle breasts were sad for their 
menfolk away in the midst of remorseless wars. I drew a great couch out 
ofits place near the corner, so thatas I Jay, I could look atthe lovely view to 
east and south, and unthinking of and uncaring for the dust, composed 
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myself for sleep. I suppose I must have fallen asleep; I hope so, but I fear, 
forall that followed wasstartingly real—so real that now stinghere in the 
broad, full sunlight of the morning, I cannot in the least believe that it was 
all sleep. 

T was not alone. The room was the same, unchanged in any way since I 
‘came into it; I could see along the floor, in the brilliant moonlight, my own 
footsteps marked where I had disturbed the long accumulation of dust. 
In the moonlight opposite me were three young women, ladies by their 
dress and manner. I thought at the time that 1 must be dreaming when 1 
saw them, for, though the moonlight was behind them, they threw no 
shadow on the floor. They came close to me, and looked at me for some 
time, and then whispered together. Two were dark, and had high 
aquiline noses, like the Count, and great dark, piercing eyes, that seemed 
to be almost red when contrasted with the pale yellow moon. The other 
was fair, as fair as can be, with great wavy masses of golden hair and eyes 
like pale sapphires. 1 seemed somehow to know her face, and to know itin 
connection with some dreamy fear, but I could not recollect at the mo- 
ment how or where. All three had brilliant white teeth that shone like 
pearls against the ruby of their voluptuous lips, There was something 
about them that made me uneasy, some longing and at the same time 
some deadly fear. I felt in my heart a wicked, burning desire that they 
‘would kiss me with those red lips. It is not good to note this down: lest 
some day it should meet Mina’s eyesand cause her pain; but itis the truth, 
‘They whispered together, and then they all three laughed—such a sil- 
very, musical laugh, but as hard as though the sound never could have 
come through the softness of human lips. It was like the intolerable, 
tingling sweetness of water-glasses when played on by a cunning hand. 
The fair irlshook her head coquesthly and the other wourgedheron- 

je said 

“Go on! You are first, and we shall follow; yours is the right to begin." 
‘The other added: 

“Heis young and strong; there are kisses for us all,” I lay quiet, looking 
out under my eyelashes in an agony of delightful anticipation. The fair 
girl advanced and bent over me till 1 could feel the movement of her 
Breath upon me, Sweet it was in one sense, honey-sweet, and sentthe same 
tingling through the nerves as her voice, but with a bitter underlying the 
sweet, a bitter offensiveness, as one smells in blood. 

Twas afraid to raise my eyelids, but looked out and saw perfectly under 
the lashes. The girl went on her knees, and bent over me, simply gloating, 
There was a deliberate voluptuousness which was both thrilling and 
repulsive, and as she arched her neck she actually licked her lips like an 
animal, til I could see in the moonlight the moisture shining on the scarlet 
lips and on the red tongue as it lapped the white sharp teeth. Lower and 
lower went her head as the lips went below the range of my mouth and 
chin and seemed about to fasten on my throat. Then she paused, and I 
could hear the churning sound of her tongue as it licked her teeth and 
lips, and could feel the hot breath on my neck, Then the skin of my throat 
began to tingle as one’s flesh does when the hand that is to tickle it 
approaches nearer—nearer. I could feel the soft, shivering touch of the 
lips on the super-sensitive skin of my throat, and the hard dents of two 
sharp teeth, just touching and pausing there. 1 closed my eyes in a 
languorous ecstasy and waited—waited with beating heart. 

‘But at that instant, another sensation swept through me as quick as 
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lightning. I was conscious of the presence of the Count, and of his being as 
if lapped in a storm of fury. As my eyes opened involuntarily I saw 
strong hand grasp the slender neck of the fair woman and with giant's 
power draw it back, the blue eyes transformed with fury, the white teeth 
thamping with rage, and the fair cheeks blazing with passion. But the 
Count! Never did Í imagine such wrath and fury, even to the demons of 
the pit. His eyes were positively blazing. The red light in them was lurid, as 
if the flames of hell-fire blazed behind them. His face was deathly pale, 
and the lines of it were hard like drawn wires; the thick eyebrows that met 
over the nose now seemed like a heaving bar of white-hot metal. With a 
fierce sweep of his arm, he hurled the woman from him, and then 
motioned to the others, as though he were beating them back; it was the 
same imperious gesture that I had seen used to the wolves. In a voice 
which, though low and almost in a whisper, seemed to cut through the air 
and then ring round the room he sai 

“How dare you touch him, any of you? How dare you cast eyes on him 
when I had forbidden it? Back, I tell you all! This man belongs to me! 
Beware how you meddle with him, or you'll have to deal with me.” The 
fair girl, with a laugh of ribald coquetry, turned to answer hir 

"You yourself never loved; you never love!” On this the other women 
joined, and such a mirthless, hard, soulless laughter rang through the 
room that it almost made me faint to hear; it seemed like the pleasure of 
fiends. Then the Count turned, after looking at my face attentively, and 
said in a soft whisper:— 

‘Yes, L100 can love; you yourselves can tell it from the past. Is itnot so? 
Well, now I promise you that when I am done with him you shall kiss him 
at your will, Now go! go! I mustawaken him, for there is work tobe done.” 

“Are we to have nothing to-night?” said one of them, with a low laugh, 
as she pointed to the bag which he had thrown upon the floor, and which 
moved as though there were some living thing within it. For answer he 
nodded his head, One of the women jumped forward and opened it. If 
my ears did not deceive me there was a gasp and a low wail, as of a 
half-smothered child. The women closed round, whilst I was aghast with 
horror; butas I looked they disappeared, and with them the dreadful bag, 
‘There was no door near them, and they could not have passed me without 
my noticing. They simply seemed to fade into the rays of the moonlight 
and pass out through the window, for 1 could see outside the dim, 
shadowy forms for a moment before they entirely faded away. 

Then the horror overcame me, and 1 sank down unconscious. 


CHAPTER Four 


JONATHAN HARKER'S JOURNAL— sintine. 


Tawoke in my own bed. Ifitbe that I had not dreamt, the Count must have 
carried me here. 1 tried to satisfy myself on the subject, but could not 
arrive at any unquestionable result. To be sure, there were certain small 
evidences, such as that my clothes were folded and laid by in a manner 
which was not my habit. My watch was still unwound, and I am rigorously 
accustomed to wind it the last thing before going to bed, and many such 
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details. But these things are no proof, for they may have been evidences 
that my mind was not as usual, and, from some cause or another, I had 
‘certainly been much upset. I must watch for proof. Of one thing 1 am 
glad: if it was that the Count carried me here and undressed me, he must 
ave been hurried in his task, for my pockets are intact, I am sure this 
diary would have been a mystery to him which he would not have 
brooked. He would have taken or destroyed it, As 1 look around this 
room, although it has been to me so full of fear, it is now a sort of 
sanctuary, for nothing can be more dreadful than those awful women, 
who were—who are—waiting to suck my blood. 


18 May.—I have been down to look at that room again in daylight, for 1 
must know the truth. When I got to the doorway at the top of the stairs L 
foundit dosed. It had been so forcibly driven against the jamb that part of 
the woodwork was splintered. I could see that the bolt of the lock had not 
been shot, but the door is fastened from the inside. I fear it was no dream, 
and must act on this surmise 


19 May.—1 am surely in the toils, Last night the Count asked me in the 
suavest tones to write three letters, one saying that my work here was 
nearly done, and that I should start for home within a few days, another 
that I was starting on the next morning from the time of the letter, and the 
third that I had left the castle and arrived at Bistritz. I would fain have 
rebelled, but felt that in the present state of things it would be madness to 
quarrel openly with the Count whilst I am so absolutely in his power; and 
to refuse would be to excite his suspicion and to arouse his anger. He 
knows that I know too much, and that I must not live, lest I be dangerous 
to him; my only chance is to prolong my opportunities. Something may 
occur which will give me a chance to escape. I saw in his eyes something of 
that gathering wrath which was manifest when he hurled that fair woman 
from him. He explained to me that posts were few and uncertain, and that 
my writing now would ensure ease of mind to my friends; and he assured 
me with so much impressiveness that he would countermand the later 
Jetters, which would be held over at Bistritz until due time in ease chance 
would admit of my prolonging my stay, that to oppose him would have 
been to create new suspicion, I therefore pretended to fall in with his 
views, and asked him what dates I should put on the letters, He calculated 
a minute, and then sai 

“The first should be June 12, the second June 19, and the third June 
20." 

I know now the span of my life, God help me! 


28 May—There is a chance of escape, or at any rate of being able to 
send word home, A band of Szgany have come to the castle, and are 
encamped in the courtyard. These Szgany are gypsies; I have notes of 
them in my book. They are peculiar to this part of the world, though allied 
tothe ordinary gipsies all the world over. There are thousands of them in 
Hungary and Transylvania, who are almost outside all law. They attach 
themselves as a rule to some great noble or boyar, and call themselves by 
his name, They are fearless and without religion, save supersititon, and 
they talk only their own varieties of the Romany tongue, 

q Tnall write some letters home, and shall try to get them to have them 
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posted. I have already spoken to them through my window to begin 
acquaintanceship. They took their hats off and made obeisance and many 
signs, which, however, I could not understand any more than I could 
their spoken language. . 


Thave written the letters. Mina’sis in shorthand, and 1 simply ask Mr. 
Hawkins to communicate with her. To her I have explained my situation, 
but without the horrors which I may only surmise. It would shock and 
frighten her to death were I to expose my heart to her, Should the letters 
not carry, then the Count hall not yet know my secret or the extent of my 
knowledge. . 


1 have given the letters; I threw them through the bars of my window 
with a gold piece, and made what signs I could to have them posted. The 
man who took them pressed them to his heart and bowed, and then put 
them in his cap. I could do no more. Istole back to the study, and began to 
read. As the Count did not come in, I have written here. -+ 


‘The Count has come, He sat down beside me, and said in his smoothest 
voice as he opened two letters:— 

"The Szgany has given me these, of which, though I know not whence 
they come, I shall, of course, take care. See!”—he must have looked at 
it—"one is from you, and to my friend Peter Hawkins; the other"—here 
he caught sight of the strange symbols as he opened the envelope, and the 
dark look came into his face, and his eyes blazed wickely-~'the other isa 
vile thing, an outrage upon friendship and hospitality! It is not signed. 
Weli so K cannot matier to us.” And he calmly held letter and envelope in 
the flame of the lamp till they were consumed. Then he went on:— 

"The letter to Hawkins—that I shall, of course, send on, since itis yours. 
Your letters are sacred to me. Your pardon, my friend, that unknowingly 
I did break the seal. Will you not cover it again?” He held out the letter to 
‘me, and with a courteous bow handed me a clean envelope, 1 could only 
redirect it and hand it to him in silence, When he went out of the room 1 
could hear the key turn softly. A minute later I went over and tried it, and 
the door was locked. 

‘When, an hour or two after, the Count came quietly into the room, his 
coming awakened me, for I had gone to sleep on the sofa. He was ver 
courteous and very cheery in his manner, and seeing that I had been 
sleeping, he said:— 

“So, my friend, you are tired? Get to bed. There is the surest rest. I may 
not have the pleasure to talk to-night, since there are many labours to me; 
but you will sleep, I pray.” I passed to my room and went to bed, and, 
strange to say, slept without dreaming. Despair has its own calms. 


31 May —This morning when 1 woke I thought 1 would provide myself 
with some paper and envelopes from my bag and keep them in my pocket, 
fo that T might write jn case T should get an opportunity, but again a 
surprise, again a shoc! 

Every scrap of paper was gone, and with it all my notes, my memoran- 
da, relating to railways and travel, my letter of credit, in fact all that might 
be useful to me were I once outside the castle. 1 sat and pondered awhile, 
and then some thought occurred to me, and I made search of my port- 
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manteau and in the wardrobe where I had placed my clothes, 

‘The suit in which I had travelled was gone, and also my overcoat and 
rug; I could find no trace of them anywhere. This looked like some new 
scheme of villainy. 


17 June —This morning, as I was sitting on the edge of my bed cudgell- 
ing my brains, 1 heard without a cracking of whips and pounding and 
scraping of horses! feet up the rocky path beyond the courtyard, With joy 
Tihiaevecdici cre Window, and sew rive BO dhe yard Two preat ieliet. 
wagons, each drawn by eight sturdy horses, and at the head of each pair a 
Slovak, with his wide hat, great nail-studded belt, dirty sheepskin, and 
high boots. They had also their long staves in hand. I ran to the door, 
intending to descend and try and join them through the main hall, as I 
thought that way might be opened for them. Again a shock: my door was 
fastened on the outside. 


‘Then I ran to the window and cried to them. They looked up at me 
stupidly and pointed, but just then the “hetman” of the Szgany came out, 
and seeing them pointing to my window, said something, at which they 
laughed. Henceforth no effort of mine, no piteous cry or agonised en- 
treaty, would make them even look at me. They resolutely turned away. 
The leiter-wagons contained great, square boxes, with handles of thick 
rope: these were evidently empty by the ease with which the Slovaks 
handled them, and by their resonance as they were roughly moved. When 
they were all unloaded and packed in a great heap in one corner of the 
yard, the Slovaks were given some money by the Szgany, and spitting on it 
for luck, lazily went each to his horse's head. Shortly afterwards, 1 heard 
the cracking of their whips die away in the distance. 


24 June, before morning —Last night the Count left me early, and locked 
himself into his own room. As soon as I dared I ran up the winding stair, 
and looked out of the window, which opened south. I thought I would 
watch for the Count, for there is something going on, The Szgany are 
quartered somewhere in the castle and are doing work of some kind. I 
Know it, for now and then I hear a far-away muffled sound as of mattock 
and spade, and whatever itis, it must be the end of some ruthless villainy. 

Thad been at the window somewhat less than half an hour, when I saw 
something coming out of the Count's window. I drew back and watched 
Carefully, and saw the whole man emerge. It was a new shock to me to find 
that he had on the suit of clothes which I had worn whilst travelling here, 
and slung over his shoulder the terrible bag which I had seen the women 
take away, There could be no doubt as to his quest, and in my garb, too! 
“This, then is his new scheme of evil: that he will allow others to see me, as 
they think, so that he may both leave evidence that I have been seen in the 
towns or villages posting my own letters, and that any wickedness which 
he may do shall by the local people be attributed to me. 

Te makes me rage to think that this can go on, and whilst I am shut up 
here, a veritable prisoner, but without the protection of the law which is 
even a ctiminal’s right and consolation, 

T thought I would watch for the Count's return, and for a long time sat 
doggedly at the window. Then I began to notice that there were some 
{quaint little specks floating in the rays af the moonlight. They were like 
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the tiniest grains of dust, and they whirled round and gathered in clusters 
in a nebulous sort of way. 1 watched them with a sense of soothing, and a 
sort of calm stole over me. I leaned back in the embrasure in a more 
comfortable position, so that 1 could enjoy more fully the aérial gam- 
boling 

Something made me start up, a low, piteous howling of dogs some- 
where far below in the valley, which was hidden from my sight. Louder it 
seemed to ring in my ears, and the floating motes of dust to take new 
shapes to the sound as they danced in the moonlight. 1 felt myself 
struggling to awake to some call of my instincts; nay, my very soul was 
struggling, and my half-remembered sensibilities were striving to answer 
the call. Í was becoming hypnotised! Quicker and quicker danced the 
dust; the moonbeams seemed to quiver as they went by me into the mass 
of gloom beyond. More and more they gathered till they seemed to take 
dim phantom shapes, And then I started, broad awake and in full posses- 
sion of my sense, and ran screaming from the place. The phantom shapes, 
which were becoming gradually materialised from the moonbeams, were 
those of the three ghostly women to whom I was doomed, I fled, and felt 
somewhat safer in my own room, where there was no moonlight and 
where the lamp was burning brightly. 

When a couple of hours had passed 1 heard something stirring in the 
Count's room, something like a sharp wail quickly suppressed; and then 
there was silence, deep, awful silence, which chilled me. With a beating 
heart, I tried the door; but 1 was locked in my prison, and could do 
nothing. I sat down and simply cried. 

‘As [sat I heard a sound in the courtyard without—the agonised ery ofa 
‘woman. I rushed to the window, and throwing it up, peered out between 
the bars, There, indeed, was a woman with dishevelled hair, holding her 
hands over her heart as one distressed with running. She was leaning 
against a corner of the gateway. When she saw my face at the window she 
threw herself forward, and shouted in a voice laden with menace:— 

“Monster, give me my child!” 

She threw herself on her knees, and raising up her hands, cried the 
same words in tones which wrung my heart. Then she tore her hair and 
beat her breast; and abandoned herself to all the violences of extravagant 
emotion, Finally, she threw herself forward, and, though I could not see 
her, I could hear the beating of her naked hands against the door. 

‘Somewhere high overhead, probably on the tower, I heard the voice of 
the Count calling in his harsh, metallic whisper. His call seemed to be 
answered from far and wide by the howling of wolves. Before many 
minutes haa passed a pack of them poured, like a pent-up dam when 
liberated, through the wide entrace into the courtyard. 

There was no ery from the woman, and the howling of the wolves was 
but short. Before long they streamed away singly, licking their lips. 

T could not pity her, for I knew now what had become of her child, and 
she was better dead. 

‘What shall I do? what can I do? How can I escape from this dreadful 
thing of night and gloom and fear? 


25 June, morning. —No man knows till he has suffered from the night 
how sweet and how dear to his heart and eye the morning can be, When 
the sun grew so high this morning that it struck the top of the great 


gateway op} 
measif the 
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posite my window, the high spot which it touched seemed to 
dove from the ark had lighted there. My fear fell from me asif 


it had been a vaporous garment which dissolved in the warmth. 1 must 


take action 
night one of 
which is to 


‘of some sort whilst the courage of the day is upon me. Last 
£ my post-dated letters went to post, the first of that fatal series 
blot out the very traces of my existence from the earth. 


Let me not think,of it. Action! 
It has always been at night-time that I have been molested or 


threatened, 


, or in some way in danger or in fear. I have not yet seen the 


Count in daylight, Can it be that he sleeps when others wake, that he may 
be awake whilst they sleep? If 1 could only get into his room! But there is 
no possible way. The door is always locked, no way for me. 

Yes, there isa way, if one dares to take it. Where his body has gone why 


may not another body go? 1 have seen him myself crawl from his 
Why should not I imitate him, and go in by his windos 
desperate, but my need is more desperate still. I shall risk i 


dow. 
he chances are 
Atthe worstit 


can only be death; and a man’s death is not a calf's, and the dreaded 
Hereafter may still be open to me. God help me in my task! Good-bye, 
Mina, if I fail; good-bye, my faithful friend and second father; good-bye, 
all, and last of all Mina! 


Same day, 


, later —1 have made the effort, and, God helping me, have 


‘come safely back to this room. I must put down every detail in order. 1 
‘went whilst my courage was fresh straight to the window on the south side, 
and at once got outside on the narrow ledge of stone which runs around 


the buildin, 
mortar has 
my boots, a 


ig on this side. The stones are big and roughly cut, and the 
by process of time been washed away between them. [took off 
nd ventured out on the desperate way. I looked down once, so 


as 10 make sure that a sudden glimpse of the awful depth would not 
Overcome me, butafter that kept my eyes away from it. I knew pretty well 
the direction and distance of the Count's window, and made for it as well 


as I could, 


having regard to the opportunities available. I did not feel 


dizzy—I suppose 1 was too excited—and the time seemed ridiculously 
‘short til I found myself standing on the window-sill and trying to raise up 
the sash. I was filled with agitation, however, when I bent down and slid 
feet foremost in through the window. Then I looked around for the 


Count, but, with surpri 


and gladness, made a discovery. The room was 


empty! It was barely furnished with odd things, which seemed to have 


never been 


‘used; the furniture was something the same style as that in the 


south rooms, and was covered with dust. I looked for the key, but it was 
not in the lock, and I could not find it anywhere. The only thing I found 
‘was a great heap of gold in one corner—gold of all kinds, Roman, and 
British, and Austrian, and Hungarian, and Greek and Turkish money, 


covered with a film of dust, as thoug] 


thad lain long inthe ground, None 


fit that I noticed was less than three hundred years old. There were also 


chains and 


‘ornaments, some jewelled, but all of them old and stained. 


"Atone corner of the room was a heavy door. I tried it, for, since I could 
not find the key of the room or the key of the outer door, which was the 
main object of my search, I must make further examination, or all my 
efforts would be in vain, It was open, and led through a stone passage to a 
circular stairway, which went steeply down. I descended, minding care- 
fully where I went, for the stairs were dark, being only lit by loopholes in 
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the heavy masonry. At the bottom there was a dark, tunnel-like passage, 
through which camea deathly, sickly odour, the odour of old earth newly 
turned, As I went through the passage the smell grew closer and heavier. 
Atlast I pulled open a heavy door which stood ajar, and found myself in 
an old, ruined chapel, which had evidently been used as a graveyard. The 
roof was broken, and in two places were steps leading to vaults, but the 
ground had recently been dug over, and the earth placed in great wooden 
Boxes, manifestly those which had been brought by the Slovaks, There 
was nobody about, and I made search for any further outlet, but there was 
none. Then 1 went over every inch of the ground, so as not to lose a 
chance. I went down even into the vaults, where the dim light struggled, 
although to doso wasa dread to my very soul. Into two of these I went, but 
saw nothing except fragments of old coffins and piles of dust; in the third, 
however, I made a discovery. 

There, in one of the great boxes, of which there were fifty in all, on a 
pile of newly dug earth, lay the Count! He was either dead or asleep, 1 
could not say which—for the eyes were open and stony, but without the 
‘glassiness of death—and the cheeks had the warmth of life through all 
their pallor; the lips were as red as ever. But there was no sign of 
movement, no pulse, no breath, no beating of the heart. I bent over him, 
and tried to find any sign of life, but in vain, He could not have lain there 
long, for the earthy smell would have passed away in a few hours. By the 
side of the box was its cover, pierced with holes here and there. I thought 
he might have the keys on him, but when I went to search I saw the dead 
eyes, and in them, dead though they were, such a look of hate though 
unconscious of me or my presence, that I fled from the place, and leaving 
the Count's room by the window, crawled again up the castle wall. Regain- 
ing my room, I threw myself panting upon the bed and tried to think. 


29 June —To-day is the date of my last letter, and the Count has taken 
steps to prove that it was genuine, for again I saw him leave the castle 
the same window, and in my clothes. As he went down the wall, lizard 
fashion, I wished I had a gun or some lethal weapon, that I might destroy 
him; but I fear that no weapon wrought alone by man’s hand would have 
any effect on him, I dared not wait to see him return, for I feared to sce 
those weird sisters. I came back to the library, and read there tl I fell 
asleep, 

T was awakened by the Count, who looked at me as grimly as a man can 
look as he said:— pipes 

“To-morrow, my friend, we must part. You return to your beautiful 
England, I to some work which may have such an end that we may never 
meet. Your letter home has been despatched; to-morrow I shall not be 
here, but all shall be ready for your journey. In the morning come the 
Szgany, who have some labours of their own here, and also come some 
Slovaks. When they have gone, my carriage shall come for you, and shall 
bear you to the Borgo Pass to meet the diligence from Bukovina to 
Bistritz. But I am in hopes that I shall see more of you at Castle Dracula.” I 
suspected him, and determined to test his sincerity. Sincerity! It seems 
like a profanation of the word to write it in connection with such a 
‘monster, so asked him point-blank:— 

“Why may I not go to-night?" 


) DRACULA as 


“Because, dear sir, my coachman and horses are away on a mission.” 

‘But I would walk with pleasure. I want to get away at once.” He smiled, 
such a soft, smooth, diabolical smile that 1 knew there was some trick 
behind his smoothness. He said:— 

“And your baggage?” 

do not care about it. 1 can send for it some other time 

‘The Count stoodup, and said, with a sweet courtesy wl 
rub my eyes, it seemed so re 

“You English havea saying which is closé to my heart, for its spirit is that 
which rules our boyars: ‘Welcome the coming; speed the parting gues 
‘Come with me, my dear young friend, Not an hour shall you wait in my 
house against your will, though sad am I at your going, and that you so 
suddenly desire it. Come!” With a stately gravity, he, with the lamp, 
cee us pe Reser ae along atalino 

Paine 

Close at hand came the howling of many wolves. It was almost as if the 
sound sprang up at the rising of his hand, just as the music of a great 
orchestra seems to leap under the baron of the conductor. After a pause 
ofa moment, he proceeded, in his stately way, to the door, drew back the 
ponderous bolts, unhooked the heavy chains, and began to draw it open. 

‘To my intense astonishment I saw that it was unlocked. Suspiciously, I 
looked all round, but could see no key of any kind. 

"As the door began to open, the howling of the wolves without grew 
louder and angrier; their red jaws, with champing teeth, and their blunt- 
clawed feet as they leaped, came in through the opening door. I knew 
then that to struggle at the moment against the Count was useless. With 
such allies as these at his command, I could do nothing, But still the door 
continued slowly to open, and only the Count's body stood in the gap. 
Suddenly it struck me that this might be the moment and means of my 
doom; I was to be given to the wolves, and at my own instigation. There 
‘was a diabolical wickedness in the idea great enough for the Count, and as 
a last chance I cried out: 

“Shur the door; I shall wait till morning!” and covered my face with my 
hands to hide my tears of bitter disappointment. With one sweep of his 
powerful arm, the Count threw the door shut, and the great bolts langed 
and echoed through the hall as they shot back into their places. 

Tn silence we returned to the library, and after a minute or two I went to 
my own room. The last I saw of Count Dracula was his kissing his hand to 
me; with a red light of triumph in his eyes, and with a smile that Judas in 
hell might be proud of. 

‘When I was in my room and about to lie down, 1 thought I heard a 
whispering at my door. I went to it softly and listened. Unless my ears 
deceived me, I heard the voice of the Count:— 

“Back, back, to your own place! Your time is not yet come. Wait! Have 
patience! To-night is mine. To-morrow night is yours!” There was a low, 
Sweet ripple of laughter, and in a rage I threw open the door, and saw 
without the three terrible women licking their lips. As I appeared they all 
joined in a horrible laugh, and ran away. 

T came back to my room and threw myself on my knees. It is then so 
near the end? To-morrow! to-morrow! Lord, help me, and those to whom 
Tam dear! 
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30 June, morning —These may be the last words 1 ever write in this 
dian’ slept till just before the dawn, and when I woke threw myself on 
my knees, for I determined that if Death came he should find me ready. 

‘At last I felt that subtle change in the air, and knew that the morning 
had come. Then came the welcome cock-crow, and I felt that I was safe. 
With a glad heart, I opened my door and ran down to the hall. I had seen 
that the door was unlocked, and now escape was before me. With hands 
that trembled with eagerness, 1 unhooked the chains and drew back the 
massive bolts. 

But the door would not move. Despair seized me. I pulled, and pulled, 
at the door, and shook it till, massive as it was, it rattled in its casement. I 
could see the bolt shot. It had been locked after I left the Count. 

Then a wild desire took me to obtain that key at any risk, and I 
determined then and there to scale the wall again and gain the Count's 
room. He might kill me, but death now seemed the happier choice of 
Without a pause I rushed up to the east window, and scrambled down the 
wall, as before, into the Count’s room. It was empty, but that was as I 
expected, I could not see a key anywhere, but the heap of gold remained. 
1 went through the door in the corner and down the winding stair and 
along the dark passage to the old chapel. I knew now well enough where 
to find the monster I sought. 

‘The great box was in the same place, close against the wall, but the lid 
was laid on it, not fastened down, but with the nails ready in their places to 
be hammered home. 1 knew I must reach the body for the key, so I raised 
the lid, and laid it back against the wall; and then I saw something which 
filled my very soul with horror. There lay the Count, but looking as if his 
youth had been half renewed, for the white hair and moustache were 
changed to'dark iron-grey; the cheeks were fuller, and the white skin 
seemed ruby-red underneath; the mouth was redder than ever, foron the 
lips were gouts of fresh blood, which trickled from the corners of the 
mouth and ran over the chin and neck, Even the deep, burning eyes 
seemed set amongst swollen flesh, for the lids and pouches underneath 
were bloated. Itseemed asif the whole awful creature were simply gorged 
with blood. He lay like a filthy leech, exhausted with his repletion, T 
shuddered as I bent over to touch him, and every sense in me revolted at 
the contact; but I had to search, or I was lost, The coming night might see 
my own body a banquet in a similar way to those horrid three. I felt all 
over the body, but no sign could I find of the key. Then I stopped and 
looked at the Count. There was a mocking smile on the bloated face which 
seemed .to drive me mad. This was the being I was helping to transfer to 
London, where, pethaps, for centuries to come he might, amongst its 
teeming millions, satiate his lust for blood, and create a new and ever- 
widening circle of semi-demons to batten on the helpless, The yery 
thought drove me mad. A terrible desire came upon me to rid the world 
of such a monster. There was no lethal weapon at hand, but I seized a 
shovel which the workmen had been using to fill the cases, and lifting it 
high, struck, with the edge downward, at the hateful face, But as I did 50 
the head turned, and the eyes fell full upon me, with all their blaze of 
basilisk horror, The sight seemed to paralyse me, and the shovelturned in 
my hand and glanced from the face, merely making a deep gash above the 
forehead, The shovel fell from my hand across the box, and as I pulled it 
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away the flange of the blade caught the edge of the lid which fell over 
again, and hid the horrid thing from my sight. The last glimpse I had was 
of the bloated face, blood-stained and fixed with a grin of malice which 
would have held its own in the nethermost hell. 

1 thought and thought what should be my next move, but my brain 
seemed on fire, and 1 waited with a despairing fecling growing over me. 
‘As I waited I heard in the distance a gipsy song sung by merry voices 
coming closer, and through their song the rolling of heavy wheels and the 
cracking of whips; the Szgany and the Slovaks of whom the Count had 
spoken were coming. With a last look around and at the box which 
contained the vile body, I ran from the place and gained the Count's 
Toom, determined to rush out at the moment the door should be opened. 
With strained ears, I listened, and heard downstairs the grinding of the 
key in the great lock and the falling back of the heavy door. There must 
have been some other means of entry, or some one had a key for one of 
the locked doors, Then there came the sound of many feet tramping and 
dying away in some passage which sent upa clanging echo. I turned torun 
down again towards the vault, where I might find the new entrance; butat 
the moment there seemed to come a violent puff of wind, and the door to 
the winding stair blew to with a shock that set the dust from the lintels 
flying. When I ran to push itopen, I found thatit was hopelessly fast. 1 was 
again a prisoner, and the net of doom was closing round me more closely. 

‘As I write there is in the passage below a sound of many tramping feet 
and the crash of weights being set down heavily, doubtless the boxes, with 
their freight of earth. There is a sound of hammering; it is the box being 
nailed down, Now I can hear the heavy feet tramping again along the hall, 
‘with many other idle feet coming behind them. 

"The door is shut, and the chains rattle; there is a grinding of the key in 
the lock; I can hear the key withdrawn: then another door opens and 
shuts; I hear the creaking of lock and bolt, 

Hark! in the courtyard and down the rocky way the roll of heavy 
wheels, the crack of whips, and the chorus of the Szgany as they pass into 
the distance, 

Tam alone in the castle with those awful women, Faugh! Mina is a 
woman, and there is naught in common. They are devils of the Pic! 

T shall not remain alone with them; I shall try to scale the castle wall 
farther than I have yet attempted. I shall take some of the gold with me, 
Test I want it later, I may find a way from this dreadful place. 

"And then away for home! away to the quickest and nearest train! away 
from this cursed spot, from this cursed land, where the devil and his 
children still walk with earthly feet! 

'At least God's mercy is better than that of these monsters, and the 
precipice is steep and high. At its foot a man may sleep—as a man. 
Good-bye, all! Mina! 
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CHAPTER Five 


LETTER FROM MISS MINA MURRAY TO. 
MISS LUCY WESTENRA, 


“My dearest Lucy, 
"9 May. 


“Forgive my long delay in writing, but I have been simply overwhelmed 
with work. The life of an assistant schoolmistressis sometimes trying. Lam 
longing to be with you, and by the sea, where we can talk together freely 
and build our castles in the air. I have been working very hard lately, 
because 1 want to keep up with Jonathan's studies, and I have been 
practising shorthand very assiduously. When we are married I shall be 
able to be useful to Jonathan, and if I can stenograph well enough I can 
take down what he wants to say in this way and write it out for him on the 
typewriter, at which also I am practising very hard. He and I sometimes 
write letters in shorthand, and he is keeping a stenographic journal of his 
travels abroad. When I am with you I shall keep a diary in the same way. I 
don’t mean one of those two-pages-to-the-week-with-Sunday-squeezed- 
in-a-corner diaries, but a sort of journal which I can write in whenever I 
feel inclined. 1 do not suppose there will be much of interest to other 
people; but it is not intended for them. I may show it to Jonathan some 
day if there isin it anything worth sharing, butt is really an exercise book, 
I shall try to do what I see lady journalists do: interviewing and writing 
descriptions and trying to remember conversations. I am told that, with a 
litle practice, one can remember all that goes on or that one hears said 
during a day. However, we shall see. I will tell you of my litle plans when 
we meet. I have just had a few hurried lines from Jonathan from Trans- 
ylvania. He is well, and will be returning in about a week. 1 am longing to 
hear all his news. It must be so nice to see strange countries. 1 wonder if 
we—I mean Jonathan and I—shall ever see them together. There is the 
ten o'clock bell ringing. Good-bye. 


“Your loving 
“MINA. 


“Tell me all the news when you write. You have not told me anything 


for a long time, 1 hear rumours, and especially of a tall, handsome, 
ccurly-haired man???" a 
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LETTER, LUGY WESTENRA TO MINA MURRAY, 
“My dearest Mina, — 


“17, Chatham Street, 
“Wednesday. 


“I must say you tax me very unfairly with being a bad correspondent. I 
Wrote to you twice since we parted, and your last letter was only your 
second, Besides, L have nothing to tell you. There is really nothing to 
interest you. Town is very pleasant just now, and we go a good deal to 
picture-galleries and for walks and rides in the park. As to the tall, 
curly-haired man, I suppose it was the one who was with me at the last 
Pop. Some one has evidently been telling tales. That was Mr. Holmwood, 
He often comes to see us, and he and mamma get on very well together; 
they have so many things to talk about in common. We met some time ago 
a man that would just do for you, if you were not already engaged to 
Jonathan, He is an excellent parti, being handsome, well off, and of good 
birth. He is a doctor and really clever. Just fancy! He is only nine-and- 
twenty, and he has an immense lunatic asylum all under his own care. Mr. 
Holmwood introduced him to me, and he called here to see us, and often 
comes now. I think he is one of the most resolute men I ever saw, and yet 
the most calm. He seems absolutely imperturbable. T can fancy what a 
‘wonderful power he must have over his patients, He has curious habit of 
looking one straight in the face, as if trying to read one’s thoughts, He 
tries this on very much with me, but I flatter myself he has got a tough nut 
to crack. I know that from my glass. Do you ever try to read your own 
face? I do, and I can tell you itis not a bad study, and gives you more 
trouble than you can well fancy if you have never tried it. He says that 1 
afford him a curious psychological study, and 1 humbly think I do, 1 do 
not, as you know, take sufficient interest in dress to be able to describe the 
new fashions. Dress is a bore, That is slang again, but never mind; Arthur 
says that every day. There, it isal out. Mina, we have told all our secrets to 
each other since we were children; we have slept together and eaten 
together, and laughed and cried together; and now, though 1 have 
spoken, Í would like to speak more. Oh, Mina, couldn't you guess? I love 
him. 1am blushing as I write, for although I think he loves me, he has not 
told me so in words. But oh, Mina, I love him; I love him; I love him! 
‘There, that does me good. I wish I were with you, dear, siting by the fire 
undressing, as we used to sit; and I would try to tell you what I feel. I do 
not know how I am writing this even to you. I am afraid to stop, or I 
should tear up the letter, and I don't want to stop, for I do so want to tell 
you all. Let me hear from you af once, and tell me all that you think about 
it. Mina, I must stop, Good-night. Bless me in your prayers; and, Mina, 
pray for my happiness. 


“Lucy. 


SI need not tell you this is a secret. Good-night again. 
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LETTER FROM LUCY WESTENRA TO MINA MURRAY, 
“My dearest Mina. 


*24May. 


“Thanks, and thanks, and thanks again for your sweet letter. It was so. 
nice to be able to tell you and to have your sympathy. 
“My dear, it never rains but it pours, How true the old proverbs are. 
Here am I, who shall be twenty in September, and yet I never had a 
yroposal till to-day, not a real proposal, and to-day I have had three. Just 
iney! Taner proposals in one day! Isn't it awful! 1 feel sorry, really and 
truly sorry, for two of the poor fellows. Oh, Mina, 1 am so happy that I 
don't know what to do with myself. And three proposals! But, for good- 
ness’ sake, don't tell any of the girls, or they would be getting all sorts of 
extravagant ideas and imagining themselves injured and slighted if in 
their very first day at home they did not get six at least. Some girls are so 
vain! You and I, Mina dear, who are engaged and are going to settle down 
soon soberly into old married women, can despise vanity. Well, I must tell 
you about the three, but you must keep it a secret, dear, from every one, 
except, of course, Jonathan. You will tell him, because I would, if were in 
your place, certainly tell Arthur. A woman ought to tell her husband 
everything—don't you think so, dear?—and I must be fair. Men like 
women, certainly their wives, to be quite as fair as they are; and women, I 
am afraid, are not always quite as fair as they should be. Well, my dear, 
number One came just before lunch. I told you of him, Dr. John Seward, 
the lunatic-asylum man, with the strong jaw and the good forehead. He 
‘was very cool outwardly, but was nervous all the same. He had evidently 
been schooling himself as to all sorts of litle things, and remembered 
them; but he almost managed to sit down on his silk hat, which men don't 
generally do when they are cool, and then when he wanted to appear at 
ase he kept playing with a lancet in a way that made me nearly scream, 
He spoke to me, Mina, very straightforwardly. He told me how dear I was 
to him, though he had known me so litle, and what his life would be with 
me to help and cheer him. He was going to tll me how unhappy he would 
be if 1 did not care for him, but when he saw me ery he said that he was a 
brute and would not add to my present trouble. Then he broke off and 
asked if I could love him in time; and when I shook my head his hands 
trembled, and then with some hesitation he asked me if I cared already 
for any one else, He put it very nicely, saying that he did not want to wring 
my confidence from me, but only to know, because if a woman's heart was 
free a man might have hope. And then, Mina, I felt a sort of duty to tell 
him that there was some one. I only told him that much, and then he stood 
Up, and he looked very strong and very grave as he took both my hands in 
his and said he hoped I would be happy, and that if ever wanted a friend 
T must count him one of my best, Oh, Mina dear, 1 can't help crying: and 
you must excuse this letter being all blotted. Being proposed to is all very 
nice and all hat sort of thing, butitisn'tat alla happy thing when you have 
to see a poor fellow, whom you know loves you honestly, going away and 
looking all brokenhearted, and to know that, no matter what he may say at 
the moment, you are passing quite out of his life. My dear, I must stop 
here at present, I feel so miserable, though I am so happy. 
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“Evening, 


“Arthur has just gone, and I feel in better spirits than when I left off, so 
1 can go on telling you about the day. Well, my dear, number Two came 
after lunch. He is such a nice fellow, an American from Texas, and he 
looks so young and so fresh that it seems almost impossible that he has 
been to so many places and has had such adventures, 1 sympathise with 
poor Desdemona when she had such a dangerous stream poured in her 
ear, even by a black man. I suppose that we women are such cowards that 
we think a man will save us from fears, and we marry him. I know now 
what I would do ìf I were a man and wanted to make a girl love me. No, 1 
don't, for there was Mr. Morris telling us his stories, and Arthur never 
told any, and yet—My dear, I am somewhat previous. Mr. Quincy P. 
Morris found me alone. It seems that a man always does find a girl alone. 
No, he doesn't, for Arthur tried twice to make a chance, and I helping him 
alli could; fam notashamed to say it now. I must tell you beforehand that 
Mr. Morris doesn't always speak slang—thatis to say, he never does so to 
strangers or before them, for he is really well educated and has exquisite 
‘manners—but he found out thatit amused me to hear him talk American 
slang, and whenever I was present, and there was no one tobe shocked, he 
said such funny things. I am afraid, my dear, he has to invent it all, for it 
fits exactly into whatever else he has to say. But this isa way slang has. I do 
not know myself if I shall ever speak slang; I do not know if Arthur likes it, 
as I have never heard him use any as yet, Well, Mr. Morris sat down beside 
meand looked as happy and jolly as he could, but I could see all the same 
that he was very nervous. He took my hand in his, and said ever so 
sweetly:— 

“Miss Lucy, I know I ain't good enough to regulate the fixin’s of your 
little shoes, but I guess if you wait till you find a man thats you will go join 
them seven young women with the lamps when you quit. Won't you just 
hitch up alongside of me and let us go down the long road together. 
driving in double harness?” 

‘Well, he did look so good-humoured and so jolly that it didn’t seem 
halfso hard to refuse him asit did poor Dr. Seward; so I said, as lightly as I 
‘could, that I did not know anything of hitching, and that I wasn't broken 
to harness at all yet. Then he said that he had spoken in a light manner, 
and he hoped that if he had made a mistake in doing so on so grave, so 
momentous, an occasion for him, I would forgive him. He really did look 
serious when he was saying it, and I couldn't help feeling a bit serious 
toot know, Mina, you will think me a horrid flirt—though I couldn't 
help feeling a sort of exultation that he was number two in one day. And 
then, my dear, before I could say a word he began pouring out a perfect 
torrent of love-making, laying his very heart and soul at my feet. He 
looked so earnest over it that I shall never again think that a man must be 
playful always, and never earnest, because he is merry at times. I suppose 
fe saw something in my face which checked him, for he suddenly stop- 
ped, and said with a sort of manly fervour that I could have loved him for 
if 1 had been free:— 

“Lucy, you are an honest-hearted girl, I know, 1 should not be here 
speaking to you as I am now if I did not believe you clean grit, right 
through to the very depths of your soul. Tell me, like one good fellow to 
‘another, is there any one else that you care for? And if there is I'll never 
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trouble you a hair’s breadth again, but will be, if you will let me, a very 
faithful friend.’ 

“My dear Mina, why are men so noble when we women are so little 
‘worthy of them? Here was I almost making fun of this great-hearted, true 
gentleman. I burst into tears—I am afraid, my dear, you will think this isa 
very sloppy letter in more ways than one—and I really felt yery badly. 
Why can't they leta girl marry three men, oras manyas wanther, and save 
all this trouble? But this is heresy, and I must not say it. Lam glad to say 
that, though I was crying, I was able to look into Mr. Morris's brave eyes, 
and told him out straight:-— 

'es, there is some one I love, though he has not told me yet that he 
even loves me.’ I was right to speak to him so frankly, for quite a light came 
into his face, and he put out both his hands and took mine—I think I put 
them into his—and said in a hearty way:— 

“That's my brave girl. It's better worth being late for a chance of 
winning you than being in time for any other girl in the world. Don't cry, 
my dear. [fit’s for me, I'ma hard nutto crack; and I take it standing up. IF 
that other fellow doesn't know his happiness, well, he'd better look for it 
soon, or he'll have to deal with me. Little girl, your honesty and pluck have 
made me a friend, and that’s rarer than a lover; its more unselfish 
anyhow, My dear, I'm going to have a pretty lonely walk between this and 
Kingdom Come. Won't you give me one kiss? It'll be something to keep 
off the darkness now and then, You can, you know if you like, for that 
other good fellow—he must be a good fellow, my dear, and a fine fellow, 
or you could not love him—hasn't spoken yet,’ That quite won me, Mina, 
for it was brave and sweet of him, and noble, too, to a rival—wasn't 
it?—and he so sad; so I leant over and kissed him, He stood up with my 
two hands in his, and as he looked down into my face—I am afraid I was 
blushing very much—he said: 

“Little girl, I hold your hand, and you've kissed me, and if these things 
don't make us friends nothing ever will. Thank you for your sweet 
honesty to me, and good-bye.’ He wrung my hand, and taking up his hat, 
went straight out of the room without looking back, without a tear or a 
quiver or a pause; and I am crying like a baby. Oh, why must a man like 
that be made unhappy when there are lots of girls about who would 
‘worship the very ground he trod on? I know I would if 1 were free—only I 
don’t want to be free. My dear, this quite upset me, and I feel I cannot 
‘write of happiness just at once, after telling you of it; and I don't wish to 
tell of the number three until it can be all happy. 


“Ever your loving 
“Lucy. 


“P.S—Oh, about number Three—I needn't tell you of number Three, 
need I? Besides, it was all so confused; it seemed only a moment from his 
coming into the room till both hisarms were round me,and he was kissing 
me. I am very, very happy, and I don't know what I have done to deserve 

1 must only try in the future to show thar I anı not ungrateful to God for 
all His goodness to me in sending to me such a lover, sucha husband, and 
such a friend. 

“Good-bye.” 
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DR. SEWARD'S DIARY (Kept in phonograph.) 


__ 25 May—Ebb tide in appetite to-day. Cannot eat, cannot rest, so diary 
instead. Since my rebuff of yesterday I have a sort of empty feelin 
nothing in the world seems of sufficient importance to be worth the 
doing, ., . As I knew that the only cure for this sort of thing was work, I 
went down amongst the patients. 1 picked out one who has afforded mea 
study of much intetest. He is so quaint that am determined to under- 
stand him as well as I can, Today I seemed to get nearer than ever before 
to the heart of his mystery 

1 questioned him more fully than 1 had ever done, with a view to 
making myself master of the facts of his hallucination. In my manner of 
doing it there was, I now see, something of cruelty. I seemed to wish to 
keep him to the point of his madness—a thing which I avoid with the 
patients as I would the mouth of hell. 

(Mem, under what circumstances would I not avoid the pit of hell?) 
Omnia: Romae venalia sunt. Hell has its price! verb. sap. If there be anything 
behind this instinct it will be valuable to trace it afterwards accurately, so 1 
had better commence to do so, therefore— 

R. M. Renfield, aetat 59.—Sanguine temperament; great physical 
strength; morbidly excitable; periods of gloom, ending in some fixed idea 
which I cannot make out. I presume that the sanguine temperament itself 
and the disturbing influence end in a mentally-accomplished finish; a 
possibly dangerous man, probably dangerous if unselfish. In selfish men 
Caution is as secure an armour for their foes as for themselves. What 1 
think of on this point is, when self is the fixed point the centripetal force is 
balanced with th centrifugal; when duty, a cause, etc., is the fixed point, 
the latter forces paramount, and only accident or a series of accidents can 
balance it. 


LETTER FROM QUINGEY P. MORRIS TO THE HONORABLE 
ARTHUR HOLMWOOD, 


“My dear Art— 
“25 May. 


“We've told yarns by the camp-fire in the prairies; and dressed one 
another's wounds after trying a landing at the Marquesas; and drunk 
hhealths on the shore of Titicaca, There are more yarns to be told, and 
other wounds to be healed, and another health to be drunk. Won't you let 
this be at my camp-fire to-morrow night? 1 have no hesitation in asking 
you, as know a certain lady is engaged to a certain dinner: party, and that 
Jou are free, There will only be one other, our old pal at the Korea, Jack 
Seward. He's coming, too, and we both want to mingle our weeps over the 
wwine-cup, and to drink health with all our hearts to the happiest man in 
all the wide world, who has won the noblest heart that God has made and 
the best worth winning. We promise you a hearty welcome, and a loving 
greeting, and a health as true as your own right hand. We shall both swear 
fo leave you at home if you drink too deep to a certain pair of eyes. Come! 


“Yours, as ever and always, 
“Quincey P. Moan 
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TELEGRAM FROM ARTHUR HOLMWOOD TO 
QUINCEY P. MORRIS, 
26 May—Count me in every time. I bear messages which 
will make both your ears tingle. 


CHAPTER Six 


MINA MURRAY'S JOURNAL- 


24 July. Whitby.—Lucy met me at the station, looking sweeter and 
lorie than evr and ne drove up othe house atthe Grant in whack 
they have rooms. This is a lovely place. The little river, the Esk, runs 
through a deep valley, which broadens out as it comes near the harbour. A 
great viaduct runs across, with high piers, through which the view seems 
somehow further away than it really is. The valley is beautifully green, 
and itis so steep that when you are on the high land on either side you look 
right across it, unless you are near enough to see down. The houses of the 
old town—the side away from us—are all red-roofed, and seem piled up 
one over the other anyhow, like the pictures we see of Nuremberg, Right 
‘over the town is the ruin of Whitby Abbey, which was sacked by the Danes, 
and which isthe scene of part of “Marmion,” where the girl was built up in 
the wall. It is a most noble ruin, of immense size, and full of beautiful and 
romantic bits; there is a legend that a white lady is seen in one of the 
windows. Between itand the town there is another church, the parish one, 
round which is a big graveyard, all full of tombstones. This is to my mind 
the nicest spot in Whitby, for it lies right over the town, and hasa full view 
of the harbour and all up the bay to where the headland called Kettleness 
stretches out into the sea, It descends so steeply over the harbour that part 
of the bank has fallen away, and some of the graves have been destroyed. 
In one place part of the stonework of the graves stretches out over the 
sandy pathway far below. There are walks, with seats beside them, 
through the churchyard; and people go and sit there all day long looking 
at the beautiful view and enjoying the breeze, I shall come and sit here 
very often myself and work. Indeed, I am writing now with my book on 
my knee, and listening to the talk of three old men who are sitting beside 
me. They seem to do nothing all day but sit up here and talk, 

‘The harbour lies below me, with, on the far side, one long granite wall 
stretching out into the sea, with a curve outwards at the end of it, in the 
middle of which is a lighthouse. A heavy sea-wall runs along outside of it 
(On the near side, the sea-wall makes an elbow crooked inversely, and its 
end too hasa lighthouse. Between the two piers there is a narrow opening 
into the harbour, which then suddenly widens, 

Itis nice at high water; but when the tide is out itshoals away to nothing, 
and there is merely the stream of the Esk, running between banks of sand, 
with rocks here and there. Outside the harbour on this side there rises for 
about half a mile a great reef, the sharp edge of which runs straight out 
from behind the south lighthouse. At the end of it is a buoy with a bell, 
which swings in bad weather, and sends ina mournful sound on the wind, 
‘They have legend here that when a shipis lost bells are heard outat sea. 1 
must ask the old man about this; he is coming this way. 
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Heisa funny old man, He must be awfully old, for his face is all gnarled 

and twisted like the bark of a tree, He tells me that he is nearly a hundred, 

and that he was a sailor in the Greenland fishing fleet when Waterloo was 

fought. He is, 1 am afraid, a very sceptical person, for when I asked him 

about the bells at sex and the White Lady atthe abbey he ssid very 
rusquely:— 

*I wouldn't fash masel" about them, miss. ‘Them things be all wore out. 
Mind, I don’t say that they never was, but Ido say that they wasn’t in my 
time. They beall very well for comers and trippers, an' the like, but not for 
a nice young lady like you, Them feet-folks from York and Leeds that be 
always eatin’ cured herrin'san’ drinkin’ tea an’ lookin’ out to buy cheap jet 
would creed aught. I wonder masel’ who'd be bothered tellin’ lies to 
them—even the newspapers, which is full of fool-talk.” I thought he 
‘would be a good person to learn interesting things from, so I asked him if 
he would mind telling me something about the whale-fishing in the old 
days. He was just settling himself to begin when the clock struck six, 
whereupon he laboured to get up, and said:—"T must gang ageeanwards 
home now, miss. My granddaughter doesn't like to be kept waitin’ when 
the tea is ready, for it takes me time to crammle aboon the grees, for there 
be a many of ‘em’ an’, miss, 1 lack belly-timber sairly by the clock.” 

He hobbled away, and I could see him hurrying, as well as he could, 
down the steps. The steps area great feature on the place. They lead from 
the town up to the church, there are hundreds of them—I do not know 
how many—and they wind up in a delicate curves the slope is so gentle 
that a horse could easily walk up and down them. I think they must 
originally have had something to do with the abbey. I shall go home too, 
Lucy went out visiting with her mother, and as they were only duty calls, I 
did not go. They will be home by this. 


1 August—I came up here an hour ago with Lucy, and we had a most 
interesting talk with my old friend and the two others who always come 
and join him, He is evidently the Sir Oracle of them, and 1 should think 
must have been in his time a most dictatorial person. He will not admit 
anything, and downfaces everybody. If he can'tout-argue them he bullies 
them, and then takes their silence for agreement with his views, Lucy was 
looking sweetly pretty in her white lawn frock; she has got a beautiful 
colour since she has been here. I noticed that the old men did not lose any 
time in coming up and sitting near her when we sat down. She is so sweet 
with old people; I think they all fell in love with her on the spot. Even my 
Old man succumbed and did not contradict her, but gave me double share 
instead, I got him on the subject of the legends, and he went off at once 
inta a sort of sermon, I must try to remember it and put it down:— 

" [tbe all fool-talk, lock, stock, and barrel; that’s what it be, an'nowt else. 
‘These bans an’ wafts an’ boh-ghosts an’ barguests an’ bogles an’ all anent 
them is only fitto set bairns an’ dizzy women a-belderin’. They be nowt but 
air-blebs, They, an’ all grims an’ signs an’ warnin’s, be all invented by 
parsons an’ illsome beuk-bodies an’ railway touters to skeer an’ scunner 
Frafflin’s, an’ to get folks to do somethin’ that they don't other incline to. It 
makes me fret{ul to think o! them, Why, it’s them that, not content with 
printin’ lies on paper an’ preachin’ them out of pulpits, does want to be 
Putin’ them on the tombstones, Look here all around you in what airt ye 
‘vill; all them steans, holdin’ up their heads as well as they can out of their 


pride, is acant—simply tumblin’ down with the weight o' the lies wroteon 
them, ‘Here lies the body’ or ‘Sacred to the memory’ wrote on all of them, 
an’ yetin nigh half of them there bean't no bodies at all; an’ the memories 
of them bean't cared a pinch of snuff about, much less sacred. Lies all of 
them, nothin’ but lies of one kind or another! My gog, but itl be a square 
scowderment at the Day of Judgment when they come tumblin’ up in 
their death-sarks, all jouped together an’ tryin’ to drag their tombsteans 
with them to prove how good they was; some of them trimmilin’ and 
ditherin’, with their hands that dozzened an’ slippy from lyin’ in the sea 
that they can't even keep their grup o' them.” 

T could see from the old fellow's self-satisfied air and the way in which 
he looked round for the approval of his cronies that he was "showing off,” 
30 I put in a word to keep him going:— 

“Oh, Mr. Swales, you can't be serious. Surely these tombstones are not 
all wrong? 

“Yabblins! There may be a poorish few not wrong, savin' where they 
make out the people too good; for there be folk that da think a balm-bow! 
be like the sea, if only it be their own, The whole thing be only lies. Now 
look you here; you come here a stranger, an’ you sce this kirkgarth,” I 
nodded, for I thought it better to assent, though I did not quite under- 
stand his dialect. 1 knew it had something to do with the church. He went 
on: "And you consate that all these steans be aboon folk that happed here, 

nod an’ snog?” I assented again, “Then that be just where the lie comes 
in, Why, there be scores of these lay-beds that be toom as old Dun's 
"bacca-box on Friday night.” He nudged one of his companions, and they 
all laughed, “And my gog! how could they be otherwise? Look al that one, 
the aftest abaft the bier-bank: read it!” I went over and read:— 

“Edward Spencelagh, master marines, murdered by pirates off the 
coast of Andres, April, 1854, zt.” When I came back Mr. Swales went 

‘Who brought him home, I wonder, to hap him here? Murdered off 
the coast of Andres! an’ you consated his body lay under! Why, | could 
name ye a dozen whose bones lie in the Greenland seas above'—he 
pointed northwards—‘or where the currents may have drifted them, 
There be the steans around ye. Ye can, with your young eyes, read the 
small-print of the lies from here. This Braithwaite Lowrey—1 knew his 
father, lost in the Lively off Greenland in '20; or Andrew Woodhouse, 
drowned in the same seas in 1777; or John Paxton, drowned off Cape 
Farewell year later; or old John Rawlings, whose grandfather sailed with 
me, drowned in the Gulf of Finland in °50. Do ye think that all these men 
will have to make a rush to Whitby when the trumpet sounds? I have me 
antherums aboot it! I tell ye that when they got here they'd be jommilin’ an’ 
Josilin’ one another that way that it'ud be a fight up on the ice in the old 
days, when we'd be at one another from daylight to dark, an’ tryin’ to tie 
up our cuts by the light of the aurora borealis,” This was evidently local 
pleasantry, for the old man cackled over it, and his cronies joined in with 
gusto. 

“But,” I said, “surely you are not quite correct, for you start on the 
assumption that all the poor people, or their spirits, will have to take their 
tombstones with them on the Day of Judgement. Do you think that will be 
really necessary?" 

“Well, what else be thy tombstones for? Answer me that, miss!” 
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“To please their relatives, I suppose.” 

“To please their relatives, you suppose!” This he said with intense 
scorn, "How will it pleasure their relatives to know that lies is wrote over 
them, and that everybody in the place knows that they be lies?” He 
pointed to astone at our feet which had been laid down asa slab, on which 
the seat was rested, close to the edge of the cliff. "Read the lies on that 
thruff-stean," he said. The letters were upside down to me from where I 
sat, but Lucy was more opposite to them, so she leant over and read:— 

“Sacred to the memory of George Cation, who died, in the hope of a 
glorious resurrection, on July, 29, 1873, falling from the rocks at Kettle- 
hess. This tomb was erected by his sorrowing mother to her dearly 
beloved son, He was the only son of his mother, and she was a widow.— 
Really, Mr. Swales, Idon'tsee anything very funny in that!” She spoke her 
comment very gravely and somewhat severely 

“Ye don’t see aught funny! Ha! ha! But that’s because ye don't gawm 
the sorrowin’ mother was  hell-cat that hated him because he was 
acrewk'd—a regular lamiter he was—an’ he hated her so that he commit- 
ted suicide in order that she mightn't get an insurance she put on his life. 
He blew nigh the top of his head off with an old musket that they had for 
scarin’ the crows with, "Twarn't for crows then, for it brought the degs 
and the dowps to him, that’s the way he fell off the rocks, And, as to hopes 
ofa glorious resurrection, I've often heard him say masel' that he hoped 
he'd go to hell, for his mother was so pious that she'd be sure to go to 
heaven, an’ he didn't want to addle where she was. Now isn't that stean at 
any rate’—he hammered it with his stick as he spoke—a pack of lies? and 
won't it make Gabriel keckle when Geordie comes pantin’ up the grees 
With the tombstean balanced on his hump, and asks it to be took as 
evidence!” 

1 did not know what to say, but Lucy turned the conversation as she 
said, rising up— 

“Oh, why did you tell us of this? It is my favourite seat, and I cannot 
leave it; and now I find I must go on sitting over the grave of a suicide.” 

“That won't harm ye, my pretty; an’ it may make poor Geordie glad- 
some to have so trim a lass sittin’ on his lap. That won't hurt ye. Why, I've 
fat here off an’ on for nigh twenty years past, an’ it hasn't done me no 
harm, Don't ye fash about them as lies under ye, or that doesn’ lie there 
either! I'll be time for ye to be gettin scart when ye sce the tombsteans all 
Tun away with, and the place as bare as a stubble-field, There's the clock, 
an” I must gang. My service to ye, ladies!” And off he hobbled. 

‘Lucy and I sat awhile, and it was all so beautiful before us that we took 
hands as we sat; and she told me all over again about Arthur and their 
coming marriage. That made me just a little heart-sick, for I haven't 
heard from Jonathan for a whole month. 


The same day. I came up here alone, for I am very sad. There was no 
letter for me, 1 hope there cannot be anything the matter with Jonathan. 
The clock has just struck nine. I see the lights scattered all over the town, 
sometimes in rows where the streets are, and sometimes singly; they run 
Tight up the Esk and die away in the curve of the valley. To my left the 
view is cut off by a black line of roof of the old house next the abbey. The 
Sheep and lambs are bleating in the fields away behind me, and there is 2 
‘latter ofa donkey's hoofs up the paved road below. The band on the pier 


‘a 
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is playing a harsh waltz in good time, and further along the quay there isa 
Salvation Army meeting in a back street. Neither of the bands hears the 


other, but up here I hear and see them both. I wonder where Jonathan is 
and if he is thinking of me! I wish he were here. 


DR, SEWARD'S DIARY. 


5 June.—The case of Renfield grows more interesting the more I get to 
understand the man, He has certain qualities very largely developed; 
selfishness, secrecy, and purpose. I wish I could get at what isthe object of 
the latter. He seems to have some settled scheme of his own, but what itis T 
do not know. His redeeming quality is a love of animals, though, indeed, 
he has such curious turns in it that T sometimes imagine he is only 
abnormally cruel. His pets are of odd sorts. Just now his hobby is catching 
flies. He has at present such a quantity thai I have had myself to expost- 
ulate, To my atonishment, he did not break out intoa fury, as Lexpected, 
but took the matter in simple seriousness. He thought for a moment, and 
then said: “May [have three days? I shall clear them away.” Of course, T 
said that would do, I must watch him. 


18 June —He has turned his mind now to spiders, and has got several 
very big fellows in a box. He keeps feeding them with his flies, and the 
number of the latter is becoming sensibly diminished, although he has 
used half his food in attracting more flies from outside to his room. 


1 July His spiders are now becoming as great a nuisance as his flies, 
and to-day T told him that he must get rid of them. He looked very sad at 
this, so I said that he must clear out some of them, at all events. He 
cheerfully acquiesced in this, and I gave him the same time as before for 
reduction. He disgusted me much while with him, for when a horrid 
blow-fly, bloated with some carrion food, buzzed into the room, he caught 
it, held it exultantly for a few moments between his finger and thumb, 
and, before I knew what he was going to do, put itin his mouth and ate it. | 
scolded him for it, but he argued quietly that it was very good and very 
‘wholesome; that it was life, strong life, and gave life to him, This gave me 
an idea, or the rudiment of one. I must watch how he gets rid of his 
spiders. He has evidently some deep problem in his mind, for he keeps a 
little notebook in which he is always jotting down something. Whole pages 
of it are filled with masses of figures, generally single numbers added up 
in batches, and then the totals added in batches again, as though he were 
“focussing” some account, as the auditors put it 


& July —There is a method in his madness, and the rudimentary idea in 
any mind is growing. It will be a whole idea soon, and then, oh, uncon- 
Scious cerebration! you will have to give the wall to your conscious 
brother. I kept away from my friend for a few days, so that 1 might notice 
if there were any change. Things remain as they were except that he has 
parted with some of his pets and got a new one, He has managed to get a 
sparrow, and has already partially tamed it. His means of taming is 
‘simple, for already the spiders have diminished. Those that do remain, 


however, are well fed, for he still brings in the flies by tempting them witi 
his food, 
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19 July We are progressing: My friend has now a whole colony of 
sparrows, and his flies and spiders are almost obliterated, When I came in 
he ran to me and said he wanted to ask me a great favour—a very, very 
great favour; and as he spoke he fawned on me like a dog. | asked him 
‘what it was, and he said, with a sort of rapture in his voice and bearing — 

“A kitten, a nice litte, sleek playful kitten, that I can play with, and 
teach, and feed—and feed—and feed!" 1 was not unprepared for this 
request, for I had noticed how his pets went on increasing in size and 
vivacity, but I did not care that his pretty family of ame sparrows should 
be wiped out in the same manner as the flies and the spiders; so I said I 
‘would see about it, and asked him if he would not rather havea cat than a 
kitten. His eagerness betrayed him as he answered:— 

“Oh, yes, I would like a cat! 1 only asked for a kitten lest you should 
refuse me a cat. Noone would refuse me a kitten, would they?” I shook my 
head, and said that at present I feared it would not be possible, but that I 
‘would see about it, His face fell, and I could see a warning of danger in it, 
for there was a sudden fierce, sidelong look which meant killing, The man 
is an undeveloped homicidal maniac. I shall test him with his present 
craving and see how it will work out; then I shall know more. 


1 have visited him again and found him sitting in a corner 
brooding. When I came in he threw himself on his knees before me and 
implored me to let him have a cat; that his salvation depended upon it. I 
was firm, however, and told him that he could not have it, whereupon he 
went without a word, and sat down, gnawing his fingers, in the corner 
where I had found him, I shall see him in the morning carly 


20 July.—Visited Renfield very early, before the attendant went his 
rounds. Found him up and humming a tune. He was spreading out his 
sugar, which he had saved, in the window, and was manifestly beginning 
his fly-catching again; and beginning it cheerfully and with a good grace. 
Tlooked around for his birds, and not seeing them, asked him where they 
were. He replied, without turning round, that they had all flown away. 
there were a few feathers about the room and on his pillow a drop of 
blood. Isaid nothing, but went and told the keeper to report to me if there 
were anything odd about him during the day. 


11 am—The attendant has just been to me to say that Renfield has 
been very sick and has disgorged a whole lot of feathers. “My belief is, 
doctor,” he said, “that he has eaten his birds, and that he just took and ate 
them raw!” 


11 pon.—I gave Renfield a strong opiate to-night, enough to make even 
him sleep, and took away his pocket-book to look at it, The thought thar 
has been buzzing about my brain lately is complete, and the theory 
proved, My homicidal maniac is of a peculiar kind. I shall have to inventa 
hew classification for him, and call him a zoophagous (life-eating) maniac; 
what he desires is to absorb as many lives as he can, and he has laid himself 
‘ut to achieve it in a cumulative way. He gave many flies to one spider and 
many spiders to one bird, and then wanted a cat to eat the many birds. 
What would have been his later steps? It would almost be worth while to 
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lete the experiment. It might be done if there were only a sufficient 
cause. Men sneered at vivisection, and yet look at its results to-day! Why 
not advance science in its most difficult and vital aspect—the knowledge 
of the brain? Had I even the secret of one such mind—did I hold the key 
to the fancy of even one lunatic—I might advance my own branch of 
science to a pitch compared with which Burdon-Sanderson’s physiology 
or Ferviers brain knowledge would be as nothing. If only there were a 
sufficient cause! I must not think too much of this, or I may be tempted; a 
good cause might turn the scale with me, for may not I too be of an 
‘exceptional brain, congenitally? 

How well the man reasoned: lunatics always do within their own scope. 
1 wonder at how many lives he values a man, or if at only one, He has 
closed the account most accurately, and to-day begun a new record, How 
many of us begin a new record with each day of our lives? 

‘To me it seems only yesterday that my whole life ended with my new 
hope, and that truly I began a new record. So it will be until the Great 
Recorder sums me up and closes my ledger account with a balance to 
profit or loss, Oh, Lucy, Lucy, I cannot be angry with you, nor can 1 be 
angry with my friend whose happiness is yours; but I must only wait on 
hopeless and work. Work! work! 

F1 only could have as strong a cause as my poor mad friend there—a 
good, unselfish cause to make me work—that would be indeed happiness. 


MINA MURRAY'S JOURNAL. 


26 July —1 am anxious, and it soothes me to express myself here; it is 
like whispering to one's self and listening at the same time. And there is 
also something about the shorthand symbols that makes it different from 
writing. I am unhappy about Lucy and about Jonathan. I had not heard 
from Jonathan for some time, and was very concerned; but yesterday 
dear Mr. Hawkins, who is always so kind, sent me a letter from him. I had 
‘written asking him if he had heard, and he said the enclosed had just been 
received. Itis only a line dated from Castle Dracula, and says that he is ust 
starting for home. That is not like Jonathan; I do not understand it, and it 
makes me uneasy. Then, too, Lucy, although she is so well, has lately 
taken to her old habit of walking in her sleep. Her mother has spoken to 
‘me about it, and we have decided that 1 am to lock the door of our room 
every night. Mrs, Westenra has got an idea that sleep-walkers always go 
‘out on roofs of houses and along the edges of cliffs and then get suddenly 
wakened and fall over with a despairing ery that echoes all over the place. 

Poor dear, she is naturally anxious about Lucy, and she tells me that her 
husband, Lucy's father, had the same habit; that he would get up in the 
night and dress himself and go out, if he were not stopped, Lucy is to be 
married in the autumn, and she is already planning out her dresses and 
how her house is to be arranged. I sympathise with her, for I do the same, 
only Jonathan and I will start in life in a very simple way, and shall have to 
try to make both ends meet. Mr. Holmwood—he is the Hon. Arthur 
Holmwood, only son of Lord Godalming—is coming up here very short- 
}y—as soon as he can leave town, for his father is not very well, and I think 

lear Lucy is counting the moments tll he comes. She wants to take him u 
to the seat on the churchyard cliff and show him the beauty of Whitby. 1 


daresay it is the waiting which disturbs her; she will be all right when he 
arrives. 
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27 July—No news from Jonathan, Lam getting quite uneasy about him, 
though why I should I do not know but do wish that he would write, fit 
were only a single line, Lucy walks more than ever, and each night I am 
awakened by her moving about the room. Fortunately, the weather is so 
hot that she cannot get cold; but still the anxiety and the perpetually being 
‘wakened is beginning to tell on me, and I am getting nervous and wakeful 
myself. Thank god, Lucy's health keeps up. Mr. Holmwood has been 
suddenly called to Ring to see his father, who has been taken seriousy ill. 
Lucy frets at the postponement of seeing him, but it does not touch her 
looks; she is a trifle stouter, and her cheeks are a lovely rose-pink. She has 
lost that anzemic look which she had. I pray it will all last 


3 August-—Another week gone, and no news from Jonathan, not even 
to Mr. Hawkins, from whom 1 have heard. Oh, I do hope he is not ill. He 
surely would have written, I look at that last letter of his, but somehow it 
does not satisfy me, It does not read like him, and yet it is his writing. 
‘There is no mistake of that. Lucy has not walked much in her sleep the last 
week, but there is an odd concentration about her which I do not under- 
stand; even in her sleep she seems to be watching me. She tries the door, 
and finding it locked, goes about the room searching for the key. 


6 August. Another three days, and no news. This suspense is gettin 

dreadful, IFI only knew where to write to or where to go to, I should feel 
easier; but no one has heard a word of Jonathan since that last letter. I 
must only pray to God for patience. Lucy is more excitable than ever, but 
is otherwise well, Last night was very threatening, and the fishermen say 
that we are in for a storm. I must try to watch it and learn the weather 
signs. To-day is a grey day, and the sun as I write is hidden in thick clouds, 
high over Kertleness. Everything is grey—except the green grass, which 
seems like emerald amongst it; grey earthy rock: grey clouds, tinged with 
the sunburst at the far edge, hang over the grey sea, into which the 
sand-points stretch like grey fingers. The sea is tumbling in over the 
shallows and the sandy flats with a roar, muffled in the sea-mists drifting 
inland, The horizon is lost in a grey mist, All is vastness; the clouds are 
piled up like giant rocks, and there isa “brool” over the sea that sounds 
like some presage of doom. Dark figures are on the beach here and there, 
sometimes half shrouded in the mist, and seem “men like trees walking.” 
‘The fishing-boats are racing for home, and rise and dip in the ground 
swell as they sweep into the harbour, bending to the scuppers. Here 
comes old Mr. Swales. He is making straight for me, and I can see, by the 
way he lifts his hat, that he wants to talk. 


Thave been quite touched by the change in the poor old man. When he 
sat down beside me, he said in a very gentle way:— 
want to say something to you, miss.” I could see he was notat ease, so 1 
took his poor old wrinkled hand in mine and asked him to speak fully; so 
he said, leaving his hand in mine:— 3 
Tm afraid, my deary, that I must have shocked you by all the wicked 
things I've been sayin' about the dead, and such like, for weeks past; but | 
didn't mean them, and I want ye to remember that when I'm gone. We 
aud folks that be daffled, and with one foot abaft the krok-hooal, don't 
ältogether like to think of it, and we don’t want to feel scart of it; an' that’s 
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why I've took to makin' light of it, so that P'd cheer up my own heart a bit. 
But, Lord love ye, miss, I aim'tafraid of dyin’, nota bit; only I don't wantto 
die 1 can help it. My time must be nigh at hand now, for I beaud, anda 
hundred years is too much for any man to expect; and I'm so nigh it that 
the Aud Man is already whettin’ his scythe. Ye see, I can’t get out o' the 
habit of caffin’ about itallat once; the chafis will wag as they used to, Some 
day soon the Angel of Death will sound his trumpet for me. But don't ye 
doval an’ greet, my deary!"—for he saw that I was crying—“if he should 
come this very night I'd not refuse to answer his call. For life be, after all, 
only a waitin’ for somethin’ else than what we're doin’; and death be all 
that we can rightly depend on, But I'm content, for it's comin’ to me, my 
deary, and comin’ quick. It may be comin’ while we be lookin’ and 
‘wonderin’, May be it’s in that wind out over the sea that’s bringin’ with it 
Joss and wreck, and sore distress, and sad hearts, Look! look!” he cried 
suddenly. "There's something in that wind and in the hoast beyont that 
sounds, and looks, and tastes, and smells like death. It's in the air; I feel it 
‘comin’. Lord, make me answer cheerful when my call comes!" He held up 
hisarms devoutly, and raised his hat. His mouth moved as though he were 
praying. After a few minutes’ silence, he got up, shook hands with me, 
and blessed me, and said good-bye, and hobbled off. It all touched me, 
and upset me very much. 

1 was glad when the coastguard came along, with his spyglass under his 
arm. He stopped to talk with me, as he always does, but all the time kept 
looking at a strange ship. 

“I can't make her out,” he said; “she's a Russian, by the look of her; but 
she’s knocking about in the queerest way. She doesn't know her mind a 
bit; she seems to see the storm coming, but can't decide whether to run up 
north in the open, or to put in here. Look there again! She is steered 
mighty strangely, for she doesn't mind the hand on the wheel’; changes 
about with every puff of wind. We'll hear more of her before this time 


CHAPTER SEVEN 


CUTTINGS FROM “THE DAILYGRAPH, 
(Paste in Mina Muro’ Journal) 
From a Correspondent, 

Whitby, 8 August. 


‘One of the greatest and suddenest storms on record has just been ex} 
enced here, with results both strange and unique. The weather had been 
somewhat sultry, but not to any degree uncommon in the month of 
August. Saturday evening was as fine as was ever known, and the great 
body of holiday-makers laid out yesterday for visits to Mulgrave Woods, 
Robin Hood's Bay, Rig Mill, Runswick, Staithes, and the various trips in 
the neighbourhood of Whitby. The steamers Emma and Scarborough made 
trips up and down the coast, and there was an unusual amount of “trip- 
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ping” both to and from Whitby. The day was unusually fine till the 
afternoon, when some of the gossips who frequent the East Cliff chu 
chyard, and from that commanding eminence watch the wide sweep of 
sea visible to the north and east, called attention to @ sudden show of 
“mares’-tails” high in the sky to the northwest. The wind was then blowing 
from the south-west in the mild degree which in barometrieal language is 
ranked “No, 2: light breeze.” The coastguard on duty at once made 
report, and one old fisherman, who for more than half a century has kept 
watch on weather signs from the East Cliff, foretold in an emphatic 
‘manner the coming of a sudden storm, The approach of sunset was so 
very beautiful, so grand in its masses of splendidly-coloured clouds, that 
there was quite an assemblage on the walk along the cliff in the old 
churchyard to enjoy the beauty. Before the sun dipped below the black 
mass of Kettleness, standing boldly athwart the western sky, its downward 
way was marked by myriad clouds of every sunset-colour—flame, purple, 
pink, green, violet, and all the tints of gold; with here and there masses 
not large, but of seemingly absolute blackness, in all sorts of shapes, as well 
‘outlined. as colossal silhouettes. The experience was not lost on the pain- 
ters, and doubtless some of the sketches of the “Prelude to the Great 
Storm” will grace the R. A. and R. I, walls in May next. More than one 
‘captain made up his mind then and there that his “cobble” or his “mule, 
as they term the different classes of boats, would remain in the harbour til 
the storm had passed. The wind fell away entirely during the evening, 
and at midnight there wasa dead calm, a sultry heat, and that prevailing 
intensity which, on theapproach of thunder, affects persons ofa sensitive 
nature. There were but few lights in sight at sea, for even the coasting 
steamers, which usually “hug” the shore so closely, kept well to seaward, 
and but few fishing-boats were in sight. The only sail noticeable was a 
foreign schooner with all sails set, which was seemingly going westwards, 
‘The foolhardiness or ignorance of her officers was a prolific theme for 
comment whilst she remained in sight, and efforts were made to signal 
her to reduce sail in face of her danger. Before the night shut down she 
was seen with sails idly flapping as she gently rolled on the undulating 
swell of the sea, 


“As idle as a painted ship upon a painted ocean.” 


Shortly before ten o'clock the stillness of the air grew quite oppressive, 
and the silence was so marked that the bleating of a sheep inland or the 
barking of a dog in the town was distinctly heard, and the band on the 
pier, with its lively French air, was like a discord in the great harmony of 
hature’s silence. A litle after midnight came a strange sound from over 
the sea, and high overhead the air began to carry a strange, faint, hollow 
booming. 

“Then without warning the tempest broke, With a rapidity which, at the 
time, seemed incredible, and even afterwards is impossible to realize, the 
whole aspect of nature at once became convulsed. The waves tos in 

‘owing fury, each overtopping its fellow, till in a very few minutes the 
a eT 
waves beat madly on the level sands and rushed up the shelving cliffs; 
thers broke over the piers, and with their spume swept the lanthorns of 
the lighthouses which rise from the end of either pier of Whitby Harbour. 
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“The wind roared like thunder, and blew with such force that it was with 
difficulty that even strong men kept their feet, or clung with grim clasp to 
the iron stanchions. It was found necessary to clear the entire piers from 
the mass of onlookers, or else the fatalities of the night would have been 
increased manifold. To add to the difficulties and dangers of the time, 
‘masses of sea-fog came drifting inland—white, wet clouds, which swept by 
in ghostly fashion, so dank and damp and cold that it needed bur little 
effort of imagination to think that the spirits of those lost at sea were 
touching their living brethren with the clammy hands of death, and many 
one shuddered as the wreaths of sea-mist swept by. At times the mist 
cleared, and the sea for some distance could be seen in the glare of the 
lightning, which now came thick and fast, followed by such sudden peals 
of thunder that the whole sky overhead seemed trembling under the 
shock of the footsteps of the storm. 

‘Some of the scenes thus revealed were of immeasurable grandeur and 
of absorbing interest—the sea, running mountains high, threw skyward 
‘with each wave mighty masses of white foam, which the tempest seemed 
to snatch at and whirl away into space; here and there a fishing-boat, with 
rag of sail, running madly for shelter before the blast; now and again the 
white wings ofa storm-tossed sea-bird. On the summit of the East Cliff the 
new searchlight was ready for experiment, but had not yet been tried, 
The officers in charge of it got it into working order, and in the pauses of 
the inrushing mist swept with it the surface of the sea. Once oF twice its 
service was most effective, as when a fishing-boat, with gunwale under 
water, rushed into the harbour, able, by the guidance of the sheltering 
light, to avoid the danger of dashing against the piers. As each boat 
achieved the safety of the port there was a shout of joy from the mass of 
people on shore, a shout which for a moment seemed to cleave the gale 
and was then swept away in its rush 

Before long the searchlight discovered some distance away a schooner 
with all sails set, apparently the same vessel which had been noticed earlier 
in the evening. The wind had by this time backed to the east, and there 
was a shudder amongst the watchers on the cliff as they realized the 
terrible danger in which she now was. Between her and the port lay the 
great flat reef on which so many good ships have from time to time 
suffered, and, with the wind blowing from its present quarter, it would be 
quite impossible that she should fetch the entrance of the harbour. It was 
now nearly the hour of high tide, but the waves were so great that in their 
troughs the shallows of the shore were almost visible, and the schooner, 
With all sails set, was rushing with such speed that, in the words of one old 
salt, “she must fetch up somewhere, if it was only in hell.” Then came 
another rush of sea-fog, greater than any hitherto—a mass of dank mist, 
which seemed to close on all things like a grey pall, and left available to 
men only the organ of hearing, for the roar of the tempest, and the crash 
of the thunder, and the booming of the mighty billows came through the 
damp oblivion even louder than before, The rays of the searchlight were 
kept fixed on the harbour mouth across the East Pier, where the shock 
was expected, and men waited breathless. The wind suddenly shifted to 
the north-east, and the remnant of the sea-fog melted in the blast; and 
then, mirabile dictu, between the piers, leaping from wave to wave as it 
rushed at headlong speed, swept the strange schooner before the blast, 
with all sails set, and gained the safety of the harbour. The searchlight 
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followed her, and ashudder ran through all who saw her, for lashed tothe 
helm was a corpse, with drooping head, which swung horribly to and fro 
at each motion of the ship. No other form could be seen on deck atall. A 
great awe came on all as they realised that the ship, asif by a miracle, had 

und the harbour, unsteered save by the hand of a dead man! However, 
all took place more quickly than it takes to write these words. The schoor 
er paused not, but rushing across the harbour, pitched herself on that 
accumulation of sand and gravel washed by many tides and many storms 
into the southeast corner of the pier jutting under the East Cliff, known 
locally as Tate Hill Pier 

‘There was of course a considerable concussion as the vessel drove upon 
the sand heap, Every spar, rope, and stay was strained, and some of the 
“top-hammer” came crashing down. But, strangest of all, the very instant 
the shore was touched, an immense dog sprang up on deck from below, as 
if shot up by the concussion, and running forward, jumped from the bow 
on the sand. Making straight for the steep cliff, where the churchyard 
hangs over the laneway to the East Pier so steeply that some of the flat 
tombstones—“thruff-steans" or “through-stones," as they call them in the 
Whitby vernacular—actually project over where the sustaining cliff has 
fallen away, it disappeared in the darkness, which seemed intensified just 
beyond the focus of the searchlight. 

Tt so happened that there was no one at the moment on Tate Hill Pier, 
asall those whose houses are in close proximity were either in bed or were 
outon the heights above. Thus the coastguard on duty on the eastern side 
of the harbour, who at once ran down to the litle pier, was the first to 
climb on board. The men working the searchlight, after scouring the 
‘entrance of the harbour without seeing anything, then turned the ighton 
the derelict and kept it there. The coastguard ran aft, and when he came 
beside the wheel, bent aver to examine it, and recoiled at once as though 
under some sudden emotion. This seemed to pique general curiosity, and 
quite a number of people began i un, Itis a good way round from the 
West Cliff by the Drawbridge to Tate Hill Pier, but your correspondent is 
a fairly good runner, and came well ahead of the crowd, When I arrived, 
however, 1 found already assembled on the pier a crowd, whom the 
coastguard and police refused to allow to come on board. By the courtesy 
of the chief boatman, I was, as your correspondent, permitted to climb on 
deck, and was one of a small group who saw the dead seaman whilst 
actually lashed to the wheel. 

Te was no wonder that the coastguard was surprised, or even awed, for 
not often can such a sight have been seen. The man was simply fastened 
by his hands, tied one over the other, to a spoke of the wheel. Between the 
inner hand and the wood was a crucifix, the set of beads on which it was 
fastened being around both wrists and wheel, and all kept fast by the 
binding cords. The poor fellow may have been seated at one time, but the 
flapping and buffeting of the sails had worked through the rudder of the 
wheel and dragged him to and fro, so thatthe cords with which he was tied 
had cut the flesh to the bone. Accurate note was made of the state of 
things, and a doctor—Surgeon J. M. Caffyn, of 33, East Elliot Place—who 
came immediately after me, declared, after making examination, that the 
man must have been dead for quite two days. In his pocket was a bottle, 
carefully corked, empty save for a little roll of paper, which proved to be 
the addendum to the log. The coastguard said the man must have tied up 
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his own hands, fastening the knots with his teeth. The fact that a coast- 
guard was the first on board may save some complications, later on, in the 
‘Admiralty Court; for coastguards cannot claim the salvage which is the 
rightof the first civilian entering on a derelict, Already, however, the legal 
tongues are wagging, and one young law student is loudly asserting that 
the rights of the owner are already completely sacrificed, his property 
being held in contravention of the statutes of mortmain, since the tiller, as 
-mblemship, if not proof, of delegated possession, is held in a dead hand, It 
is needless to say that the dead steersman has been reverently removed 
from the place where he held his honourable watch and ward till death—a 
steadfastness as noble as that of the young Casabianca—and placed in the 
mortuary to await inquest. 

Already the sudden storm is passing, and its fierceness is abating; 
crowds are scattering homeward, and the sky is beginning to redden over 
the Yorkshire wolds. I shall send, in time for your next issue, further 
details of the derelict ship which found her way so miraculously into 
harbour in the storm, 


Whitby. 9 August 


‘The sequel to the strange arrival of the derelict in the storm last night is 
almost more startling than the thing itself. It turns out that the schooner is 
a Russian from Varna, and is called the Demeter. She is almost entirely in 
ballast of silver sand, with only a small amount of cargo—a number of 
great wooden boxes filled with mould. This cargo was consigned to a 
Whitby solicitor, Mr. S. F. Billington, of 7, The Crescent, who this morn- 
ing went aboard and formally took possession of the goods consigned to 
him. The Russian consul, too, acting for the charter-party, took formal 
possession of the ship, and paid all harbour dues, etc. Nothing is talked 
about here to-day except the strange coincidence; the officials of the 
Board of Trade have been most exacting in seeing that every compliance 
has been made with existing regulations. As the matter is to be a “nine 
days’ wonder,” they are evidently determined that there shall be no cause 
ofafter complaint. A good deal of interest was abroad concerning the dog 
which landed when the ship struck, and more than a few of the members 
ofthe S. P. C. A., which is verystrong in Whitby, have tried to befriend the 
animal. To the general disappointment, however, it was not to be found; 
it seems to have disappeared entirely from the town. It may be that it was 
frightened and made its way on to the moors, where it is still hiding in 
terror. There are some who look with dread on such a possibility, lest later 
on it should in itself become a danger, for it is evidently a fierce brute. 
Early this morning a large dog, a half-bred mastiff belonging to a coal 
merchant close to Tate Hill Pier, was found dead in the roadway opposite 
to its master’s yard, It had been fighting, and manifestly had had a savage 
opponent, for its throat was torn away, and its belly was slit open as if with 
a savage claw. 


Later —By the kindness of the Board of Trade inspector, | have been 
permitted to look over the log-book of the Demeter, which was in order up 
to within three days, but contained nothing of special interest exceptas to 
facts of missing men. The greatest interest, however, is with regard to the 
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paper found in the bottle, which was to-day produced at the inquest; and 
a more strange narrative than the two between them unfold it has not 
been my lot to come across. As there is no motive for concealment, I am 
permitted to use them, and accordingly send you a rescript, simply 
‘omitting technical details of seamanship and supercargo, It almost seems 
as though the captain had been seized with some kind of mania before he 
had got well into blue water, and that this had developed persistently 
throughout the voyage. Of course my statement must be taken cum grano, 
since I'am writing from the dictation of a clerk of the Russian consul, who 
kindly translated for me, time being short, 


LOG OF THE “DEMETER-" Varna to Whitby 


Written 18 July, things so strange happening, that I shall keep accurate note 
henceforth till we land, iti ue 


On 6 July we finished taking in cargo, silver sand and boxes of earth. At 
noon set sail. East wind, fresh. Crew, five hands ... two mates, cook, and 
myself (captain). 


‘On 11 July at dawn entered Bosphorus. Boarded by Turkish Customs 
officers. Backsheesh. All correct, Under way at 4 p.m. 


On 12 July through Dardanelles. More Customs officers and flagboat 
of guarding squadron. Backsheesh again, Work of officers thorough, but 
quick. Want us off soon, At dark passed into Archipelago. 


On 13 July passed Cape Matapan. Crew dissatisfied about something. 
Seemed scared, but would not speak out. 


(On 14 July was somewhat anxious about crew. Men all steady fellows, 
‘who sailed with me before. Mate could not make out what was wrong; they 
only told him there was something, and crossed themselves. Mate lost 
temper with one of them that day and struck him. Expected fierce 
quarrel, but all was quiet. 


On 16 July mate reported in the morning that one of crew, Petrofsky, 
was missing. Could not account for it. Took larboard watch eight bells last 
night; was relieved by Abramoff, but did not go to bunk. Men more 
downcast than ever. All said they expected something of the kind, but 
would not say more than there was something aboard. Mate getting very 
impatient with them; feared some trouble ahead. 


On 17 July, yesterday, one of the men, Olgaren, came to my cabin, and 
in an awestruck way confided to me that he thought there was a strange 
‘man aboard the ship. He said that in his watch he had been sheltering 
behind the deckhouse, as there was a rain-storm, when he saw a tall, thin 
man, who was not like any of the crew, come up the companionway, and 
go along the deck forward, and disappear. He followed cautiously, but 
When he got to bows found no one, and the hatchways were all closed. He 
was in a panic of superstitions fear, and I am afraid the panic may spread. 
To allay it, I shall to-day search entire ship carefully from stem to stern. 


a 


Later in the day I got together the whole crew, and told them, as they 
evidently thought there was some one in the ship, we would search from 
stem to stern. First mate angry; said it was folly, and to yield to such foolish 
ideas would demoralise the men; said he would engage to keep them out 
of trouble with a handspike. I let him take the helm, while the rest began 
thorough search, all keeping abreast, with lanterns: we left no corner 
unsearched. As there were only the big wooden boxes, there were no odd 
corners where a man could hide. Men much relieved when search over, 
and went back to work cheerfully, First mate scowled, but said nothing. 


22 July—Rough weather last three days, and all hands busy with 
sails—no time to be frightened, Men seem to have forgotten their dread. 
Mate cheerful again, and all on good terms, Praised men for work in bad 
weather. Passed Gibraltar and out through Straits. All well. 


24 July—There seems some doom over thisship. Already a hand short, 
and entering on the Bay of Biscay with wild weather ahead, and yet last 
night another man lost—disappeared. Like the first, he came off his 
watch and was not seen again, Men all in a panic of fear; sent a round 
robin, asking to have double watch, as they fear to be alone. Mate angry. 
Fear there will be some trouble, as either he or the men will do some 
violence. 


28 July Four days in hell, knocking aboutin a sort of maelstrom, and 
the wind of a tempest. No sleep for any one. Men all worn out. Hardly 
know how to set a watch, since no one fit to go on. Second mate volun- 
teered to steer and watch, and let men snatch a few hours’ sleep. Wind 
abating; seas still terrific, but feel them less, as ship is steadier. 


29 July. —Another tragedy. Had single watch to-night, as crew too tired 
to double. When morning watch came on deck could find no one except 
steersman. Raised outcry, and all came on deck, Thorough search, but no 
one found, Are now without second mate, and crew in a panic. Mateand I 
agreed to go armed henceforth and wait for any sign of cause, 


30 July.—Last night. Rejoiced we are nearing England. Weather fine, 
all sails set. Retired worn out; slept soundly; awaked by mate telling me 
that both man of watch and steersman missing. Only self and mate and 
two hands left to work ship. 


1 August —Two days of fog and nota sail sighted. Had hoped when in 
the English Ghannel tobe able to signal for help or getin somewhere. Not 
having power to work sails, have to run before wind. Dare not lower, as 
could not raise them again. We seem to be drifting to some terrible doom, 
Mate now more demoralised than either of men, His stronger nature 
seems to have worked inwardly against himself, Men are beyond fear, 
working solidly and patiently, with minds made up to worst, They are 


2 August, midnight —Woke up from few minutes' sleep by hearing a 
cry, seemingly outside my port, Could see nothing in fog. Rushed on 
deck, and ran against mate. Tells me heard ery and ran, but no sign of 
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‘man on watch. One more gone. Lord, help us! Mate says we must be past 
Straits of Dover, as in a moment of fog lifting he saw North Foreland, just 
as he heard the man cry out. If so we are now off in the North Sea, and 
only God can guide us in the fog, which seems to move with us; and God 
seems to have deserted us. 


3 August—At midnight I went to relieve the man at the wheel, and 
when I got to it found no one there. The wind was steady, and as we ran 
before it there was no yawing, I dared not leave it, so shouted for the mate, 
After a few seconds he rushed up on deck in his flannels. He looked 
wild-eyed and haggard, and 1 greatly fear his reason has given way. He 
came close to me and whispered hoarsely, with his mouth to my ear, as 
though fearing the very air might hear: "/tis here; I know it, now. On the 
watch last night I saw it, like a man, talland thin, and ghastly pale. It wasin 
the bows, and looking out. I crept behind It, and gave It my knife; but the 
knife went through It, empty as the air.” And as he spoke he took his knife 
and drove it savagely into space, Then he went on: "But It is here, and I'l 
find It, It is in the hold, perhaps in one of those boxes. I'l unscrew them 
one by oneand see. You work the helm.” And, with a warning look and his 
finger on his lip, he went below. There was springing up a choppy wind, 
and I could not leave the helm. I saw him come out on deck again with a 
tool-chest and a lantern, and go down the forward hatchway. He is mad, 
stark, raving mad, and it's no use my trying to stop him, He can't hurt 
those big boxes: they are invoiced as “clay,” and to pull them about is as 
harmless a thingas he can do. So here I stay, and mind the helm, and write 
these notes. I can only trust in God and wait till the fog clears, Then, if 1 
can't steer to any harbour with the wind that is, I shall cut down sails and 
lie by, and signal for help. 

It is nearly all over now. Just as I was beginning to hope that the mate 
would come out calmer—for I heard him knocking away at something in 
the hold, and work is good for him—there came up the hatchway a 
sudden, startled scream, which made my blood run cold, and up on the 
deck he came as if shot from a gun—a raging madman, with his eyes 
Tolling and his face convulsed with fear, "Save me! save me!” he cried, and 
then looked round on the blanket of fog. His horror turned to despair, 
and ina steady voice he said: “You had better come too, captian, before 
js too late, He is there. 1 know the secret now. The sea will save me from 
Him, and itis all that is left!” Before I could say a word, or move forward 
toseize him, he sprang on the bulwark and deliberately threw himself into 
the sea, I suppose I know the secret too, now. Tt was this madman who had 

ot tid of the men one by one, and now he has followed them himself, God 
Relp me! How am I to account for all these horrors when I get to port? 
When 1 get to port! Will that ever be? 


4 August —Still fog, which the sunrise cannot pierce. I know there is 
sunra because Lama sailor, why else I know not. I dared not go below, L 
dared not leave the helm; so here all night I stayed, and in the dimness of 
the night I saw It—Him! God forgive me, but the mate was right to jump 
overboard, It was better to die like a man; to die like a sailor in blue water 
ho man can object. But I am captain, and I must not leave my ship. But 1 
shall baffle this fiend of monster, for I shall tie my hands to the wheel 
‘when my strength begins to fail, and along with them T shall ie that which 
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He—Itl—dare not touch; and then, come good wind or foul, I shall save 
my soul, and my honour as a captain, I am growing weaker, and the night 

oming on. If He can look me in the face again, I may not have time to 
act. ... If we are wrecked, mayhap this bottle may be found, and those 
who find it may understand; if not, . . . well, hen all men shall know that 1 
have been true to my trust. God and the Blessed Virgin and the saints help 
a poor ignorant soul trying to do his duty. 


Of course the verdict was an open one, There is no evidence to adduce; 
and whether or not the man himself commited the murders there is now 
none to say. The folk here hold almost universally that the captain is 
simply a hero, and he is to be given a public funeral. Already itisarranged 
that his body is to be taken with a train of boats up the Esk for a piece and 
then brought back to Tate Hill Pier and up the abbey steps: for he is to be 
buried in the churchyard on the cliff. The owners of more than a hun- 
dred boats have already given in their names as wishing to follow him to 
the grave. 

No trace has ever been found of the great dog; at which there is much 
‘mourning, for, with public opinion in its present state, he would, I believe, 
be adopted by the town. To-morrow will see the funeral; and so will end 
this one more “mystery of the sea.” 


MINA MURRAY'S JOURNAL 


8 August. —Lucy was very restless all night, and I, t00, could not sleep. 
‘The storm was fearful, and as it boomed loudly among the chimney-pots, 
it made me shudder. When a sharp puff came it seemed to be like a distant 
gun. Strangely enough, Lucy did not wake; but she got up twice and 
dressed herself. Fortunately, each time I awoke in time and managed to 
undress her without waking her, and got her back to bed. It is a very 
strange thing, this sleep-walking, for as soon as her willis thwarted in any 
physical way, her intention, if there be any, disappears, and she yields 
herself almost exactly to the routine of her life, 

Early in the morning we both got up and went down to the harbour to 
see if anything had happened in the night. There were very few people 
about, and though the sun was bright, and the air clear and fresh, the big, 
grim-looking waves, that seemed dark themselves because the foam that 
topped them was like snow, forced themselves in through the narrow 
mouth of the harbour—ike a bullying man going through a crowd. 
Somehow I felt glad that Jonathan was not on the sea last night, but on 
land. But, oh, is he on land or sea? Where is he, and how? I am getting 
fearfully anxious about him. If I only knew what to do, and could do 
anything! 


10 August—The funeral of the poor sea-captain to-day was most 
touching. Every boat in the harbour seemed (o be there, and the coffin 
was carried by captains all the way from Tate Hill Pier up to the church- 
yard, Lucy came with me, and we went early to our old seat, whilst the 
cortege of boats went up the river to the Viaduct and came down again. 
We had a lovely view, and saw the procession nearly all the way. The poor 
fellow was laid to rest quite near our seat so that we stood on it when the 
time came and saw everything. Poor Lucy seemed much upset. She was 
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restless and uneasy all the time, and I cannot but think that her dreaming 
atnightisteling on her, Sheis quite odin one thing: she will not admit 
me that there js any cause for restlessness: or if there be, she does not 
understand it herself, There is an additional cause in that poor old Mr. 
Swales was found dead this morning on our seat, his neck being broken. 
He had evidently, as the doctor said, fallen back in the seat in some sort of 
fright, for there wasa look of fear and horror on his face that the men said 
made them shudder. Poor dear old man! Perhaps he had seen Death with 
his dying eyes! Lucy isso sweet and sensitive that she feels influences more 
acutely than other people do. Just now she was quite upset by a little thing 
which I did not much heed, though I am myself very fond of animals. One 
of the men who came up here often to look for the boats was followed by 
his dog. The dog is always with him. They are both quiet persons, and 1 
never saw the man angry, nor heard the dog bark, During the service the 
dog would not come to its master, who was on the seat with us, but kept a 
few yards off, barking and howling, Its master spoke to it gently, and then 
harshly, and then angrily; but it would neither come nor cease to make a 
noise. It was ina sort of fury, with its eyes savage, and all its hairs bristling 
out like a cat's tail when puss is on the war-path. Finally the man, too, got 
angry, and jumped down and kicked the dog, and then took it by the scuff 
ofthe neck and half dragged and half threw it on the tombstone on which 
the seat is fixed. The moment it touched the stone the poor thing became 
uiet and fell all into a tremble. It did not try to get away, but crouched 
jown, quivering and cowering, and was in such a pitiable state of terror 
that 1 tried, though without effect, to comfort it. Lucy was full of pity, too, 
but she did not attempt to touch the dog, but looked at it in an agonised 
sort of way. I greatly fear that she is too super-sensitive a nature to go 
through the world without trouble. She will be dreaming of this to-night, L 
am sure, The whole agglomeration of things—the ship steered into port 
bya dead man; hisattitude, tied to the wheel with a crucifix and beads; the 
touching funeral; the dog, now furious and now in terror—will all afford 
material for her dreams. 
T think it will be best for her to go to bed tired out physically, so I shall 
take her for a long walk by the cliffs to Robin Hood's Bay and back. She 
ought not to have much inclination for sleep-walking then. 


CHAPTER EIGHT 


MINA MURRAY'S JOURNAL 

Same day, 11 o'clock pm—Ob, but 1 am tired! If it were not that 1 had 
made my diary a duty I should not open it tonight, We had a lovely walk. 
Lucy, altera while, was in gay spirits, owing, I think to some dear cows 
who came nosing towards us in a field close to the lighthouse, and 
Frightened the wits out of us. I believe we forgot everything except, of 
course, personal fear, and it seemed to wipe the slate clean and give us a 
fresh start, We had a capital “severe tea” at Robin Hood's Bay in a sweet 
litle old-fashioned inn, with a bow-window right over the seaweed- 
covered racks of the strand. I believe we should have shocked the "New 


Woman” with our appetites. Men are more tolerant, bless them! Then we 


TOTES 


walked home with some, or rather many, stoppages to rest, and with our 
hearts full ofa constant dread of wild bulls. Lucy was really tired, and we 
intended to creep off to bed as soon as we could. The young curate came 
in, however, and Mrs. Westenra asked him to stay for supper. Lucy and I 
had both a fight for it with the dusty miller; I know it wasa hard fight on 
my part, and I am quite heroic. I think that some day the bishops must get 
together and see about breeding up a new class of curates, who don't take 
supper, no matter how they may be pressed to, and who will know when 
girlsare tired. Lucy is asleep and breathing softly. She has more colour in 
her cheeks than usual, and looks, oh, so sweet, If Mr. Holmwood fell in 
love with her seeing her only in the drawing-room, 1 wonder what he 
would say if he saw her now. Some of the “New Women’ writers will some 
day start an idea that men and women should be allowed to see each other 
asleep before proposing or accepting, But I suppose the New Woman 
won't condescend in future to accept; she will do the proposing herself. 
‘And a nice job she will make of it, too! There's some consolation in that. I 
am so happy to-night, because dear Lucy seems better. I really believe she 
has turned the corner, and that we are over her troubles with dreaming. 1 
should be quite happy if I only knew if Jonathan . .. God bless and keep 
him, 

11 August, 3 a.m.—Diary again. No sleep now, so I may as well write. I 
am too agitated to sleep. We have had such an adventure, such an 
agonising experience. 1 fell asleep ar soon as T had closed my ditty. «s 
Suddenly I became broad awake, and sat up, with a horrible sense of fear 
upon me, and of some feeling of emptiness around me. The room was 
dark, so I could not see Lucy's bed; I stole across and felt for her, The bed 
‘was empty. I lit a match and found that she was not in the room. The door 
was shut, but not locked, as I had left it. I feared to wake her mother, who 
has been more than usually ill lately, so threw on some clothes and got 
ready to look for her. As I was leaving the room it struck me that the 
clothes she wore might give me some clue to her dreaming intention, 
Dressing-gown would mean house; dress, outside. Dressing-gown and 
dress were both in their places. “Thank God," I said to myself “she cannot 
be far, as she is only in her nightdress.” I ran downstairs and looked in the 
sitting-room. Not there! Then I looked in all the other open rooms of the 
house, with an ever-growing fear chilling my heart. Finally T came to the 
hall door and found it open. It was not wide open, but the catch of the lock 
had not caught. The people of the house are careful to lock the door every 
night, so I feared that Lucy must have gone out as she was. There was no 
time to think of what might happen; a vague, overmastering fear 
obscured all details. I took a big, heavy shawl and ran out. The clock was 
striking one as I was in the Crescent, and there was nota soul in sight. Iran 
along the North Terrace, but could see no sign of the white figure which I 
expected, Atthe edge of the West Cliff above the pier I looked across the 
harbour to the East Cliff, in the hope or fear—I don’t know which—of 
seeing Lucy in our favourite seat. There was a bright full moon, with 
heavy black, driving clouds, which threw the whole scene into a fleeting 
diorama of light and shade as they sailed across. For a moment or two Í 
could see nothing, as the shadow of a cloud obscured St. Mary's Church 
and all around it, Then as the cloud passed I could see the ruins of the 
abbey coming into view; and as the edge of a narrow band of light as sharp 
as a sword-cut moved along, the church and the churchyard became 
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gradually visible. Whatever my expectation was, it was not disappointed, 
for there, on our favourite seat, the silver light of the moon struck a 
half-reclining figure, snowy white. The coming of the cloud was too quick 
for me to see much, for shadow shut down on light almost immediately; 
but it seemed to me as though something dark stood behind the seat 
where the white figure shone, and bent over it. What it was, whether man 
or beast, I could nat tell; I did not wait to catch another glance, but flew 
down the steep steps to the pier and along by the fish-market to the 
bridge, which was the only way to reach the East Cliff, The town seemed 
as dead, for not a soul did 1 see; I rejoiced that it was so, for I wanted no 
witness of poor Lucy's condition. The time and distance seemed endless, 
and my knees trembled and my breath came laboured as I toiled up the 
endless steps to the abbey. I must have gone fast, and yet it seemed to me 
as if my feet were weighted with lead, and as though every joint in my 
body were rusty, When I got almost to the top T could sce the seat and the 
white figure, for I was now close enough to distinguish it even through the 
spells of shadow. There was undoubtedly something, long and black, 
bending over the half-reclining white figure. I called in fright, “Lucy! 
Lucy!" and something raised a head, and from where I was I could see a 
white face and red, gleaming eyes. Lucy did not answer, and I ran on to 
the entrance of the churchyard. As I entered, the church was between me 
and the seat, and fora minute or so Lost sight of her. When I camein view 
again the cloud had passed, and the moonlight struck so brilliantly that I 
could see Lucy half reclining with her head lying over the back of the seat. 
She was quite alone, and there was not a sign of any living thing about. 
When I bent over her I could see that she was still asleep. Her lips were 
arted, and she was breathing—not softly as usual with her, but in long, 
eavy gasps, as though striving to get her lungs full at every breath. As T 
came close, she put up her hand in her sleep and pulled the collar of her 
nightdress close around her throat. Whilst she did so there came a little 
shudder through her, as though she felt the cold. I flung the warm shawl 
‘over her, and drew the edges tight round her neck, for I dreaded lest she 
‘should get some deadly chill from the night air, unclad asshe was. 1 feared 
towake herall atonce, so, in order to have my hands free that I might help 
her, I fastened the shawl at her throat with a big safety-pin; but I must 
have been clumsy in my anxiety ana pinched or pricked her with it, for 
by-and-by, when her breathing became quieter, she put her hand to her 
throat again and moaned. When I had her carefully wrapped up I put my 
shoes on her feet, and then began very gently to wake her. At first she did 
not respond; but gradually she became more and more uneasy in her 
sleep, moaning and sighing occasionally. At last, as time was passing fast, 
and, for many other reasons, I wished to get her homeat once, I shook her 
more forcibly, till finally she opened her eyes and awoke, She did not 
seem surprised to see me, as, of course, she did not realise all at once 
where she was. Lucy always wakes prettily, and even at such a time, when 
her body must have been chilled with cold, and her mind somewhat 
appalled at waking unclad in a churchyard at night, she did not lose her 
‘e, She trembled a little, and clung to me; when I told her to come at 
Once with me home she rose without a word, with the obedience of a child. 
‘As we passed along, the gravel hurt my feet, and Lucy noticed me wince. 
She stopped and wanted to insist upon my taking my shoes; but I would 
not, However, when We got to the pathway outside the churchyard, where 
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there was a puddle of water, remaining from the storm, I daubed my feet 
with mud, using each foot in turn on the other, so that as we went home, 
no one, in case we should meet any one, should notice my bare feet. 

Fortune favoured us, and we got home without meeting soul. Once we 
saw a man, who seemed not quite sober, passing along a street in front of 
us; but we hid in a door till he had disappeared up an opening such as 
there are here, steep little closes, or “wynds,” as they call them in Scotland. 
My heart beat so loud all the time that sometimes I thought I should faint. 
1 was filled with anxiety about Lucy, not only for her health, lest she 
should suffer from the exposure, but for her reputation in case the story 
should get wind, When we gotin, and had washed our feet, and had said a 
prayer of thankfulness together, I tucked her into bed. Before falling 
asleep she asked—even implored—me not to say a word to any one, even 
her mother, about her sleep-walking adventure. 1 hesitated at first to 
promise; but on thinking of the state of her mother’s health, and how the 
knowledge of such a thing would fret her, and thinking, too, of how sucha 
story might become distorted—nay, infallibly would—in case it should 
leak out, I thought it wiser to do so. I hope I did right. I have locked the 
door, and the key is tied to my wrist, so perhaps I shall not be again 
disturbed. Lucy is sleeping soundly; the reflex of the dawn is high and far 
over the sea. 


Same day, noon.—All goes well. Lucy slept till 1 woke her and seemed not 
to have even changed her side. The adventure of the night does not seem 
to have harmed her; on the contrary, it has benefited her, far she looks 
better this morning that she has done for weeks. I was sorry to notice that 
my clumsiness with the safety-pin hurt her. Indeed, it might have been 
serious, for the skin of her throat was pierced, I must have pinched up a 

iece of loose skin and have transfixed it, for there are two little red points 
like pin-pricks, and on the band of her nightdress was a drop of blood. 
When 1 apologised and was concerned about it, she laughed and petted 
me, and said she did not even feel it. Fortunately itcannot leavea scar, asit 
is so tiny. 


Same day, night—We passed a happy day. The air was clear, and the sun 
bright, and there was a cool breeze. We took our lunch to Mulgrave 
Woods, Mrs. Westenra driving by the road and Lucy and I walking by the 
liff-path and joining her at the gate. I felt a little sad myself, for 1 could 
not but feel how absolutely happy it would have been had Jonathan been 
with me. But there! I must only be patient. In the evening we strolled in 
the Casino Terrace, and heard some good music by Spohr and Macken- 

and went to bed early. Lucy seems more restful than she has been for 
some time, and fell asleep at once. I shall lock the door and secure the key 
the same as before, though I do not expect any trouble to-night. 


12 August-—My expectations were wrong, for twice during the night I 
was wakened by Lucy trying to get out. She seemed, even in her sleep, to 
bea little impatient at finding the door shut, and went back to bed under a 
sort of protest. | woke with the dawn, and heard the birds chirping 
outside of the window, Lucy woke, too, and, I was glad to see, was even 
better than on the previous morning, All her old gaiety of manner seemed 
to have come back, and she came and snuggled in beside me and told me 
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all about Arthur, I told her how anxious I was about Jonathan, and then 
she tried to comfort me, Well, she succeeded somewhat, for, though 
sympathy can't alter facts, it can help to make them more bearable. 


13 August —Another quiet day, and to bed with the key on my wrist as 
before. Again I awoke in the night, and found Lucy sitting up in bed, still 
asleep, pointing to,the window, I got up quietly, and pulling aside the 
blind, looked out. It was brilliant moonlight, and the soft effect ofthe light 
over the sea and sky—merged together in one great, silent mystery—was 
beautiful beyond words, Between me and the moonlight flitted a great 
bat, coming and going in great whirling circles, Once or twice it came 
quite close, but was, I suppose, frightened at seeing me, and flitted away 
across the harbour towards the abbey. When I came back from the 
‘window Lucy had lain down again, and was sleeping peacefully, She did 
not stir again all night. 


14 August—On the East Cliff, reading and writing all day. Lucy seems 
to have become as much in love with the spot as I am, and itis hard to get 
her away from it when itis time to come home for lunch or tea or dinner, 
This afternoon she made a funny remark. We were coming home for 
dinner, and had come to the top of the steps up from the West Pier and 
stopped to look at the view, as we generally do. The setting sun, low down 
in the sky, was just dropping behind Kettleness; the red light was thrown 
over on the East Cliff and the old abbey, and seemed to bathe everything 
in a beautiful rosy glow. We were silent for a while, and suddenly Lucy 
murmured as if to herself:— 

“His red eyes again! They are just the same,” It was such an odd 
expression, coming apropos of nothing, that it quite started me. I slewed 
round a little, so as to see Lucy well without seeming to stare at her, and 
saw that she was in a half-dreamy state, with an odd look on her face that I 
could not quite make out; so I said nothing, but followed her eyes. She 
appeared to be looking over at our own seat, whereon was a dark figure 
seated alone. I was alittle startled myself, for it seemed for an instant as if 
the stranger had great eyes like burning flames; but a second look dispel- 
Jed the illusion, The red sunlight wasshining on the windows of St. Mary's 
Church behind our seat, and as the sun dipped there was just sufficient 
change in the refraction and reflection to make it appear as if the light 
moved. I called Lucy's attention to the peculiar effect, and she became 
herself with a start, but she looked sad all the same; it may have been that 
she was thinking of that terrible night up there. We never refer to it; so I 
‘aid nothing, and we went home to dinner. Lucy had a headache and went 
arly to bed. I saw her asleep, and went out for a litle stroll myself; 1 
‘walked along the cliffs to the westward, and was full of sweet sadness, for I 
was thinking of Jonathan. When coming home—it was then bright moon- 
light, so bright that, though the front of our part of the Crescent was in 
shadow, everything could be well seen—I threw a glance up at our 
window, and saw Lucy's head leaning out. I thought that perhaps she was 
looking out for me, so I opened my handkerchief and waved it. She did 
not notice or make any movement whatever. Just then, the moonlight 
crept round an angle of the building, and the light fell on the window. 
‘There distinctly was Lucy with her head lying up against the side of the 
window-sill and her eyes shut. She was fast asleep, and by her, seated on 
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the window-sill, was something that looked like a good-sized bird. 1 was 
afraid she might get a chill, so I ran upstairs, but as I came into the room 
she was moving back to her bed, fast asleep, and breathing heavily; she 
was holding her hand to her throat, as though to protect it from cold. 

Idid not wake her, but tucked her up warmly; I have taken care that the 
door is locked and the window securely fastened, 

She looks so sweet as she sleeps: but she is paler than is her wont, and 
there is a drawn, haggard look under her eyes which I do not like. I fear 
she is fretting about something, 1 wish I could find out what itis. 


15 August —Rose later than usual, Lucy was languid and tired, and slept 
on after we had been called. We had a happy surprise at breakfast. 
Arthur's father is better, and wants the marriage to come off soon. Lucy is 
full of quiet joy, and her mother is glad and sorry at once, Later on in the 
day she told me the cause. She is grieved to lose Lucy as her very own, but 
she is rejoiced that she is soon to have some one to protect her. Poor dear, 
sweet lady! She confided to me that she has got her death-warrant. She 
has not told Lucy, and made me promise secrecy; her doctor told her that 
within a few months, at most, she must die, for her heart is weakening. At 
any time, even now, a sudden shock would be almost sure to kill her. Ah, 
We were wise to keep from her the affair of the dreadful night of Lucy's 
sleep-walking, 


17 August—No diary for two whole days. 1 have not had the heart to 
write. Some sort of shadowy pall seems to be coming over our happiness 
No news from Jonathan, and Lucy seems to be growing weaker, whilst her 
mother's hours are numbering to a close, 1 do not understand Lucy's 
fading away as she is doing. She eats well and sleeps well, and enjoys the 
fresh air; but all the time the roses in her cheeks are fading, and she gets 
weaker and more languid day by day; at night I hear her gasping as if for 
air. 1 keep the key of our door always fastened to my wrist at night, but she 
gets up and walks about the room, and sits at the open window. Last night 
T found her leaning out when I woke up, and when I tried to wake her T 
could not; she was in a faint. When I managed to restore her she was as 
weak as water, and cried silently between long, painful struggles for 
breath. When asked her how she came to beat the window she shook her 
head and turned away. I trust her feeling ill may not be from that unlucky 

of the safety-pin. 1 looked at her throat just naw as she lay asleep, 
and the tiny wounds seem not to have healed. They are still open, and, if 
anything, larger than before, and the edges of them are faintly white, 
They are like little white dots with red centres, Unless they heal within a 
day or two, I shall insist on the doctor seeing about them. 


LETTER FROM SAMUEL F. BILLINGTON & SON, 
SOLICITORS, WHITBY, TO MESSRS, CARTER, 
PATERSON & CO., LONDON. 
“Dear Sirs — 
“17 August, 


“Herewith please receive invoice of goods sent by Great Northern 
Railway. Same are to be delivered at Carfax, near Purfleet, immediately 
on receipt at goods station King’s Cross. The house is at present empty, 
but enclosed please find keys, all of which are labelled, 
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“You will please deposit the boxes, fifty in number, which form the 
consignment, in the partially ruined building forming part of the house 
and marked ‘A’ on rough diagram enclosed. Your agent will easily recog- 
nise the locality, as itis the ancient chapel of the mansion. The goods leave 
by the train at 9:30 to-night, and will be due at King’s Cross at 4:30 
to-morrow afternoon. As our client wishes the delivery made as soon as 
possible, we shall be obliged by your having teams ready at King’s Cross at 
the time named and forthwith conveying the goods to destination. In 
order to obviate any delays possible through any routine requirements as 
to payment in your departments, we enclose cheque herewith for ten 
Pounds (£10) receipt of which please acknowledge Should the charge be 
less than this amount, you can return balance; if greater, we shall at once 
send cheque for difference on hearing from you. You are to leave the keys 
on coming away in the main hall of the house, where the proprietor may 
get them on his entering the house by means of his duplicate key. 

“Pray do not take us as exceeding the bounds of business courtesy in 
pressing you in all ways to use the utmost expedition 


“We are, dear Sirs 
“Faithfully yours, 
“Samuz F, BILLINGTON & Son! 


LETTER FROM MESSRS. CARTEE, PATERSON & CO.. 
LONDON, TO MESSRS. SAMUEL F. BILLINGTON 
& SON, WHITBY. 
“Dear Sirs;— 
“21 August 


"We beg to acknowledge £10 received and return cheque £1 175. 9d, 
amount of overplus, as shown in receipted accounted herewith. Goods 
are delivered in exact accordance with instructions, and keys left in parcel 
in main hall, as directed. 


"We are, dear Sirs, 
“Yours respectfully. 
“Pro Cana, PATERGON BC" 
MINA MURRAY'S JOURNAL. 

18 August—I am happy to-day, and write sitting on the seat in the 
churchyard. Lucy isever so much better. Last night she slept well all night, 
and did not disturb me once. The roses seem coming back already to her 
cheeks, though she is still sadly pale and wan-looking, If she were in any 
Say anaemic could understand it, but she is not. She îs in gay spirits and 
full of life and cheerfulness. All the morbid reticence seems to have 
passed from her, and she has just reminded me, as if I needed any 
Feminding, of that night, and that it was here, on this very seat, I found her 
asleep. As she told me she tapped playfully with the heel of her boot on 
the stone slab and said:- 

“My poor little feet didn't make much noise then! I daresay old Mr. 
‘Swales would have told me that it was because I didn't want to wake up 
Geordie.” As she was in such a communicative humour, I asked her if she 

k had dreamed at all that night. Before she answered, that sweet, puckered 
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look came into her forehead, which Arthur—I call him Arthur from her 
habit—says he loves; and, indeed, I don't wonder that he does. Then she 
‘went on ina half-dreaming kind of way, as if trying to recall itto hersel 

“I didn't quite dream; but it all seemed to be real. I only wanted to be 
here in this spot— don't know why, for I was afraid of something—I 
don’t know what. I remember, though I suppose I was asleep, passing 
through the streets and over the bridge, A fish leaped as I went by, and I 
leaned over to look at it, and I heard a lot of dogs howling—the whole 
town seemed as if it must be full of dogs all howling at once—as I went up 
the steps. Then I had a vague memory of something long and dark with 
red eyes, just as we saw in the sunset, and something very sweet and very 
bitter all around me at once; and then I seemed sinking into deep green 
water, and there was a singing in my ears, as 1 have heard there is to 
drowning men; and then everything seemed passing away from me; my 
soul seemed to go out from my body and float about the air. I seem to 
remember that once the West Lighthouse was right under me, and then 
there was a sort of agonising feeling, as if I were in an earthquake, and I 
came back and found you shaking my body. I saw you do it before I felt 
you. 

‘Then she began to laugh. It seemed a little uncanny to me, and I 
listened to her breathlessly I did not quite like it, and thought it better not 
to keep her mind on the subject, so we drifted on to other subjects, and 
Lucy was like her old self again. When we got home the fresh breeze had 
braced her up, and her pale cheeks were really more rosy. Her mother 
rejoiced when she saw her, and we all spent a very happy evening 
together. 


19 August-—Joy, joy, joy! Although notall joy. Atlast, news of Jonathan. 
‘The dear fellow has been ill; that is why he did not write. Lam not afraid to 
think it or say it now that I know. Mr; Hawkins sent me on the letter, and 
wrote himself, oh, so kindly. I am to leave in the morning and go over to 
Jonathan, and to help to nurse him if necessary, and to bring him home 
Mr. Hawkins says it would not be a bad thing if we were to be married out 
there, I have cried over the good Sister's letter till I can feel it wet against 
‘my bosom, where it lies. It is of Jonathan, and must be next my heart, for 
he is in my heart, My journey is all mapped out, and my luggage ready. I 
am only taking one change of dress; Lucy will bring my trunk to London 
and keep it till I send for it, for it may be that... I must write no more; T 
must keep it to say to Jonathan, my husband. The letter that he has seen 
and touched must comfort me tll we meet. 


LETTER FROM SISTER AGATHA, HOSPITAL OFST. JOSEPH 
AND STE. MARY, BUDA-PESTH, TO MISS WILHELMINA 
URRAY, 


“Dear Madam,— 


“12 August, 


“1 write by desire of Mr. Jonathan Harker, who is himself not strong 
enough to write, though progressing well, thanks to God and St. Joseph 
and Ste, Mary. He has been under our care for nearly six weeks, suffering 
froma violent brain fever. He wishes me to convey his love, and to say that 
by this post I write for him to Mr. Peter Hawkins, Exeter, to say, with his 
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dutiful respects, that he is sorry for his delay, and that all of his work is 
completed. He will require some few weeks’ rest in our sanatorium in the 
hills, but will then return. He wishes me to say that he has not sufficient 
money with him, and that he would like to pay for his staying here, so that 
others who need shall not be wanting for help. 
“Believe me, 
yours, with sympathy and all blessings, 
“Sister AGATHA. 


“P. S—My patient being asleep, I open this to let you know something 
more. He has tald menil about you, anu that you are shorty tobe his wife, 
All blessings to you both! He has had some fearful shock—so says our 
doctor—and in his delirium his ravings have been dreadful; of wolves and 
poison and blood; of ghosts and demons; and I fear to say of what. Be 
careful with him always that there may be nothing to excite him of this 
Kind for a long time to come; the traces of such an illness as his do not 
lightly die away. We should have written long ago, but we knew nothing of 
his friends, and there was on him nothing that any one could understand, 
He came in the train from Klausenburg, and the guard was told by the 
station-master there that he rushed into the station shouting for a ticket 
for home, Seeing from his violent demeanour that he was English, they 
gave him a ticket for the furthest station on the way thither that the train 
reached, 

“Be assured that he is well cared for, He has won all hearts by his 
sweetness and gentleness. He is truly getting on well, and I have no doubt 
will in a few weeks be all himself, But be careful of him for safety’s sake. 
There are, I pray God and St. Joseph and Ste, Mary, many, many, happy 
years for you both.” 


DR. SEWARD'S DIARY 


19 August —Strange and sudden change in Renfield last night, About 
eight o'clock he began to get excited and sniff about as a dog does when 
setting. The attendant was struck by his manner, and knowing my interest 
in him, encouraged him to talk. He is usually respectful to the attendant 
and at times servile; but to-night, the man tells me; he was quite haughty. 
Would not condescend to talk with him at all, All he would say was: 

“Ldon't want to talk to you: you don't count now; the Master isat hand. 

‘The attendant thinks it is some sudden form of religious mania which 
has seized him. If s0, we must look out for squalls, for a strong man with 
homicidal and religious mania at once might be dangerous. The combina- 
tion is a dreadful one, At nine o'clock I visited him myself, His attitude to 
me was the same as that to the attendant; in his sublime self-feeling the 
difference between myself and the attendant seemed to him as nothing, It 
Jooks like religious mania, and he will soon think that he himself is God. 
‘These infinitesimal distinctions between man and man are too paltry for 
an Omnipotent Being. How these madmen give themselves away! The 
teal God taketh heed lest a sparrow fall; but the God created from human 
Vanity sees no difference between an eagleand a sparrow. Oh, if men only 
knew! 

For half an hour or more Renfield kept getting excited in greater and 
greater degree. I did not pretend to be watching him, but I kept strict 
Sbservation all the same. All at once that shifty look came into his eyes 
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which we always see when a madman has seized an idea, and with it the 
shifty movement of the head and back which asylum attendants come to 
know so well, He became quite quiet, and went and sat on the edge of his 
bed resignedly, and looked into space with lack-lustre eyes. I thought 1 
‘would find out if his apathy were real or only assumed, and tried to lead 
him to talk of his pets, a theme which had never failed to excite his 
attention, At first he made no reply, but at length said testily:— 

“Bother them all! I don’t care a pin about them.” 

“What?” I said. “You mean to tell me you don't care about spiders?” 
(Spiders at present are his hobby and the notebook is filling up with 
columns of small figures.) To this he answered enigmatically:— 

“The bride-maidens rejoice the eyes that wait the coming of the bride: 
but when the bride draweth nigh, then the maidens shine not to the eyes 
that are filled.” 

He would not explain himself, but remained obstinately seated on his 
bed all the time I remained with him. 

Tam weary to-night and low in spirits. 1 cannot but think of Lucy, and 
how different things might have been. If I don't sleep at once, chloral, the 
modern Morpheus—CyHCly O, H20! I must be careful not to let it grow 
into a habit. No, I shall take none to-night! I have thought of Lucy, and I 
shall not dishonour her by mixing the two. If need be, to-night shall be 
sleepless. 


Later —Glad I made the resolution; gladder that 1 kept to it. I had lain 
tossing about, and had heard the clock strike only twice, when the night- 
watchman came to me, sent up from the ward, to say that Renfield had 
escaped, I threw on my clothes and ran down at once; my patient is too 
dangerous a person to be roaming about, Those ideas of his might work 
out dangerously with strangers. The attendant was waiting for me. He 
said he had seen him not ten minutees before, seemingly asleep in his bed, 
when he had looked through the observation-trap in the door, His atten- 
tion was called by the sound of the window being wrenched out. He ran 
back and saw his feet disappear through the window, and had at once sent 
up for me. He was only in his night-gear, and cannot be far off. The 
attendant thought it would be more useful to watch where he should go 
than to follow him, as he might lose sight of him whilst getting out of the 
building by the door. He is a bulky man, and couldn't get through the 
Window. I am thin, so, with his aid, Í got out, but feet foremost, and, as we 
Were only a few feet about ground, landed unhurt, The attendant told me 
the patient had gone to the left, and had taken a straight line, so I ran as 
quickly as I could. As 1 got through the belt of trees I saw a white figure 
Scale the high wall which separates our grounds from those of the des 
serted house. 

1 ran back at once, told the watchman to get three or four men im- 
mediately and follow me into the grounds of Carfax, in case our friend 
might be dangerous. I gota ladder myself, and crossing the wall, dropped 
down on the other side, I could see Renfield's figure just disappearing 
behind the angle of the house, so I ran after him, On ihe far side of the 
house I found him pressed close against the old ironbound oak door of 
the chapel. He was talking, apparently to some one, but I was afraid to 
near enough to hear what he was saying, lest I might frighten him, and he 
should run off. Chasing an errant swarm of bees is nothing to following a 
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naked lunatic, when the fit of escaping is upon him! After a few minutes, 
however, I could see that he did not take note of anything around him, 
and so ventured to draw nearer to him—the more so as my men had now 
crossed the wall and were closing him in. I heard him say:— 
am here to do Your bidding, Master. I am Your slave, and You will 

reward me, for I shall be faithful. 1 have worshipped You long and afar 
off, Now that You are near, I await Your commands, and You will not pass 
me by, will You, dear Master, in Your distribution of good things?” 

He is a selfish old beggar anyhow. He thinks of the loaves and fishes 
even when he believes he is ina Real Presence, His manias make a startling 
combination. When we closed in on him he fought like a tiger. He is 
immensely strong, for he was more like a wild beast than a man. I never 
saw a lunataic in such a paroxysm of rage before: and I hope I shall not 
again. It is a mercy that we have found out his strength and his danger in 
good time. With strength and determination like this, he might have done 
wild work before he was caged. He is safe now at any rate. Jack Sheppard 
himself couldn't get free from the strait-waistcoat that keeps him res- 
trained, and he’s chained to the wall in the padded room, His cries are at 
times awful, but the silences that follow are more deadly still, for he means 
murder in every turn and movement. 

‘Just now he spoke coherent words for the first time; — 

“I shall be patient, Master. It is coming—coming—coming!” 

So I took the hint, and came too. I was too excited to sleep, but this diary 
has quieted me, and I feel I shall get some sleep to-night. 


CHAPTER NINE 


LETTER FROM MINA HARKER TO LUCY WESTENRA, 


“My dearest Lucy— 
at i “Buda-Pesth, 24 August. 


“1 know you will be anxious to hear all that has happened since we 
parted at the railway station at Whitby. Well, my dear, I got to Hull all 
Fight, and caught the boat to Hamburg, and then the train on here. I feel 
that I can hardly recall anything of the journey, except that I knew I was 
coming to Jonathan, and, that as I should have to do some nursing, I had 
better get all the sleep I could. ... I found my dear one, oh, so thin and 
pale and weak-looking. All the resolution has gone out of his dear eyes, 
and that quiet dignity which I told you was in is face has vanished. He is 
only a wreck of himself, and he does not remember anything that has 
happened to him for a long time past. Atleast, he wants me to believe so, 
and I shall never ask. He has had some terrible shock, and I fear it might 
tax his poor brain if he were to try to recall it. Sister Agatha, who isa good 
‘creature and a born nurse, tells me that he raved of dreadful things whilst 
he was off his head. I wanted her to tell me what they were; but she would 
only cross herself, and say she would never tell; that the ravings of the sick 
were the secrets of God, and that if a nurse through her vocation should 
hear them, she should respect her trust. She isa sweet, good soul, and the 
next day, when she saw I was troubled, she opened up the subject again, 
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and after saying that she could never mention what my poor dear raved 
about, added: ‘I can tell you this much, my dear: that it was not about 
anything which he has done wrong himself; and you, as his wife to be, 
have no cause to be concerned, He has not forgotten you or what he owes 
to you. His fear was of great and terrible things, which no mortal can treat 
of; I do believe the dear soul thought I might be jealous lest my poor dear 
should have fallen in love with any other girl. The idea of my being jealous 
about Jonathan! And yet, my dear, let me whisper, I felt a thrill of joy 
through me when I knew that no other woman was a cause of trouble. Tam 

iting by his bedside, where I can see his face while he sleeps. He is 


waking! .- 

“When he woke he asked me for his coat, as he wanted to get something 
from the pocket; I asked Sister Agatha, and she brought all his things. I 
saw that amongst them was his notebook, and was going to ask him to let 
me look at it—for I knew then that I might find some clue to his trouble— 
but I suppose he must have seen my wish in my eyes, for he sent me over to 
the window, saying he wanted to be quite alone for a moment, Then he 
called me back, and when I came he had his hand over the notebook, and. 
he said to me very solemnly:— 

““Wilhelmina’—I knew then that he was in deadly earnest, for he has 
never called me by that name since he asked me to marry him—you 
know, dear, my ideas of the trust between husband and wife: there should 
be no secret, no concealment. I have had a great shock, and when I try to 
think of what itis I feel my head spin round, and I do not know if it was all 
real or the dreaming ofa madman. You know I have had brain fever, and 
thatisto be mad. The secret is here, and I do not want to know it. I want to 
take up my life here, with our marriage.’ For, my dear, we had decided to 
be married as soon as the formalities are complete. ‘Are you willing, 
Wilhelmina, to share my ignorance? Here is the book. Take it and keep it, 
read it if you will, but never let me know; unless, indeed, some solemn 
duty should come upon me to go back to the bitter hours, asleep or awake, 
sane or mad, recorded here.’ He fell back exhausted, and I put the book 
under his pillow, and kissed him. I had asked Sister Agatha to beg the 
Superior to let our wedding be this afternoon, and am waiting her 
reply. 


“She has come and told me that the chaplain of the English mission 
church has been sent for. Weare to be married in an hour, or as soon after 
as Jonathan awakes, . 


“Lucy, the time has come and gone. I feel very solemn, but very, very 
happy. Jonathan woke a little after the hour, and all was ready, and he sat 
up in bed, propped up with pillows, He answered his ‘I will firmly and 
strongly. I could hardly speak; my heart was so full that even those words 
seemed to choke me. The dear sisters were so kind. Please God, 1 shall 
never, never forget them, nor the grave and sweet responsibilities I have 
taken upon me. I must tell you of my wedding present. When the chaplain 
and the sisters had left me alone with my husband—oh, Lucy, itis the first 
time 1 have written the words ‘my husband’'—left me alone with my 
husband, 1 took the book from under his pillow, and wrapped it up in 
White paper, and tied it with a litle bit of pale blue nba, which are 
round my neck, and sealed it over the knot with sealing-wax, and for my 
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seal I used my wedding ring. Then 1 kissed it and showed it to my 
husband, and told him that I would keep it so, and then it would be an 
‘outward and visible sign for us all our lives that we trusted each other; that 
Twould never open it unless it were for his own dear sake or for the sake of 
some stern duty. Then he took my hand in his, and oh, Lucy, it was the 
first time he took his wife's hand, and said it was the dearest thing in all the 
wide world, and that he would go through all the past again to win it, if 
need be. The poor dear meant to have said a part of the past, but he 
cannot think of time yet, and I shall not wonder if at first he mixes up not 
only the month, but the year. 

"Well, my dear, what could I say? 1 could only tell him that I was the 
happiest woman in all the wide world, and that I had nothing to give him 
‘except myself, my life, and my trust, and that with these went my love and. 
duty for all the days of my life. And, my dear, when he kissed me, and 
drew me to him with his poor weak hands, it was like a very solemn pledge 
between us... 

“Lucy dear, do you know why I tell you all this? It is not only because itis 
all sweet ro me, but because you have been, and are, very dear to me. It was 
my privilege to be your friend and guide when you came from the 

joolroom to prepare for the world of life. I want you to see now, and 
with the eyes of a very happy wife, whither duty has led me; so that in your 
‘own married life you too may be all happy as I am. My dear, please 
Almighty God, your life may be all it promises: a long day of sunshine, 
with no harsh wind, no forgetting duty, no distrust. I must not wish you 
no pain, for that can never be; but I do hope you will be always as happy as 
Tam now. Good-bye, my dear. I shall post this at once, and, perhaps, write 
you very soon again, I must stop, for Jonathan is waking—I must attend to 
my husband! 


‘our ever-loving, 
“Mina HARKER.” 


LETTER FROM LUCY WESTENRA TO MINA HARKER. 


“My dearest Mina,— 
Whitty, 30 August, 


“Oceans of love and millions of kisses, and may you soon bein your own 
home with your husband, I wish you could be coming home soon enough 
to stay with us here. The strong air would soon restore Jonathan; it has 
quite restored me. I have an appetite like a cormorant, am full of life, and 
Sleep well. You will be glad to know that I have quite given up walking in 
my sleep. I think I have not stirred out of my bed for a week, that is when I 
once got into itat night. Arthur says Tam getting fat. By the way, I forgot 
to tell you that Arthur is here. We have such walks and drives, and rides, 
and rowing, and tennis, and fishing together; and I love him more than 
ever, He tele me that he loves me more, but I doubt that, for at first he told 
me that he couldn't love me more than he did then. But this is nonsense, 
‘There he is, calling to me. So no more just at present from your loving 


“Luew. 


—Mother sends her love. She seems better, poor dear. 
— We are to be married on 28 September.” 


~ 
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DR. SEWARD'S DIARY. 


20 August —The case of Renfield grows even more interesting. He has 
‘now so far quieted that there are spells of cessation from his passion. For 
the first week after his attack he was perpetually violent. Then one night, 
just as the moon rose, he grew quiet, and kept murmuring to himself! 
“Now I can wait; now I can wait." The attendant came to tell me, so I ran 
down at once to have a look at him. He was still in the strait-waistcoat and 
in the padded room, but the suffused look had gone from his face, and hi 
eyes had something oftheir old pleading 1 might almost say, ering- 
ing’—softness. I was satisfied with his present condition, and directed 
him to be relieved. The attendants hesitated, but finally carried out my 
wishes without protest. It wasa strange thing that the patient had humour 
‘enough to see their distrust, for, coming close to me, he said in a whisper, 
all the while looking furtively at them:— 

“They think T could hurt you! Fancy me hurting you! The fools!" 

It was soothing, somehow, to the feelings to find myself dissociated 
even in the mind of this poor madman from the others; but all the same I 
do not follow his thought, Am Ito take it that I have anything in common 
with him, so that we are, as it were, to stand together; or has he to gain 
from me some good so stupendous that my well-being is needful to him? I 
‘must find out later on, To-night he will not speak. Even the offer of a 
Kitten or even a full-grown cat will not tempt him, He will only say: “I 
don't take any stock in cats. I have more to think of now, and I can wait; 

After a while I left him, The attendant tells me that he was quiet um 
just before dawn, and that then he began to get uneasy, and at length 
Violent, until at last he fell intoa paroxysm which exhausted him so that he 
swooned into a sort of coma. 


‘Three nights has the same thing happened—violent all day then 
quiet from moonrise to sunrise. I wish I could get some clue to the cause, 
It would almost seem as if there was some influence which came and went, 
Happy thought! We shall to-night play sane wits against mad ones. He 
escaped before without our help; to-night he shall escape with it. We shall 
give him a chance, and have the men ready to follow in case they are 
required. 


23 August—"The unexpected always happens.” How well Disraeli 
knew life, Our bird when he found the cage open would not fly, so all our 
subtle arrangements were for nought, At any rate, we have proved one 
thing; that the spells of quietness last a reasonable time. We shall in future 
be able to ease his bonds for a few hours each day, I have given orders to 
the night attendant merely to shut him in the padded room, when once he 
is quiet, until an hour before sunrise. The poor soul's body will enjoy the 
relief even if his mind cannot appreciate it. Hark! The unexpected again! 
1 am called; the patient has once more escaped, 


Later—Another night adventure, Renfield artfully waited until the 
attendant was entering the room to inspect. Then he dashed out past him 
and flew down the passage. I sent word for theattendants to follow. Again 
he went into the grounds of the deserted house, and we found him in the 
same place, pressed against the old chapel door, When he saw me he 
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‘became furious, and had not the attendants seized him in time, he would 
have tried to kill me, As we were holding him a strange thing happened, 
He suddenly redoubled his efforts, and then as suddenly grew alm, T 
looked round instinctively, but could see nothing. Then Í caught the 
Patient's eye and followed it, but could trace nothing as it looked into the 
moonlit sky except a big bat, which was flapping its silent and ghostly way 
to the west. Bats usually wheel and flit about, but this one seemed to go 
straight on, as if it knew where it was bound for or had some intention of 
its own. The patient grew calmer every'instant, and presently said:— 

“You needn't tie me; I shall go quietly!” Without trouble we came back 
to the house. I feel there is something ominous in his calm, and shall not 
forget this night. 


LUCY WESTENRA'S DIARY. 


Hillingham, 24 August—1 must imitate Mina, and keep writing things 
down. Then we can have long talks when we do meet, 1 wonder when it 
will be. I wish she were with me again, for I feel so unhappy. Last night I 
seemed to be dreaming again just as I was at Whitby. Perhaps it is the 
change of air, or getting home again, Itisall dark and horrid to me, for 1 
can remember nothing; but Iam full of vague fear, and I feel so weak and 
worn out. When Arthur came to lunch he looked quite grieved when he 
saw me, and I hadn't the spirit to try to be cheerful. I wonder if I could 
sleep in mother's room to-night. I shall make an excuse and try. 


25 August—Another bad night. Mother did not seem to take to my 
proposal. She seems not to well herself, and doubtless she fears to worry 
me. I tried to keep awake, and succeeded for a while; but when the clock 
struck twelve it waked me from a doze, so I must have been falling asleep. 
‘There was a sort of scratching or flapping at the window, but I did not 
mind it, and as I remember no more, I suppose I must then have fallen 
asleep. More bad dreams. I wish I could remember them. This morning I 
am horribly weak. My face is ghastly pale, and my throat pains me. It must 
be something wrong with my lungs, for I don’t seem ever to get air 
enough. I shall try to cheer up when Arthur comes, or else I know he will 
be miserable to see me so. 


LETTER FROM ARTHUR HOLMWOOD TO DR. SEWARD, 


“My dear Jack — 
“Albemarle Hotel, 31 August, 


“I want you to do me a favour. Lucy is ill; that is, she has no special 
disease, but she looks awful, and is getting worse every day. I have asked 
her if there is any cause; I do not dare toask her mother, for to disturb the 
poor lady's mind about her daughter in her present state of health would 
be fatal. Mrs. Westenra has confided to me that her doom is spoken— 
disease of the heart—though poor Lucy does not know it yet, 1 am sure 
that there is something preying on my dear girl's mind. 1 am almost 
distracted when I think ol her; to look at her gives mea pang, [told her T 
should ask you to see her, and though she demurred at first—I know why, 
old fellow—she finally consented. It will be a painful task for you, I know, 
old friend, butitis for er sake, and I must not hesitate to ask, or you to act. 
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‘You are to come to lunch at Hillingham to-morrow, two o'clock, so as not 
to arouse any suspicion in Mrs. Westenra, and after lunch Lucy will take 
‘an opportunity of being alone with you. I shall come in for tea, and we can 
0 away together; I am filled with anxiety, and want to consult with you 
lone as soon as I can after you have seen her. Do not faill 


“ARTHUR” 


TELEGRAM, ARTHUR HOLMWOOD TO DR. SEWARD. 


*1 September —Am summoned to see my father, who is 
worse. Am writing, Write me fully by to-night’s post to Ring: 
Wire me if necessary." 


LETTER FROM DR. SEWARD TO ARTHUR HOLMWOOD. 


“My dear old fellow— 
“2 September. 


“With regard to Miss Westenra’s health I hasten to let you know at once 
that in my opinion there is not any functional disturbance or any malady 
that I know of. At the same time, Lam not by any means satisfied with her 
appearance; she is woefully different from what she was when I saw her 
last, Of course you must bear in mind that | did not have full opportunity 
of examination such as I should wish; our very friendship makes a little 
difficulty which noteven medical science or custom can bridge over. L had 
better tell you exactly what happened, leaving you to draw, in a measure, 
your own conclusions. 1 shall then say what I have done and propose 
doing. 

“I found Miss Westenra in seemingly gay spirits, Her mother was 
present, and in a few seconds I made up my mind that she was trying all 
she knew to mislead her mother and prevent her from being anxious. 1 
have no doubt she guesses, if she does not know, what need of caution 
there is. We lunched alone, and as we all exerted ourselves to be cheerful, 
‘we got, as some kind of reward for our labours, some real cheerfulness 
amongst us. Then Mrs, Westenra went to lie down, and Lucy was left with 
me. We went into her boudoir, and till we got there her gaiety remained, 
for the servants were coming and going. As soon as the door was closed, 
however, the mask fell from her face, and she sank down intoa chair with 
a great sigh, and hid her eyes with her hand, When I saw that her high 
spirits had failed, 1 at once took advantage of her reaction to make a 

She said to me very sweetly 

ot tell you how I loathe talking about myself.’ I reminded her 
that a doctor's confidence was sacred, but that you were grievously anx- 
ious about her. She caught on to my meaning at once, and settled that 
matter in a word. ‘Tell Arthur everything you choose. 1 do not care for 
myself, but all for him!” So I am quite free. 

could easily see that she is somewhat bloodless, but I could not see the 
usual anaemic signs, and by a chance I was actually able to test the quality 
of her blood, for in opening a window which was stiff cord gave way, and 
she cut her hand slightly with broken glass. It was a slight matter in itself, 
but it gave me an evident chance, and I secured a few drops of the blood 
and have analysed them. The qualitative analysis gives a quite normal 
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condition, and shows, I should infer, in itselfa vigorous state of health. In 
other physical matters 1 was quite satisfied that there is no need for 
anxiety; but as there must be a cause somewhere, 1 have come to the 
conclusion that it must be something mental, She complains of difficulty 
in breathing satisfactorily at times, and of heavy, lethargic sleep, with 
dreams that frighten her, but regarding which she can remember no- 
thing. She says that as a child she used to walk in her sleep, and that when 
in Whitby the habit came back, and that once she walked out in the night 
and went to East Cliff, where Miss Murray found her; but she assures me 
that of late the habit has not returned. I am in doubt, and so have done the 
best thing I know of; I have written to my old friend and master, Professor 
Van Helsing, of Amsterdam, who knows as much about obscure diseases 
asany onein the world, I have asked him to come over, and as you told me 
that all things were to beat your charge, I have mentioned to him who you 
are and your relations to Miss Westenra. This, my dear fellow, is in 
obedience to your wishes, for 1 am only too proud and happy to do 
anything I can for her. Van Helsing would, I know, do anything for me 
for a personal reason, so, no matter on what ground he comes, we must 
accept his wishes, He is a seemingly arbitrary man, but this because he 
knows what he is talking about better than any one else, He is a philo- 
Sopher and a metaphysician, and one of the most advanced scientists of 
his day; and he has, I believe, an absolutely open mind. This, with an iron 
nerve, a temper of the ice-brook, an indomitable resolution, self- 
command, and toleration exalted from virtues to blessings, and the kind- 
liest and truest heart that beats—these form his equipment for the noble 
work that he is doing for mankind—work both in theory and practise, for 
his views are as wide as his all-embracing sympathy. I tell you these facts 
that you may know why I have such confidence in him. 1 have asked him 
to come at once. I shall see Miss Westenra to-morrow again, She is to meet 
me at the Stores, so that I may not alarm her mother by too early a 
repetition of my call 


“Yours always 
Jony Sewarn.” 


LETTER FROM ABRAHAM VAN HELSING, M:D., DPH. 
DALIT., ETC. ETC, TO DR. SEWARD. 
“My good Friend, — 

ra “2 September. 


“When I have received your letter I am already coming to you. By good 
fortune I can leave just at once, without wrong to any of those who have 
trusted me. Were fortune other, then it were bad for those who have 
trusted, for I come to my friend when he call me to aid those he holds 
dear, Tell your friend that when that time you suck from my wound so 
swiftly the poison of the gangrene from that knife that our other friend, 
too nervous, ler slip, you did more for him when he wants my aidsand you 
call for them than all his great fortune could do. But itis pleasure added to 
do for him, your friend; it isto you that I come, Have then rooms for meat 
the Great Eastern Hotel, so that I may be near to hand, and please it so 
‘arrange that we may see the young lady not too late on to-morrow, for itis 
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likely that I may have to return here that night. But if need be I shall come 
again in three days, and stay longer if it must. Till then good-bye, my 
friend John. 


“Van HeLsine, 


LETTER FROM DR. SEWARD TO ARTHUR HOLMWOOD. 
“My dear Art— 
“3 September 


“Van Helsing has come and gone, He came on with me to Hillingham, 

and found that, by Lucy's discretion, her mother was lunching out, so that 
Wwe were alone with her. Van Helsing made a very careful examination of 
the patient. He is to report to me, and 1 shall advise you, for of course I 
was not present all the time, He is, 1 fear, much concerned, but says he 
ust think, When I told him of our friendship and how you trust to me in 
the matter, he said: You must rell him all you think, Tell him what think, 
if you can guess it, if you will. Nay, I am not jesting. This is no jest, bur life 
and death, perhaps more.’ I asked what he meant by that, for he was very 
serious, This was when we had come back to town, and he was having a 
cup of tea before starting on his return to Amsterdam. He would not give 
meany further clue. You must not be angry with me, Art, because his very 
reticence means that all his brains are working for her good. He will speak 
plainly enough when the time comes, be sure, So told him I would simply 
Write an account of our visit, just as if I were doing a descriptive special 
article for The Daily Telegraph. He seemed not to notice, but remarked that 
the smuts in London were not quite so bad as they used to be when he was 
‘student here, I am to get his report tomorrow if he can possibly make it. 
In any case 1 am to have a letter, 

“Well, as to the visit. Lucy was more cheerful than on the day I first saw 
her, and certainly looked better. She had lost something of the ghastly 
look that so upset you, and her breathing was normal. She was very sweet 
to the professor (as she always is), and tried to make him feel at ease: 
though I could see that the poor girl was making a hard struggle for it. 1 
believe Van Helsing saw it, too, for I saw the quick look under his bushy 
brows that I knew of old. Then he began to chat of all things except 
ourselves and diseases and with such an infinite geniality that I could see 
poor Lucy's pretense of animation merge into reality. Then, without any 
seeming change, he brought the conversation gently round ta his vist, 

"My dear young miss, I have the so great pleasure because you are so 
much beloved. Thatis much, my dear, ever were there that which I do not 
see. They told me you were down in the spirit, and that you were of a 
ghastly pale. To them I say: “Pouf!” And he snapped his fingers at me 
and went on: ‘But you and I shall show them how wrong they are. How 
‘can he'—and he pointed at me with the same look and gesture as that with 
which once he pointed me out to his class, on, or rather after, a particular 
occasion which he never fails to remind me of—know anything of a 
young ladles? He has his madaras to play with, and to bring them back to 

appiness, and to those that love them. Itis much to do, and, oh, but there 
are rewards, in that we can bestow such happiness. But the young ladies! 
He has no wife nor daughter, and the young do not tell themselves to the 
young, but to the old, like me, who have known so many sorrows and the d 
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causes of them. So, my dear, we will send him away to smoke the cigarette 
in the garden, whiles you and I have little talk all to ourselves. I took the 
hint, and strolled about, and presently the professor came to the window 
and called me in. He looked grave, but said: ‘I have made careful ex- 
‘amination, but there is no functional cause. With you I agree that there 
has been much blood lost; it has been, butis not. But the conditions of her 
are in no way anaemic. I have asked her to send me her maid, that I may 
ask just one or two question, that so I may not chance to miss nothing. | 
know well what she will say. And yet there is cause; there is always cause 
for everything. I must go back home and think. You must send to me the 
telegram every day; and if there be cause 1 shall come again, The dis- 
€ase—for not to be all well is a disease—interest me, and the sweet young 
dear, she interest me too. She charm me, and for her, if not for you or 
disease, I come.” 

“As tell you, he would not say a word more, even when we were alone 
And so now, Art, you know all I know. I shall keep stern watch. I trust 
your poor father is rallying. It must bea terrible thing to you, my dear old 
fellow, to be placed in such a position between two people who are both so 
dear to you, 1 know your idea of duty to your father, and you are right to 
stick to it; but, if need be, I shall send you word to come at once to Lucy so 
do not be over-anxious unless you hear from me." 


DR. SEWARD'S DIARY. 


4 September —Zoöphagous patient still keeps up our interest in him, He 
had only one outburst and that was yesterday at an unusual time, Just 
before the stroke of noon he began to grow restless. The attendant knew 
the symptoms, and at once summoned aid. Fortunately the men came at a 
run, and were just in time, for at the stroke of noon he became so violent 
that it took all their strength to hold him. In about five minutes, however, 
he began to get more and more quiet, and finally sank into a sort of 
melancholy, in which state he has remained up to now. Theattendant tells 
‘me that his screams whilst in the paroxysm were really appalling; I found 
my hands full when I got in, attending to some of the other patients who 
were frightened by him. Indeed, I can quite understand the effect, forthe 
sounds disturbed even me, though I was some distance away, IL is now 
after the dinner-hour of the asylum, and as yet my patient sits in a corner 
brooding, with a dull, sullen, woe-begone look in his face, which seems 
rather to indicate than to show something directly. I cannot quite under- 
stand it, 


Later —Another change in my patient. At five o'clock I looked in on 
him, and found him seemingly as happy and contented as he used to be. 
He was catching flies and eating them, and was keeping note of his 
capture by making nailmarks on the edge of the door between the ridges 
of padding. When he saw me, he came over and apologised for his bad 
conduct, and asked me ina very humble, cringing way to be led back to his 
‘own room and to have his note-book again. I thought it well to humour 
him: so he is back in his room with the window open. He has the sugar of 
is tea spread out on the window-sill, and is reaping quite a harvest of 
flies. He isnot now eating them, but putting them intoa box, as of old, and 
already examining the corners of his room to finda spider, I tried to get 
him to talk about the past few days, for any clue to his thoughts would be 
‘of immense help to me; but he would not rise, For a moment or two he 
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looked very sad, and said in a sort of faraway voice, as though saying it 
rather to himself than to me:— 

“Allover! all over! He has deserted me. No hope for me now unless I do 
it for myself” Then suddenly turning to me in a resolute way, he said 
“Doctor, won't you be very good to meand let me havea little more sugar? 
1 think it would be good for me.” 

“And the flies?” I said, 

“Yes! The flies like it, t00, and I like the flies; therefore I like it.” And 
there are people who know so little as to think that madmen do not argue. 
1 procured him a double supply, and left him as happy a man as, T 
suppose, any in the world. I wish 1 could fathom his mind. 


‘Midnight—Another change in him, 1 had been to see Miss Westenra, 
whom I found much better, and had just returned, and was standing at 
‘our own gate looking at the sunset, when once more I heard him yelling, 
As his room is on this side of the house, I could hear it better than in the 
morning, lt was a shock to me to turn from the wonderful smoky beauty 
ofa sunset over London, with its lurid lights and inky shadows and all the 
marvellous tints that come on foul clouds even as an foul water, and to 
realise all the grim sternness of my own cold stone building, with its wealth 
of breathing misery, and my own desolate heart to endure itall. [reached 
him just as the sun was going down, and from his window saw the red dise 
sink. As it sank he became less and less frenzied; and just as it dipped he 
slid from the hands that held him, an inert mass, on the floor. It is 
wonderful, however, what intellectual recuperative power lunatics have, 
for within a few minutes he stood up quite calmly and looked around him. 
I signalled to the attendants not to hold him, for I was anxious to see what 
he would do. He went straight over to the window and brushed out the 
crumbs of sugar; then he took his fly-box, and emptied it outside, and 
threw away the box; then he shut the window, and crossing over, sat down 
on his bed. All this surprised me, so I asked him: “Are you not going to 
keep flies any more?” 

“No,” said he; “I am sick of all that rubbish!” He certainly is a wonder- 
fully interesting study. I wish I could get some glimpse of his mind or of 
the cause of his sudden passion. Stop; there may be a clue after all, if we 
can find why to-day his paroxysms came on at high noon and at sunset. 
Can it be that there is a malign influence of the sun at periods which 
affects certain natures—as at times the moon does others? We shall see. 


‘TELEGRAM, FROM SEWARD, LONDON, TO VAN HELSING, 
AMSTERDAM, 


'4 September —Patient still better to-day.” 


‘TELEGRAM, FROM SEWARD, LONDON, TO VAN HELSING, 
AMSTERDAM. 


“3 September —Patient greatly improved. Good appetites 
sleeps naturally; good spiris; colour coming back 
‘TELEGRAM, FROM SEWARD, LONDON, TO VAN HELSING, 
AMSTERDAM. 
“6 September —Terrible change for the worse. Gomeatonce; 


do not lose an hour. I hold over telegram to Holmwood till 
have seen you.” 
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CHAPTER TEN 


LETTER FROM DR. SEWARD TO THE HONORABLE 
ARTHUR HOLMWOOD. 


“My dear Art. — 
°6 September. 


“My news to-day is not so good. Lucy this morning had gone back a bit. 
There is, however, one good thing which has arisen from it; Mrs. Westen- 
Ta was naturally anxious concerning Lucy, and has consulted me profes- 
sionally about her. I took advantage of the opportunity, and told her that 
my old master, Van Helsing, the great specialist, was coming to stay with 
me, and that I would put her in his charge conjointly with myself; so now 
‘we can come and go without alarming her unduly, for a shock to her 
would mean sudden death, and this, in Lucy's weak condition, might be 
disastrous to her, We are hedged in with difficulties, all of us, my poor old 
fellow; but, please God, we shall come through them all right. Ifany need 
Ishall write, so that, if you do not hear from me, take it for granted that 1 
am simply waiting for news, In haste 


“Yours ever, 
“Jonn Sewarn.” 


DR. SEWARD'S DIARY. 


7 September —The first thing Van Helsing said to me when we met at 
Liverpool Street wa 

“Have you said anything to our young friend the lover of her 

“No,” I said. “I waited till I had seen you, as I said in my telegram, 1 
wrote him a letter simply telling him that you were coming, as Miss 
Westenra was not so well, and that I should let him know if need be.” 

“Right, my friend,” he said, “quite right! Better he not know as yet: 
perhaps he shall never know. I pray so; but if it be needed, then he shall 
know all. And, my good friend John, let me caution you. You deal with the 
madmen. All men are mad in some way or the other; and inasmuch as you 
deal discreetly with your madmen, so deal with God's madmen, too—the 
rest of the world, You tell not your madmen what you do nor why you do 
it; you tell them not what you think. So you shall keep knowledge in its 
place, where it may rest—where it may gather its kind around it and 
breed. You and 1 shall keep as yet what we know here, and here.” He 
touched me on the heart and on thé forehead, and then touched himself 
the same way. “I have for myself thoughts at the present. Later I shall 
unfold to you." 

h “Why not now?” I asked. “It may do some good; we may arrive at some 
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decision,” He stopped and looked at me, and said: 

“My friend John, when the corn is grown, even before it has ripened— 
while the milk of its mother-earth is in him, and the sunshine has not yet 
begun to paint him with his gold, the husbandman he pull the ear and rub 
him between his rough hands, and blow away the green chaff, and say to 
you: ‘Look! he's good corn; he will make good crop when the time 
tomes,” I did not see the application, and told him so. For reply he 
reached over and took my ear in his hand and pulled it playfully, as he 
used long ago to do at lectures, and said: “The good husbandman tell you 
so then because he knows, but not till then. But you do not find the good 
husbandman dig up his planted corn to see if he grow; that is for the 
children who play at husbandry, and not for those who take it as of the 
work of their life. See you now, friend John? I have sown my corn, and 
Nature has her work to do in making it sprout; if he sprout at all, there’s 
some promise; and I wait till the ear begins to swell.” He broke off, for he 
evidently saw that I understood. Then he went on, and very gravely:— 

“You were always a careful student, and your case-book was ever more 
full than the rest. You were only student then; now you are master, and I 
trust that good habit have not fail. Remember, my friend, that knowledge 
is stronger than memory, and we should not trust the weaker. Even if you 
have not kept the good practise, let me tell you that this case of our dear 
miss is one that may be—mind, I say may bé—of such interest to us and 
others that all the rest may not make him kick the beam; as your peoples 
say, Take then good note of it. Nothing is too small I counsel you, put 
down in record even your doubts and surmises. Hereafter it may be of 
interest to you to see how true you guess. We learn from failure, not from 
success!” 

‘When I described Lucy's symptoms—the same as before, but infinitely 
more marked—he looked very grave, but said nothing. He took with him 
a bag in which were many instruments and drugs, “the ghastly parapher- 
nalia of our beneficial trade,” as he once called, in one of his lectures, the 
equipment of a professor of the healing craft. When we were shown in, 
Mrs. Westenra met us. She was alarmed, but not nearly so much as I 
expected to find her. Nature in one of her beneficent moods has ordained 
that even death has some antidote to its own terrors. Here, in a case where 
any shock may prove fatal, matters are so ordered that, from some cause 
or other, the things not personal—even the terrible change in her daugh- 
ter to whom she is so attached—do not seem to reach her. It is something 
like the way Dame Nature gathers round a foreign body an envelope of 
some insensitive tissue which can protect from evil that which it would 
otherwise harm by contact. If this be an ordered selfishness, then we 
should pause before we condemn any one for the vice of egoism, for there 
may be deeper root for its cause than we have knoweledge of, 

Tused my knowledge of this phase of spiritual pathology, and laid down 
arule that she should not be present with Lucy or think of her illness more 
than was absolutely required. She assented readily, so readily that I saw 
again the hand of Nature fighting for life. Van Helsing and I were shown 
up to Lucy's room. If I was shocked when 1 saw her yesterday, I was 
horrified when I saw her to-day, She was ghastly, chalkily pale; the red 
seemed to have gone even from her lips and gums, and the bones of her 
face stood out prominently; her breathing was painful to see or hear. Van 
Helsing’s face grew set as marble, and his eyebrows converged till they 
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almost touched over his nose. Lucy lay motionless, and did not seem to 
have strength to speak, so fora while we were ll silent, Then Van Helsing 
beckoned to me, and we went gently out of the room. The instant we had 
Closed the door he stepped quickly along the passage to the next door, 
which was open. Then he pulled me quickly in with him and closed the 
door. “My God!" he said; “this is dreadful, There is no time to be lost. She 
will die for sheer want of blood to keep the heart's action as it should be. 
There must be transfusion of blood at once, Is it you or me? 

“Lam younger and stronger, Professor. It must be me.” 

“Then get ready at once. 1 will bring up my bag. I am prepared.” 

1 went downstairs with him, and as we were going there was a knock at 
the hall-door. When we reached the hall the maid had just opened the 
door, and Arthur was stepping quickly in. He rushed up to me, saying in 
an eager whisper-— 

“Jack, 1 was so anxious. I read between the lines of your letter, and have 
been in an agony. The dad was better, so I ran down here to see for 
‘myself. Is not that gentleman Dr. Van Helsing? I am so thankful to you, 
sir, for coming.” When first the Professor's eye had lit upon him he had 
been angry at his interruption at such a time; but now, as he took in his 
stalwart proportions and recognised the strong young manhood which 
seemed to emanate from him, his eyes gleamed. Without a pause he said 
to him gravely as he held out his hand:— 

“Sir, you have come in time, You are the lover of our dear miss. She 
bad, very, very bad. Nay, my child, do not go like that." For he suddenly 
grew pale and sat down in a chair almost fainting. “You are to help her. 
You can do more than any that live, and your courage is your best hel 

‘What can I do?” asked Arthur hoarsely. “Tell me, and I shall doit. My 
life is hers, and I would give the last drop of blood in my body for he 
‘The Professor has a strongly humorous side, and I could from old 
knowledge detect a trace of its origin in his answer:— 

“My young sir, I do not ask so much as that—not the last!" 

“What shall I do?” There was fire in his eyes, and his open nostril 
‘quivered with intent. Van Helsing slapped him on the shoulder. “Come! 
he said. “You are a man, and it isa man we want, You are better than me, 
better than my friend John.” Arthur looked bewildered, and the Profes- 
sor went on by explaining in a kindly way:— 

“Young miss is bad, very bad. She wants blood, and blood she must have 
or die, My friend John and I have consulted; and we are about to perform 
what we call transfusion of blood—to transfer from full veins of one to the 
‘empty veins which pine for him. John was to give his blood, as he is the 
more young and strong than me”—here Arthur took my hand and wrung 
it hard in silence—"but, now you are here, you are more good than us, ol 
or young, who toil much in the world of thought. Our nerves are not so 
calm and our blood not so bright than yours!” Arthur turned to him and 


if you only knew how gladly I would die for her you would under- 
stand— 
He stopped, with a sort of choke in his voice. j- 
“Good boy!” said Van Helsing. “In the not-so-far-off you will be happy 
hat you have done all for her you love. Come now and be silent. You shall 
es heronee before itis done, but then you must go; and you mustleaveat 
k my sign. Say no word to Madame; you know how it is with her! There 
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must be no shock; any knowledge of this would be one. Come!” 
‘We all went up to Lucy's room. Arthur by direction remained outside, 
Lucy turned her head and looked at us, but said nothing. She was not 
asleep, but she was simply too weak to make the effort. Her eyes spoke to 
‘us; that was all. Van Helsing took some things from his bag and laid them 
ona little table out of sight. Then he mixed a narcotic, and coming over to 
the bed, said cheerily:— 
"Now, little miss, here is your medicine. Drink it off, like a good child. 
See, Tlift you so that to swallow is easy. Yes.” She had made the effort with 
success. 
Tt astonished me how long the drug took to act. This, in fact, marked 
the extent of her weakness. The time seemed endless until sleep began to 
flicker in her eyelids. At last, however, the narcotic began to manifest its 
tency; and she fell into a deep sleep. When the Professor was satisfied 
ie called Arthur into the room, and bade him strip off his coat, Then he 
added: "You may take that one little kiss whiles I bring over the table, 
Friend John, help to me!” So neither of us looked whilst he bent over her. 
Van Helsing turning to me, said: 
“He is so young and strong and of blood so pure that we need not 
defibrinate it 
‘Then with swiftness, but with absolute method, Van Helsing per- 
formed the operation. As the transfusion went on something like life 
seemed to come back to poor Lucy's cheeks, and through Arthur's grow- 
ing pallor the joy of his face seemed absolutely to shine. After a bit I began 
to grow anxious for the loss of blood was telling on Arthur, strong man as 
he was. It gave me an idea of what a terrible strain Lucy's system must 
have undergone that what weakened Arthur only partially restored her. 
But the Professor's face was set, and he stood watch in hand and with his 
eyes fixed now on the patient and now on Arthur. 1 could hear my own 
heart beat. Presently he said in a soft voice: “Do not stir an instant. It is 
enough. You attend him; I will look to her.” When all was over I could see 
how much Arthur was weakened, I dressed the wound and took his arm 
to bring him away, when Van Helsing spoke without turning round—the 
Inan deem to have eyes in the back of his head 
"The brave lover, I think, deserves another kiss, which he shall have 
presently.” And as he had now finished his operation, he adjusted the 
pillow to the patient’s head. As he did so the narrow black velvet band 
Which she seems always to wear round her throat, buckled with an old 
diamond buckle which her lover had given her, was dragged a litle up, 
and showed a red mark on her throat. Arthur did not notice it, but I could 
hear the deep hiss of indrawn breath which is one of Van Helsing’s ways 
of betraying emotion. He said nothing at the moment, but turned to me, 
saying: “Now take down our brave young lover, give him of the port wine, 
and let him lie down a while. He must then go home and rest, sleep much 
and eat much, that he may be recruited of what he has so given to his love. 
He must not stay here. Hold! a moment. I may take it, sir, that you are 
anxious of result, Then bring it with you that in all ways the operation is 
successful, You have saved her life this time, and you can go home and 
Trest easy in mind that all that can be is. I shall tell her all when she is well; 
she shall love you none the less for what you have done. Good-bye.” 
When Arthur had gone I went back to the room. Lucy was sleeping 
gently, but her breathing was stronger; I could see the counterpane move 
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as her breast heaved. By the bedside sat Van Helsing, looking at her 
intently. The velvet band again covered the red mark. I asked the Profes- 
sor in a whisper:— 

“What do you make of that mark on her throat?” 

“What do you make of it?” 

“Ihave not examined it yet,” I answered, and then and there proceeded 
to loose the band. Just over the external jugular vein there were two 
punctures, not large, but not wholesome-looking; There was no sign of 
disease, but the edges were white and worn-looking, as if by some tritura- 
tion, It at once occurred to me that this wound, or whatever it was, might 
be the means of that manifest loss of blood; but I abandoned the idea as 
soon as formed, for such a thing could not be. The whole bed would have 
been drenched to a scarlet with the blood which the girl must have lost to 
leave such a pallor as she had before the transfusion. 

“Well?” said Van Helsing. 

“Well,” said I, “I can make nothing of it." The Professor stood up. “I 
‘must go back to Amsterdam to-night,” he said. "There are books and 
things there which I want. You must remain here all the night, and you 
must not let your sight pass from her.” 

“Shall I have a nurse?” I asked. 

“We are the best nurses, you and I. You keep watch all night; see that 
she is well fed, and that nothing disturbs her. You must not sleep all the 
night. Later on we can sleep, you and I. I shall be back as soon as possible. 
And then we may begin.” 

“May begin?” I said “What on earth do you mean?” 

“We shall see!” he answered, as he hurried out. He came back a moment 
later and put his head inside the door and said with warning finger held 


Remember, she is your charge. If you leave her, and harm befall, you 
shall not sleep easy hereafter!” 


DR. SEWARD'S DIARY— continued 


8 September.—I sat up all night with Lucy. The opiate worked itself off 
towards dusk, and she waked naturally; she looked a different being from 
what she had been before the operation, Her spirits even were good, and 
she was full of a happy vivacity, but I could see evidences of the absolute 
prostration which she had undergone, When I told Mrs. Westenra that 
Dr, Van Helsing had directed that I should sit up with her she almost 
pooh-poohed the idea, pointing out her daughter's renewed strength and 
excellent spirits, I was firm, however, and made preparations for my long 
vigil. When her maid had prepared her for the night I came in, having in 
the meantime had supper, and took a seat by the bedside. She did not in 
any way make objection, but looked at me gratefully whenever I caught 
her eye. After a long spell she seemed sinking off to sleep, but with an 
effort seemed to pull herself together and shook it off. This was repeated 
several times, with greater effort and with shorter pauses as the time 
moved on, It was apparent that she did not want to sleep, so I tackled the 
subject at once: 

“You do not want to go to sleep?” 

“No; I am afraid." 

“Afraid to go to sleep! Why so? It is the boon we all crave for.” 
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“Ah, not if you were like me—if sleep was to you a presage of horror!” 

“A presage of horror! What on earth do you mean?” x 

“I don't know; oh, I don't know. And that is what isso terrible. AIl this 
weakness comes to me in sleep; until I dread the very thought. 

“But, my dear girl, you may sleep to-night. Tam here watching you, and 
can promise that nothing will happen.” 

“Ah, I can trust you!" [seized the opportunity, and said: “I promise you 
that if I see any evidence of bad dreams I will wake you at once.” 

“You will? Oh, will you really? How good you are to me. Then I will 
sleep!” And almost at the word she gave a deep sigh of relief, and sank 
back, asleep. 

‘Alinight long I watched by her. She never stirred, butslepton and onin 
a deep, tranquil, life-giving, health-giving sleep. Her lips were slightly 
parted, and her breasts rose and fell with the regularity of a pendulum. 
There was a smile on her face, and it was evident that no bad dreams had 
come to disturb her peace of mind. 

‘In the early morning her maid came, and I eft her in her care and took 
myself back home, for I was anxiousabout many things. I senta short wire 
to Van Helsing and to Arthur, telling them of the excellent result of the 
operation. My own work, with its manifold arrears, took me all day to 
clear off; it was dark when I was able to inquire about my zo6phagous 
patient. The report was good; he had been quiet for the past day and 
hight. A telegram came from Van Helsing at Amsterdam whilst I was at 
dinner, suggesting that I should be ar Hillingham to-night, as it might be 
‘well to be at hand, and stating that he was leaving by the night mail and 
would join me early in the morning, 


9 September —I was pretty tired and worn out when I got to Hillingham, 
For two nights 1 had hardly had a wink of sleep, and my brain was 
beginning to fee! that numbness which marks cerebral exhaustion, Lucy 
was up and in cheerful spirits. When she shook hands with me she looked 
sharply in my face and said:— 

"No sitting up to-night for you. You are worn out, Lam quite well again; 
indeed Tars, and if there i beany siting up, itis I who will si up with 
you.” T would not argue the point, but went and had my supper. Lucy 
fame with me, and, enlivened by her charming presence, I made an 
excellent meal, and had a couple of glasses of the more than excellent 
port. Then Lucy took me upstairs, and showed me a room next her own, 
Where a cozy fire was burning. “Now,” she said, “you must stay here. I 
shall leave this door open and my door too. You can lie on the sofa for I 
know that nothing would induce any of you doctors to go to bed whilst 
there is a patient above the horizon. If I want anything I shall call out, and 
you can come to me at once.” 1 could not but acquiesce, for I was 
“dog-tired,” and could not have sat up had I tried, So, on her renewing 
her promise to call me if she should want anything, 1 lay on the sofa, and 
forgot all about everything. 


LUCY WESTENRA’S DIARY. 


9 September. —1 feel so happy to-night. I have been so miserably weak, 
that to be able to think and move about is like feeling sunshine after a long 
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‘spell of east wind out ofa steel sky. Somehow Arthur feels very, very close 
to me. I seem to feel his presence warm about me. I suppose it is that 
sickness and weakness are selfish things and turn our inner eyes and 
sympathy on ourselves, whilst health and strength give Love rein, and in 
thought and feeling he can wander where he wills. 1 know where my 
thoughts are, If Arthur only knew! My dear, my dear, your ears must 
tingle as you sleep, as mine do waking, Oh, the blissful rest of last night! 
How I slept, with that dear, good Dr, Seward watching me. And to-night I 
shall not fear to sleep, since he is close at hand and within call. Thank 
everybody for being so good to me! Thank God! Good-night, Arthur, 


DR. SEWARD'S DIARY. 


10 September —I was conscious of the Professor's hand on my head, 
and started awake all in a second. That is one of the things that we learn in 
an asylum, at any rate. 

“And how is our patient?” 

“Well, when I left her, or rather when she left me," I answered. 

‘Come, let us see,” he said. And together we went into the room, 

‘The blind was down, and I went over to raise it gently, whilst Van 
Helsing stepped, with his soft, cat-like tread, over to the bed. 

As I raised the blind, and the morning sunlight flooded the room, I 
heard the Professor's low hiss of inspiration, and knowing its rarity, a 
deadly fear shot through my heart. As I passed over he moved back, and 
his exclamation of horror, “Gott in Himmel!” needed no enforcement 
from his agonised face. He raised his hand and pointed tothe bed, and his 
iron face was drawn and ashen white. I felt my knees begin to tremble. 

‘There on the bed, seemingly in a swoon, lay poor Lucy, more horribly 
white and wan-looking than ever. Even the lips were white, and the gums 
seemed to have shrunken back from the teeth, as we sometimes see in a 
corpse after a prolonged illness. Van Helsing raised his foot to stamp in 
anger, but the instinct of his life and all the long years of habit stood to 
him, and he put it down again softly. “Quick!” he said. “Bring the bran- 
dy.” I flew to the dining-room, and returned with the decanter. He wetted 
the poor white lips with it, and together we rubbed palm and wrist and 
heart, He felt her heart, and after a few moments of agonising suspense 
said: 

“Itis nottoo late. It beats, though but feebly. All our work is undone; we 
must begin anew. There is no young Arthur here now; I have to call on 
you yourself this time, friend John.” As he spoke, he was dipping into his 
‘bag and producing the instruments for transfusion; I had taken off my 
coat and rolled up my shirtsleeve. There was no possibility of an opiate 
just at present, and no need of one; and so, without a moment's delay, we 
Tean the operation, Afteratime—itdid not seem a short time either, for 
the draining away of one’s blood, no matter how willingly it be given, isa. 
terrible feeling— Van Helsing held up a warning finger. “Do not stir,” he 
said, "but I fear that with growing strength she may wake; and that would 
make danger, oh, so much danger. But I shall precaution take. I shall give 
hypodermic injection of morphia.” He proceeded then, swiftly and deft- 
ly, to carry out his intent. The effect on Lucy was not bad, for the faint 
seemed to merge subtly into the narcotic sleep. It was with a feeling of 
personal pride that I could see a faint tinge of colour steal back into the 
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pallid cheeks and lips, No man knows, till he experiences it, what it is to 
Feel his own lifeblood drawn away into the veins of the woman he loves, 

“The Professor watched me critically. "That will do,” he said. “Already?” 
I remonstrated. “You took a great deal more from Art.” To which he 
smiled a sad sort of smile as he replied:— 

"He is her lover, her fiancé. You have wor 
and for others; and the present will suffice. 

‘When we stopped the operation, he attended to Lucy, whilst I applied 
digital pressure to my own incision. I laid down, whilst I waited his leisure 
toattend to me, for I felt faint and a little sick. By-and-by he bound up my 
‘wound, and sent me down-stairs to get a glass of wine for myself. As I was 
leaving the room, he came after me, and half whispered:— 

“Mind, nothing must be said of this. If our young lover should turn up 
unexpected, as before, no word to him. It would atonce frighten him and 
enjealous him, too. There must be none. Sol” 

‘When I came back he looked at me carefully, and then said:— 

“You are not much the worse. go into the room, and lie on your sofa, 
and rest awhile; then have much breakfast, and come here to me,” 

1 followed out his orders, for I knew how right and wise they were. I had 
done my part, and now my next duty was to keep up my strength. I felt 
very weak, and in the weakness lost something of the amazement at what 
had occurred. I fell asleep on the sofa, however, wondering over and over 
again how Lucy had made such a retrograde movement, and how she 
could have been drained of so much blood with no sign anywhere to show 
for it. 1 think I must have continued my wonder in my dreams, for, 
sleeping and waking, my thoughts always came back to the little punctures 
in her throat and the ragged, exhausted appearance of their edges—tiny 
though they were. 

Lucy slept well into the day, and when she woke she was fairly well and 
strong, though not nearly so much so as the day before. When Van 
Helsing had seen her, he went out for a walk, leaving me in charge, with 
strict injunctions that I was not to leave her fora moment. I could hear his 
Voice in the hall, asking the way to the nearest telegraph office. 

‘Lucy chatted with me freely, and seemed quite unconscious that any- 
thing had happened. I tried to keep her amused and interested. When 
her mother came up to see her, she did not seem to notice any change 
whatever, but said to me gratefully:— 

“We owe youso much, Dr. Seward, forall you have done, but you really 
must now take care not to overwork yourself. You are looking pale 
yourself. You want a wife to nurse and look after you a bit; that you do!” 
‘As she spoke, Lucy turned crimson, though it was only momentarily, for 
her poor wasted veins could not stand for long such an unwonted drain to 
the head. The reaction came in excessive pallor as she turned imploring 
eyes on me. I smiled and nodded, and laid my finger on my lips; with a 
sigh, she sank back amid her pillows. 

Van Helsing returned in a couple of hours, and presently said to me: 
“Now you go home, and eat much and drink enough. Make yourself 
strong. I stay here to-night, and I shall sit up with little miss myself. You 
and I must watch the case, and we must have none other to know. I have 
grave reasons. No, do not ask them; think what you will, Do not fear to 
think even the most not-probable, Good-night.” 

In the hall two of the maids came to me, and asked if they or either of 
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them might not sit up with Miss Lucy. They implored me to let them; and 
‘when I said it was Dr. Van Helsing’s wish that either he or I should sit up, 
they asked me quite piteously to intercede with the “foreign gentleman." 1 
Was much touched by their kindness. Perhaps it is because | am weak at 
resent, and perhaps because it was on Lucy's account, that their devotion 
Was manifested; for over and over again have I seen similar instances of 
woman's kindness..1 got back here in time for a late dinner: went my 
Founds—all well; and set this down whilst waiting for sleep. It is coming, 


11 September. —This afternoon 1 went over to Hillingham, Found Van 
Helsing in excellent spirits, and Lucy much better. Shortly after I had 
arrived, a big parcel from abroad came for the Professor, He opened it 
with much impressment—assumed, of course—and showed a great bun- 
dle of white flowers. 

“These are for you, Miss Lucy,” he said. 

“For me? Oh, Dr. Van Helsing!" 

“Yes, my dear, but not for you to play with, These are medicines.” Here 
Lucy made a wry face. "Nay, but they are not to take in a decoction or in 
nauseous form, so you need not snub that so charming nose, or 1 
point out to my friend Arthur what woes he may have to endure in seeing 
so much beauty that he so loves so much distort. Aha, my pretty miss, that 
bring the so nice nose all straight again. This is medicinal, but you do not 
know how. I put him in your window, I make pretty wreath, and hang him 
round your neck, so that you sleep well. Oh yes! they, like the lotus flower, 
make your trouble forgotten. It smell so like the waters of Lethe, and of 
that fountain of youth that the Conquistadores sought for in the Floridas, 
and find him all too late.’ 

Whilst he was speaking, Lucy had been examining the flowers and 
smelling them. Now she threw them down, saying, with half-laughter, 
and half-disgust:-— 

“Oh, Professor, I believe you are only putting up a joke on me. Why, 
these flowers are only common garlic.’ 

‘To my surprise, Van Helsing rose up and said with all his sternness, his 
iron jaw set and his bushy eyebrows meeting:-— 

“No trifling with me! I never jest! There is grim purpose in all I do; and 
1 warn you that you do not thwart me. Take care, for the sake of others if 
not for your own.” Then seeing poor Lucy scared, as she might well be, he 
went on more gently: “Oh, little miss, my dear, do not fear me, I only do 
for your good; but there is much virtue to you in those so common 
flowers. Sec, I place them myself in your room. I make myself the wreath 
that you are to Wear. But hush! no telling to others that make so inquisitive 
questions. We must obey, and silence is a part of obedience; and obedi- 
ence is to bring you strong and well into loving arms that wait for you. 
Now sit still awhile. Come with me, friend John, and you shall help me 
deck the room with my garlic, which is all the way from Haarlem, where 
my friend Vanderpool raise herb in his glass-houses all the year. I had to 
telegraph yesterday, or they would not have been here.” 

We went into the room, taking the flowers with us. The Professor's 
actions were certainly odd and not to be found in any pharmacopoeia that 
1 ever heard of. First he fastened up the windows and latched them 
securely; next, taking a handful of the flowers, he rubbed them all over 
the sashes, as though to ensure that every whiff of air that might get in 
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would be laden with the garlic smell. Then with the wisp he rubbed all 
over the jamb of the door, above, below, and at each side, and round the 
fireplace in the same way. It all seemed grotesque to me, and presently L 
sai 


“Well, Professor, I know you always have a reason for what you do, but 
this certainly puzzles me. Itis well we have no sceptic here, or he would say 
that you were working some spell to keep out an evil spirit.” 

ferhaps 1 am!” he answered quietly as he began to make the wreath 
which Lucy was to wear round her neck. 

‘We then waited whilst Lucy made her toilet for the night, and when she 
wasin bed he came and himself fixed the wreath of garlic round her neck. 
The last words he said to her were:— 

“Take care you do not disturb it; and even if the room feel close, do not 
to-night open the window or the door.” 

“I promise,” said Lucy, “and thank you both a thousand times for all 
your kindness to me! Oh, what have I done to be blessed with such 
friends?” 

‘As we left the house in my fly, which was waiting, Van Helsing said:— 

"To-night I can sleep in peace, and sleep I want—two nights of travel, 
much reading in the day between, and much anxiety on the day to follow, 
and a night to sit up, without to wink, To-morrow in the morning early 
you call for me, and we come together to see our pretty miss, so much 
‘more strong for my ‘spell’ which 1 have work. Ho! ho!” 

He seemed so confident that I, remembering my own confidence two 
nights before and with the baneful result, felt awe and vague terror. It 
must have been my weakness that made me hesitate to tell it to my friend, 
but I felt it all the more, like unshed tears. 


CHAPTER ELEVEN 


LUCY WESTENRA'S DIARY, 


12 September. —How good they all are to me, I quite love that dear Dr. 
Van Helsing. 1 wonder why he was so anxious about these flowers. He 
positively frightened me, he was so fierce. And yet he must have been 
right, for I feel comfort from them already. Somehow, I do not dread 
being alone to-night, and I can go to sleep without fear. I shall not mind 
any flapping outside the window. Oh, the terrible struggle that I have had 
against sleep so often of late; the pain of the sleeplessness, or the pain of 
the fear of cep. wit such unknown horror asit has fot ane! How blessed 
are some people, whose lives have no fears, no dreads; to whom sleep is a 
blessing that comes nightly, and brings nothing but sweet dreams, Well, 
here I am to-night, hoping for sleep, and lying like Ophelia in the play, 
with “virgin crants and maiden strewments.” I never liked garlic before, 
but to-night itis delightful! There is peace in its smell; I feel sleep coming 
already. Good-night, everybody, 


DR. SEWARD DIARY. 
13 September —Called at the Berkeley and found Van Helsing, as usual, 
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upto time. The carriage ordered from the hotel was waiting. The Profes- 
sor took his bag, which he always brings with him now. 

_ Letall be put down exactly. Van Helsing and I arrived at Hillingham at 
eight o'clock. It was a lovely morning; the bright sunshine and all the fresh 
feeling of early autumn seemed like the completion of nature's annual 
work. The leaves were turning to all kind of beautiful colours, but had not 
yet begun to drop from the trees. When we entered we met Mrs, Westenra 
coming out of the morning room. She is always an early riser. She greeted 
us warmly and said: j 

“You will be glad to know that Lucy is better, The dear child is still 
asleep. I looked into her room and saw her, but did not goin, lest I should, 
disturb her.” The Professor smiled, and looked quite jubilant. He rubbed 
his hands together and said:— 

“Aha! I thought I had diagnosed the case. My treatment is working,” to 
which she answered:— 

“You must not take all the credit to yourself, doctor. Lucy's state this 
morning is due in part to me. 

“How you do mean, ma'am?” asked the Professor, 

“Well, I was anxious about the dear child in the night, and went into her 
room. She was sleeping soundly—so soundly that even my coming did not 
wake her. But the room was awfully stuffy. There were a lot of those 
horrible, strong-smelling flowers about everywhere, and she had actually 
a bunch of them round her neck. I feared that the heavy odour would be 
too much for the dear child in her weak state, so I took them all away and 
opened a bit of the window to let in a litle fresh air, You will be pleased 
with her, I am sure.” 

She moved off into her boudoir, where she usually breakfasted early. 
As she had spoken, I watched the Professor's face, and saw it turn ashen 
grey. He had been able to retain his self-command whilst the poor lady 
‘was present, for he knew her state and how mischievous a shock would be; 
he actually smiled on her as he held open the door for her to pass into her 
room But the instant she had disappeared he pulled me, suddenly and 
forcibly, into the dining-room and closed the door. 

Then for the first time in my life, I saw Van Helsing break down. He 
raised his hands over his head in a sort of mute despair, and then beat his 
palms together in a helpless way; finally he sat down on a chair, and 
putting his hands before his face, began to sob, with loud, dry sobs that 
seemed to come from the very racking of his heart. Then he raised his 
arms again, as though appealing to the whole universe. "God! God! God!” 
he said, "What have we done, what has this poor thing done, that we are so 
sore beset? Is there fate amongst us still, sent down from the pagan world 
of old, that such things must be, and in such way? This poor mother, all 
unknowing, and all for the best as she think, does such thing as lose her 
daughter body and soul; and we must not tell her, we must not even warn 
her, or she die, and then both die. Oh, how we are beset! How are all the 

wers of the devils against us!” Suddenly he jumped to his feet. "Come," 
Reta, "come, we must ee and act; Devils ør no devils, or all the devils at 
once, it matters not; we fight him all the same.” He went to the halldoor 
for his bag; and together we went up to Lucy's room. 

‘Once again I drew up the blind, whilst Van Helsing went towards the 
bed, This time he did not start as he looked on the poor face with the same 


470 BRAM STOKER 


awful, waxen pallor as before, He wore look of stern sadness and infinite 
ity. 

"As I expected,” he murmured, with that hissing inspiration of his 
whith ments much: Without a word he wentand locked ihe door, and 
then began to set out on the little table the instruments for yet another 
operation of transfusion of blood, I had long ago recognised the necessi- 
ty. and begun to take off my coat, buthe stopped me with a warning hand, 
“No!” he said. "To-day you must operate. I shall provide, You are 
weakened already.” As he spoke he took off his coat and rolled up his 
shirtsleeve, 

‘Again the operation; again the narcotic; again some return of colour to 
the ashy cheeks, and the regular breathing of healthy sleep. This time 1 
watched whilst Van Helsing recruited himself and rested. 

Presently he took an opportunity of telling Mrs. Westenra that she must 
not remove anything from Lucy's room without consulting him; that the 
flowers were of medicinal value, and that the breathing of their odour was 
a part of the system of cure, Then he took over the care of the case 
himself, saying that he would watch this night and the next and would 
send me word when to come. 

‘After another hour Lucy waked from her sleep, fresh and bright and 
seemingly not much the worse for her terrible ordeal. 

What does it all mean? I am beginning to wonder if my long habit of life 
amongst the insane is beginning to tell upon my own brain. 


LUCY WESTENRA'S DIARY, 


17 September —Fouť days and nights of peace. 1 am getting so strong 
again that I hardly know myself. It is as if I had passed through some long 
nightmare, and had just awakened to see the beautiful sunshine and feel 
the fresh air of the morning around me. I have a dim half-remembrance 
oflong, anxious times of waiting and fearing; darkness in which there was 
not even the pain of hope to make present distress more poignant: and 
then long spells of oblivion, and the rising back to life asa diver coming up 
through a great press of water, Since, however, Dr. Van Helsing has been 
with me, all this bad dreaming seems to have passed away; the noises that 
used to frighten me out of my wits—the flapping against the windows, the 
distant voices which seemed so close to me, the harsh sounds that came 
from I know not where and commanded me to do I know not what—have 
all ceased. I go to bed now without any fear of sleep, 1 do not even try to 
keep awake. I have grown quite fond of the garlic, and a boxful arrives for 
me every day from Haarlem, To-night Dr. Van Helsing is going away, as 
he has tobe for a day in Amsterdam, But I need not be watched; Lam well 
enough to be left alone. Thank God for mother’s sake, and dear Arthur's, 
and for all our friends who have been so kind! T shall not even feel the 
change for last night Dr. Van Helsing slept in his chair a lot of the time. 1 
found him asleep twice when I awoke; but I did not fear to go to sleep 
again, although the boughs or bats or something flapped almost angrily 
against the window-panes. 


“The Pall Mall Gazette," 18 September. 
THE ESCAPED WOLF. 


s DRACULA am 
PERILOUS ADVENTURE OF OUR INTERVIEWER 
Interview with the Keeper in the Zoilogical Gardens. 


After many inquiries and almost as many refusals, and perpetually 
using the words, "Pall Mall Gazette" as a sort of talisman, 1 managed (9 
find the keeper of the section of the Zoological Gardens in which the wolf 
department is included. Thomas Bilder lives in one of the cottages in the 
enclosure behind the elephant-house, and was just sitting down to his tea 
when I found him, Thomas and his wife are hospitable folk, eldery, and 
without children, and if the specimen I enjoyed of their hospitality be of 
the average kind, their lives must be pretty comfortable, The keeper 
would not enter on what he called “business” until the supper was over, 
and we were all satisfied, Then when the table was cleared, and he had li 
his pipe, he sitid\— 

“Now, sir, you can go on.and arsk me what you want. You'll excoose me 
refoosin’ to talk of perfeshunal subjects afore meals. I gives the wolves 
and the jackals and the hyenas in all our section their tea afore I begins to 
arsk them questions, 

“How do you mean, ask them questions 
into a talkative humour. 

Iuin" of them over the ‘ead with a pole is one way; scratchin’ of their 
hears is another, when gents as is flush wants a bit of a show-orf to their 
gals, I don't so much mind the fust—the ‘itin’ with a pole afore I chucksin 
their dinner; but 1 waits till they've ‘ad their sherry and kawffee, so to 
speak, afore I tries on with the ear-scratchin’. Mind you,” he added 
philosophically, “there's a deal of the same nature in us as in them ther 
animiles, Here's you a-comin’ and arskin’ of me questions about my 
business, and I that grumpy-like that only for your bloomin’ arf-quid I'd 
a’ seen you blowed fust fore I'd answer. Not even when you arsked me 
sarcasticlike if I'd like you to arsk the Superintendent if you might arsk me 
questions. Without offence did I tell yer to go to ‘ell?” 

ou did.” 

‘An’ when you said you'd report me for usin’ of obscene language that 
was ‘ttn’ me over the ‘ead; but the‘arf-quid made that allright, 1 weren't 
a-goin' to fight, so 1 waited for the food, and did with my ‘ow! as the 
wolves, and lions, and tigers does. But, Lor’ love yer ‘art, now that the old 
oman has stucka chunk of her tea-cake in me, an’ rinsed me out with her 
bloomin’ old teapot, and I've lit hup, you may scratch my ears for all 
you're worth, and won't git even a growl out of me. Drive along with your 
Questions. I know what yer a-comin’ at, that ‘ere escaped wolf.” 

“Exactly. I want you to give me your view of it. Just tell me ho 
happened; and when I know the facts ll get you to say what you consider 
‘was the cause of it, and how you think the whole affair will end.’ 

“Allright, guv'nor. This ere is about the ‘ole story. That ere wolf what 
we called Bersicker was one of three grey ones that came from Norway to 
Jamrach’s, which we bought off him four years ago. He was a nice 
well-behaved wolf, that never gave no trouble to talk of. I'm more sur- 
prised at ‘im for wantin’ to get out nor any other animilein the place. But 
there, you can't trust wolves no more nor women.” 

“Don't you mind him, sir!” broke in Mrs, Tom, with a cheery laugh. 
E's got mindin’ the animiles so long that blest if he ain't like an old wolf 


I queried, wishful to get him 
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'isself! But there ain't no ‘arm in ‘im." 

“Well, sir, it was about two hours after feedin’ yesterday when I first 
hear my disturbance. 1 was makin’ up a litter in the monkey-house for a 
young puma which is ill; but when I heard the yelpin’ and 'owlin' I kem 
away straight. There was Bersicker a-tearin' like a mad thing at the bars as 
if he wanted to get out. There wasn't much people about that day, and 
dose at hand was only one man, a tall, thin chap, with a 'ook nose and a 
pointed beard, and a few white hairs runnin’ through it. He had a ‘ard, 
cold look and red eyes, and I took a sort of mislike to him, for it seemed as 
if it was 'im as they was hirritated at. He ‘ad white kid gloves on is 'ands, 
and he pointed out the animiles to me and says: "Keeper, these wolves 
seem upset at something.’ 

“Maybe irs you says 1, for T did not like the airs as he give 'isself. He 
didn't git angry, as I ‘oped he would, but he smiled a kind of insolent 
smile, with a mouth full of white, sharp teeth. ‘Oh no, they wouldn't like 

ow yes, they would,’ says 1, a-imitatin' of him, “They always likea bone 
or two to clean their teeth on about tea-time, which you ‘as a bagful.’ 

“Well, it was a odd thing, but when the animiles sce us a-talkin’ they lay 
down, and when I went over to Bersicker he let me stroke his ears same as 
ever, That there man kem over, and blessed but if he didn't put in his 
hand and stroke the old wolf's ears too! 

“Tyke care,’ says I. 'Bersicker is quick.’ 

jever mind,’ he says. ‘I'm used to 'es 
“Are you in the business yourself?’ I says, tyking off my ‘at, for a man 
what trades in wolves, anceterer, is a good friend to keepers. 

“'No, says he, ‘not exactly in the business, but I ‘ave made pets of 
several,’ And with that he lifts his at as perlite as a lord, and walks away. 
(Old Bersicker kep’ lookin’ arter ‘im till e was out of sight, and then went 
and lay down in a corner and wouldn't come hout the ole hevening. Well, 
larst night, so soon as the moon was hup, the wolves here all began 
a'owling. There warn't nothing for them to ‘owl at. There warn't no one 
near, except some one that was evidently a-callin’ a dog somewheres out 
back of the gardings in the Park road. Once or twice I went out to see that 
all was right, and it was, and then the ‘owling stopped. Just before twelve 
o'clock I just took a look round afore turnin’ in, an’, bust me, but when T 
kem opposite to old Bersicker’s cage I see the rails broken and twisted 
about and the cage empty. And that’s all I know for certing.” 

“Did any one else see anything?” 

“One of our gard'ners was a-comin’ ‘ome about that time from a 
‘armony, when he see a big grey dog comin’ out through the garding 
‘edges. At leas, so he says, but I don't give much for it myself, for if he did 
'e never said a word about it to his missis when e got ‘ome, and it was only 
after the escape of the wolf was made known, and we had been up all 
nnight-a-huntin’ of the Park for Bersicker, that he remembered seein’ 
anything. My own belief was that the 'armony 'ad got into his ead.” 

“Now, Mr, Bilder, can you account in any way for the escape of the 
oe ; 

“Well, sr,” he said, with a suspicious sort of modesty, “I think Lean; but 
1 don't know as ‘ow you'd be satisfied with the theory.” 

“Certainly I shall. If a man like you, who knows the animals from 
experience, can't hazard a good guess at any rate, who is even to try?" 

“Well then, sir, I accounts for it this way; it seems to me that ‘ere wolf 
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escaped—simply because he wanted to get ou 

From the hearty way that both Thomas and his wife laughed at the joke 
Icould see that it had done service before, and that the whole explanation 
Was simply an elaborate sell. I couldn't cope in badinage with the worthy 
‘Thomas, but I thought I knew a surer way to his heart, so I sai 

“Now, Mr. Bilder, well consider that first half-sovereign worked off, 
and this brother of his is waiting to be claimed when you've told me what 
you think will happen.” 

“Right yare, sir,” he said briskly. “Ye'll-excoose me, 1 know, for a- 
chaffin' of ye, but the old woman here winked at me, which wasas much as 


said the old lady. 
“My opinion is this: that ‘ere wolf is a-idin' of, somewheres. The 
gard'ner wot didn't remember said he was a-gallopin’ northward faster 
than a horse could go; but I don't believe him, for, yer see, sir, wolves 
don’t gallop no more nor dogs does, they not bein’ built that way. Wolves 
is fine things in a story-book, and I dessay when they gets in packs and 
does be chivyin’ somethin’ that’s more afeared than they is they can make 
a devil of a noise and chop it up, whatever it is, But, Lor’ bless you, in real 
life a wolf is only a low creature, not half so clever or bold as a good dog; 
and not half a quarter so much fight in "im. This one ain't been used to 
fightin’ or even to providin’ for hisself, and more like he’s somewhere 
round the Park a-‘idin' an’ a-shiverin’ of, and, if he thinks at all, wonderin’ 
where he is to get his breakfast from; or maybe he’s got down some area 
and is in a coalcellar, My eye, won't some cook get a rum start when 
she sees his green eyes a-shining at her out of the dark! If he can't get 
food he's bound to look for it, and mayhap he may chance to light 
on a butcher's shop in time. If he doesn't, and some nursemaid goes 
a-walkin’ orf with a soldier, leavin’ of the hinfant in the perambulator— 
well, then I shouldn't be surprised if the census is one baby the less. 
‘That's al.” 

T was handing him the half-sovereign, when something came bobbing 
up against the window, and Mr. Bilder’s face doubled its natural length 
with surprise. 

“God bless me!” he said. “If there ain't old Bersicker come back by 
‘isself" 

He went to the door and opened it; a most unnecessary proceeding it 
seemed to me. I have always thought that a wild animal never looks so well 
as when some obstacle of pronounced durability is between us; a personal 
experience has intensifed rather than diminished that idea. 

‘After all, however, there is nothing like custom, for neither Bilder nor 
his wife thought any more of the wolf than I should of dog, The animal 
itself was as peaceful and well-behaved as that father of all picture- 
wolves—Red Riding Hood's quondam friend, whilst moving her confi- 
dence in masquerade. 

‘The whole scene was an unutterable mixture of comedy and pathos. 
‘The wicked wolf that for half a day had paralysed London and set all the 
children in the town shivering in their shoes, was there in a sort of 

nitent mood, and was received and petted like a sort of vulpine prodig- 
al son. Old Bilder examined him all over with most tender solicitude, and 
when he had finished with his penitent said:— < 

“There, I knew the poor old chap would get into some kind of trouble; 
didn't say tall along? Here's his head all cut and full of broken glass. 'E's 
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been a-gettin’ over some bloomin’ wall or other. Its a shyme that people 
are allowed to top their walls with broken bottles. This 'ere's what comes 
of it. Come along, Bersicker.” hal 

He took the wolf and locked him up in a cage, with a piece of meat that 
satisfied, in quantity at any rate, the elementary conditions of the fatted 
calf, and went off to report, A 

T came off, too, to report the only exclusive information that is given 
to-day regarding the strange escapade at the Zoo. 


DR, SEWARD'S DIARY, 


17 September —1 was engaged after dinner in my study posting up my 
books, which, through press of other work and the many visits to Lucy, 
had fallen sadly into arrear. Suddenly the door was burst open, and in 
rushed my patient, with his face distorted with passion. I was thunder- 
struck, for such a thing as a patient getting of his own accord into the 
Superintendent's study is almost unknown, Without an instant’s pause he 
made straight at me. He had a dinner-knife in his hand, and, as I saw he 
was dangerous, I tried to keep the table between us. He was too quick and 
too strong for me, however; for before 1 could get my balance he had 
struck at me and cut my left wrist rather severely. Before he could strike 
again, however, I got ìn my right and he was sprawling on his back on the 
floor, My wrist bled freely, and quite a little pool trickled on to the carpet. 
Tsaw that my friend was not intent on further effort, and occupied myself 
binding up my wrist, keeping a wary eye on the prostrate figure all the 
time. When the attendants rushed in, and we turned our attention to him, 
his employment positively sickened me, He was lying on his belly on the 
floor licking up, like a dog, the blood which had fallen from my wounded 
rs: He was easily secured, and, to my surprise, went with the attendants 
uite placidly, simply repeating over and over again: “The blood is the 
Hke! The blood is the liters R 
1 cannot afford to lose blood just at present; I have lost too much of late 
for my physical good, and then the prolonged strain of Lucy's illness and 
its horrible phases is telling on me. I am over-excited and weary, and I 
need rest, rest, rest. Happily Van Helsing has not summoned me, so 1 
need not forego my sleep; to-night I could not well do without it. 


TELEGRAM, VAN HELSING, ANTWERP, TO SEWARD, 
CARFAX. 


(Sento Carfax, user asno county gen delivered ey menty 

‘wo hours) 
“17 September —Do not fail to be at Hillingham to-night. If 
not watching all the time frequently, visit and see that flow- 
ers are as placed; very important; do not fail. Shall be with 
you as soon as possible after arrival.” 


DR. SEWARD'S DIARY. 


18 September Jus off for rain to London. The arrival of Van Hels- 
ing's telegram filled me with dismay. A whole night lost, and I know by 
bitter experience what may happen in a night. Of course itis possible that 
all may be well, but what may have happened? Surely there is some 
horrible doom hanging over us that every possible accident should thwart 
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us in all we try to do, I shall take this cylinder with me, and then I can 
complete my entry on Lucy's phonograph. 


MEMORANDUM LEFT BY LUCY WESTENRA 


17 September. Night-—1 write this and leave it to be seen, so that no one 
may by any chance get into trouble through me. This is an exact record of 
what took place to-night, I feel I am dying of weakness, and have barely 
strength to write, but it must be done if Idie in the doing. 

1 went to bed as usual, taking care that the flowers were placed as Dr, 
Van Helsing directed, and soon fell asleep. 

was waked by the flapping at the window, which had begun after that 
sleep-walking on the cliff at Whitby when Mina saved me, and which now 
Tknow so well. I was not afraid, but I did wish that Dr. Seward was in the 
next room—as Dr. Van Helsing said he would be—so that I might have 
called him. I tried to goto sleep, but could not, Then there came tome the 
old fear of sleep, and I determined to keep awake, Perversely sleep would 
try to come then when I did not want it; so, as 1 feared to be alone. I 
opened my door and called out: “Is there anybody there?” There was no 
answer. I was afraid to.wake mother, and so closed my door again, Then 
outside in the shrubbery I heard asort of how! like a dog's, but more fierce 
and deeper. I went to the window and looked out, but could see nothing, 
except a big bat, which had evidently been buffeting its wings against the 
window. So I went back to bed again, but determined not to go tò sleep. 
Presently the door opened, and mother looked in; seeing by my moving 
that I was not asleep, came in, and sat by me. She said to me even more 
sweetly and softly than her wont:— 

“T was uneasy about you, darling, and came in to see that you were all 
right.” 

feared she might catch cold sitting there, and asked her to come in and 
sleep with me, so she came into bed, and lay down beside me; she did not 
take off her dressing-gown, for she said she would only stay a while and 
then gobackto her ownbed. Asshe lay therein my arms, and I in hers, the 
flapping and buffeting came to the window again. She was startled and a 
Title frightened, and cried out: "Whats that?" I tried to pacify her, and at 
last succeeded, and she lay quiet; but I could hear her poor dear heart still 
beating terribly. After a while there was the low howl again out in the 
shrubbery, and shortly after there was a crash at the window, and a lot of 
broken glass was hurled on the floor. The window blind blew back with 
the wind that rushed in, and in the aperture of the broken panes there was 
the head of a great, gaunt grey wolf. Mother cried out in a fright, and 
struggled up into a sitting posture, and clutched wildly at anything that 
‘would help her, Amongst other things, she clutched the wreath of flowers 
that Dr. Van Helsing insisted on my wearing round my neck, and tore it 
away from me. For a second or two she sat up, pointing at the wolf, and 
there was a strange and horrible gurgling in her throat; then she fell 
‘over—asif struck with lightning, and her head hit my forehead and made 
me dizzy for a moment or two. The room and all round seemed to spin 
round. I kept my eyes fixed on the window, but the wolf drew his head 
back, and a whole myriad of little specks seemed to come blowing in 
through the broken window, and wheeling and circling round like the 
pillar of dust that travellers describe when there is a simoon in the desert, 
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1 tried to stir, but there was some spell upon me, and dear mother’s poor 
body, which seemed to grow cold already—for her dear heart had ceased 
to beat—weighed me down: and I remembered no more for a while, 

The time did not seem long, but very, very awful, tll I recovered 
consciousness again. Somewhere near, a passing bell was tolling; the dogs 
all round the neighbourhood were howling; and in our shrubbery, 
seemingly just outside, a nightingale was singing. I was dazed and stupid 
with pain and terror and weakness, but the sound of the nightingale 
seemed like the voice of my dead mother come back to comfort me. The 
sounds seemed to have awakened the maids, too, for } could hear their 
bare feet pattering outside my door. 1 called to them, and they came in, 
and when they saw what had happened, and what it was that lay over me 
on the bed, they screamed out. The wind rushed in through the broken 
window, and the door slammed to. They lifted off the body of my dear 
mother, and laid her, covered up with a sheet, on the bed after 1 had got 
up. They were all so frightened and nervous that I directed them to go to 
the dining-room and have each a glass of wine. The door flew open for an 
instant and closed again. The maids shrieked, and then went in a body to 
the dining-room; and 1 laid what flowers I had on my dear mother's 
breast, When they were there I remembered what Dr. Van Helsing had 
told me, but I didn't like to remove them, and, besides, I would have some 
of the servants to sit up with me now. I was surprised that the maids did 
not come back. I called them, but got no answer, so I went to the dining- 
room to look for them, 

My heart sank when I saw what had happened. They all four lay 
helpless on the floor, breathing heavily. The decanter of sherry was on 
the table half full, but there was a queer, acrid smell about. 1 was suspi- 
ious, and examined the decanter, It smelt of laudanum, and looking on 
the sideboard, I found that the bottle which mother’s doctor uses for 
her—oh! did use—was empty. What am I to do? what am I to do? I am 
back in the room with mother. I cannot leave her, and Tam alone, save for 
the sleeping servants, whom some one has drugged. Alone with the dead! 
I dare not go out, for I can hear the low how! of the wolf through the 
broken window. 

‘The air seems full of specks, floating and circling in the draught from 
the window, and the lights burn blue and dim. What am I to do? God 
shield me from harm this night! I shall hide this paper in my breast, where 
they shall find it when they come to lay me out. My dear mother gone! I 
time that I go too. Good-bye, dear Arthur, if I should not survive this 
night, God Keep you, dear, and God help met 


CHAPTER TWELVE 


DR. SEWARD'S DIARY, 


__ 18 September —I drove at once to Hillingham and arrived early. Keep- 
ing my cab at the gate, 1 went up the avenue alone, | knocked gently and 
Tang as quietly as possible, for I feared to disturb Lucy or her mother, and 
hoped to only bring a servant to the door. After a while, finding no 
response, I knocked and rang again; still no answer. I cursed the laziness 
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of the servants that they should lie abed at such an hour—for it was now 
ten o'clock—and so rang and knocked again, but more impatiently, but 
still without response. Hitherto I had blamed only the servants, but now a 
terrible fear began to assail me. Was this desolation but another link in the 
chain of doom which seemed drawing tight around us? Was it indeed a 
house of death to which I had come, too late? I knew that minutes, even 
seconds of delay, might mean hours of danger to Lucy, if she had had 
again one of those frightful relapses; and I went round the house totry if 
could find by chance an entry anywhere. 

1 could find no means of ingress, Every window and door was fastened 
and locked, and I returned baffled to the porch, As I did so, I heard the 
‘rapid pit-pat ofa swiftly driven horse's feet, They stopped a the gate, and 
a few seconds later I met Van Helsing running up the avenue. When he 
saw me, he gasped out: 

“Then it was you, and just arrived. How is she? Are we too late? Did you 
not get my telegram?” 

L answered as quickly and coherently as I could that I had only got his 
telegram early in the morning, and had not lost a minute in coming here, 
and that I could not make any one in the house hear me. He paused and 
raised his hat as he said solemnly: 

“Then I fear we are too late. God’s will be done!” With his usual 
recuperative energy, he went on: “Come. If there be no way open to get 
in, we must make one. Time is all in all to us now.” 

‘We went round to the back of the house, where there was a kitchen 
window. The Professor took a small surgical saw from his case, and 
handing it to me, pointed to the iron bars which guarded the window. I 
attacked them at once and had very soon cut through three of them. Then 
‘with a long, thin knife we pushed back the fastening of the sashes and 
opened the window. I helped the Professor in, and followed him, There 
was no one in the kitchen or in the servants’ room, which were close at 
hand. We tried all the rooms as we went along, and in the dining-room, 
dimly lit by rays of light through the shutters, found four servant-women 
lying on the floor. There was no need to think them dead, for their 
stertorous breathing and the acrid smell of laudanum in the room left no 
doubt as to their conditon, Van Helsing and I looked at each other, and as 
we moved away he said: “We can attend to them later.” Then we ascended. 
to Lucy's room. For an i 


instant or two we paused at the door to listen, but 
there was no sound that we could hear. With white faces and trembling 
hands, we opened the door gently, and entered the room. 

‘How shall 1 describe what we saw? On the bed lay two women, Lucy and 
her mother, The latter lay farthest in, and she was covered with a white 
sheet, the edge of which had been blown back by the draught through the 
broken window, showing the drawn, white face, witha look of terror fixed 
upon it. By her side lay Lucy, with face white and still more drawn. The 
flowers which had been round her neck we found upon her mother’s 
‘bosom, and her throat was bare, showing the two little wounds which we 
had noticed before, but looking horribly white and mangled. Without a 
word the Professor bent over the bed, his head almost touching poor 
Lucy's breast; then he gave a quick turn of his head, as of one who listens, 
and leaping to his feet, he cried out to me:— oe 

"It is not yet too late! Quick! quick! Bring the brandy! A 

| flew downstairs and returned with it, taking care to smell and taste it, 
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lest it, oo, were drugged like the decanter of sherry which I found on the 
table. The maids were still breathing, but more restlesly, and 1 fancied 
that the narcotic was wearing off. I did not stay to make sure, but returned 
to Van Helsing, He rubbed the brandy, as on another occasion, on her lips 
and gums and on her wrists and the palms of her hands, He said to me: 

“I can do this, all that can be at the present. You go wake those maids. 
Flick them in the face with a wet towel, and flick them hard, Make them 
get heat and fire and a warm bath. This poor soul is nearly as cold as that 
beside her. She will need be heated before we can do anything more.” 

Twent at once, and found little difficulty in waking three of the women. 
‘The fourth was only a young girl, and the drug had evidently affected her 
more strongly, so I lifted her on the sofa and let her sleep. The others 
‘were dazed at first, butas remembrance came back to them they cried and 
sobbed ina hysterical manner. I was tern with them, however, and would 
not let them talk, [told them that one life was bad enough to lose, and that 
if they delayed they would sacrifice Miss Lucy, So, sobbing and crying, 
they went about their way, half clad as they were, and prepared fire and 
water, Fortunately, the kitchen and boiler fires were still live, and there 
was no lack of hot water. We got a bath and carried Lucy out as she was 
and placed her in it, Whilst we were busy chafing her limbs there was a 
knock at the hall door. One of the maids ran off, hurried on some more 
clothes, and opened it. Then she returned and whispered to us that there 
was a gentleman who had come with a message from Mr. Holmwood. I 
bade her simply tell him that he must wait, for we could see no one now 
She went away with the message, and, engrossed with our work, I clean 
forgot all about him, 

T never saw in all my experience the Professor work in such deadly 
earnest. I knew—as he knew—that it was a stand-up fight with death, and 
ina pause told him so, He answered me in a way that I did not understand, 
but with the sternest look that his face could wear:— 

“If that were all, I would stop here where we are now, and let her fade 
away into peace, for I see no light in life over her horizon.” He went on 
with his work with, if possible, renewed and more frenzied vigour. 

Presently we both began to be conscious that the heat was beginning to 
be of some effect. Lucy's heart beat a trifle more audibly to the stetho- 
scope, and her lungs had a perceptible movement. Van Helsing’s face 
almost beamed, and as we lifted her from the bath and rolled her in a hot 
sheet to dry her he said to me:— 

“The first gain is ours! Check to the King!” 

We took Lucy into another room, which had by now been prepared, 
and laid her in bed and forced a few drops of brandy down her throat. I 
noticed that Van Helsing tied a soft silk handkerchief round her throat. 
She was still unconscious, and was quite as bad, if not worse than, we had 
ever seen her. 

Van Helsing called in one of the women, and told her to stay with her 
and not to take her eyes off her till we returned, and then beckoned me 
‘out of the room. 

“We must consult as to what is to be done,” he said as we descended the 
stairs, In the hall he opened the dining-room door, and we passed in, he 
closing the door carefully behind him. The shutters had been opened, but 
the blinds were already down, with that obedience to the etiquette of 
death which the British women of the lower classes always rigidly observe, 


Tar 


$ DRACULA 479 


‘The room was, therefore, dimly dark. It was, however, light enough for 
our purposes. Van Helsing's sternness was somewhat relieved by a look of 
perplexity. He was evidently torturing his mind about something, so 1 
Waited for an instant, and he spoke:— 

“What are we to do now? Where are we to turn for help? We must have 
another transfusion of blood, and that soon, or that poor girls life won't 
be worth an hour's purchase. You are exhausted already; I am exhausted 
too, I fear to trust those women, even if they would have courage to 
submit. What are we to do for some one who will open his veins for her?” 

“What's the matter with me, anyhow?" 

‘The voice came from the sofa across the room, and its tones brought 
relief and joy to my heart, for they were those of Quincey Morris. Van 
Helsing started angrily at the first sound, but his face softened and a glad 
Jook came into his eyes as I cried out: “Quincey Morris!” and rushed 
towards him with outstretched hands. 

“What brought you here?" I cried as our hands met. 

“I guess Art is the cause. 

He handed me a telegram:— 

“Have not heard from Seward for three days, and am terribly anxious. 
Cannot leave. Father still in same condition. Send me word how Lucy is. 
Do not delay. —Hormwoon.” 

“T think I came just in the nick of time, You know you have only to tell 
me what to do.” 

‘Van Helsing strode forward, and took his hand, looking him straight in 
the eyes as he said:— 

“A brave man’s blood is the best thing on this earth when a woman is in 
trouble, You're a man and no mistake. Well, the devil may work against us 
for all he's worth, but God sends us men when we want them.” 

‘Once again we went through that ghastly operation. 1 have not the 
heart to go through with the details. Lucy had gota terrible shock and it 
told on her more than before, for though plenty of blood went into her 
veins, her body did not respond to the treatment as well as on the other 
occasions. Her struggle back into life was something frightful to see and 
hear, However, the action of both heart and lungs improved, and Van 
Helsing made a subcutaneous injection of morphia, as before, and with 
good effect. Her faint became a profound slumber. The Professor watch- 
ed whilst I went downstairs with Quincey Morris, and sent one of the 
‘maids to pay off one of the cabmen who were waiting, I left Quincey lying 
down after having a glass of wine, and told the cook to get ready a good 
breakfast. Then a thought struck me, and I went back to the room where 
Lucy now was. When I came softly in, 1 found Van Helsing with a sheet or 
two of note-paper in his hand. He had evidently read it, and was thinking 
it over as he sat with his hand to his brow. There was a look of grim 
‘satisfaction in his face, as of one who has had a doubt solved. He handed 
me the paper saying only: “It dropped from Lucy's breast when we 
carried her to the bath.” 

"When I had read it, I stood looking at the Professor, and after a pause 
asked him: “In God's name, what does itall mean? Was he, or is she, mad; 
or what sort of horrible danger is it?" 1 was so bewildered that I did not 
know what to say more, Van Helsing put out his hand and took the paper, 
saying:— 

Y Do not trouble about it now. Forget it for the present. You shall know 
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and understand itall in good time: but it will be later. And now what isit 
that you came to me to say?” This brought me back to fact, and I was all 
myself again. 

“T came to speak about the certificate of death. If we do notact properly 
and wisely, there may be an inquest, and that paper would have to be 
produced. I am in hopes that we need have no inquest, for if we had it 
Would surely kill poor Lucy, if nothing else did. I know, and you know, 
and the other doctor who attended her knows, that Mrs. Westenra had 
disease of the heart, and we can certify that she died of it, Let us fill up the 
certificate at once, and I shall take it myself to the registrar and go on to 
the undertaker.” 

“Good, oh my friend John! Well thought of! Truly Miss Lucy, if she be 
sad in the foes that beset her, is at least happy in the friends that love her. 
‘One; two, three, all open their veins for her, besides one old man. Ah, yes, 
T know, friend John; 1 am not blind! I love you all the more for it! Now 

Inthe hall | met Quincey Morris, with a telegram for Arthur telling him 
that Mrs. Westenra was dead; that Lucy also had been ill, but was now 
going on better; and that Van Helsing and I were with her, I told him 
Where I was going, and he hurried me out, but as 1 was going saidi— 

‘When you come back, Jack, may I have two words with you all to 
ourselves?” I nodded in reply and went out. 1 found no difficulty about 
the registration, and arranged with the local undertaker to come up in the 
evening to measure for the coffin and to make arrangements, 

‘When I got back Quincey was waiting for me. I told him I would see him 
as soon as 1 knew about Lucy, and went up to her room. She was still 
sleeping, and the Professor seemingly had not moved from his seat at her 
side, From his putting his finger to his lips, I gathered that he expected 
her to wake before long and was afraid of forestalling nature. So 1 went 
down to Quincey and took him into the breakfast-room, where the blinds 
‘were not drawn down, and which was a little more cheerful, or rather less 
cheerless, than the other room, When we were alone, he said to me:— 

“Jack Seward, I don't want to shove myself in anywhere where I've no 
right to be; but this is no ordinary case; You know I loved that girl and 
‘wanted to marry her; but although that’s all past and gone, 1 can't help 
feeling anxious about her all the same, What is it that's wrong with her? 
The Dutchman—aind a fine old fellow he is; I can see that—said, that time 
you two came into the room, that you must have another transfusion of 
blood, and that both you and he were exhausted, Now I know well that 
you medical men speak in camera, and that a man must not expect to know 
‘what they consult about in private. But this is no common matter, and, 
whatever it is, I have done my part. Is not that 0?” 

“Thats so," I said, and he went on:— 

“T rake it that both you and Van Helsing had done already what I did 
to-day. Is not that s0?" 

“That's so." 
ind I guess Art wasin ittoo. When Lsaw him four days ago down athis 
‘own place he looked queer, I have not seen anything pulled down so quick 
since I was on the Pampas and had a mare that I was fond of go to grass all 
in a night. One of those big bats that they call vampires had got at her in 
the night, and what with his gorge and the vein left open, there wasn't 
‘enough blood in her to let her stand up, and I had to puta bullet through 
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her as she lay. Jack, if you may tell me without betraying confidence, 
Arthur was the first, is not that so?" As he spoke the poor fellow looked 
terribly anxious. He was in a torture of suspense regarding the woman he 
loved, and his utter ignorance of the terrible mystery which seemed to 
surround her intensifed his pain. His very heart was bleeding, and it took 
all the manhood of him—and there was a royal lot of it, too—to keep him 
from breaking down. I paused before answering, for I felt that I must not 
betray anything which the Professor wished kept secret; but already he 
knew so much, and guessed so much, that there could be no reason for not 
answering, so I answered in the same phrase: “That's so.” 

"And how long has this been going on?” 

“About ten days.” 

"Ten days! Then I guess, Jack Seward, that that poor pretty creature 
that we all love has had put into her veins within that time the blood of 
four strong men. Man alive, her whole body wouldn't hold it." Then, 
coming close to me, he spoke ina fierce half-whisper; "What took it out?” 

T shook my head. “That,” I said, “is the crux, Van Helsing is simply 
frantic about it, and I am at my wits’ end. I can't even hazard a guess. 
‘There has been a series of little circumstances which have thrown out all 
our calculations as to Lucy being properly watched. But these shall not 
occur again, Here we stay until all be well; —or ill.” Quincey held out his 
hand. “Count me in,” he said. “You and the Dutchman will tell me whatto 
do, and I'll do 

When she woke late in the afternoon, Lucy's first movement was to feel 
in her breast, and, to my surprise, produce the paper which Van Helsin 
rad gives coe vo Pand, Tbe coretil Fafeepc ha replaced it wiere bad 
come from, lest on waking she should be alarmed. Her eye then liton Van 
Helsing and on me too, and gladdened, Then she looked around the 
room, and seeing where she was, shuddered; she gave a loud cry, and put 
her poor thin hands before her pale face. We both understood what that 
‘meant—that she had realised to the full her mother’s death; so we tried 
what we could to comfort her. Doubtless sympathy eased her somewhat, 
but she was very low in thought and spirit, and wept silently and weakly 
for a long time. We told her that either or both of us would now remain 
‘with her all the time, and that seemed to comfort her. Towards dusk she 
fell into a doze. Here a very odd thing occurred. Whilst still asleep she 
took the paper from her breast and tore it in two. Van Helsing stepped 
over and took the pieces from her. All the same, however, she went on 
with the action of tearing, as though the material were still in her hands; 
finally she lifted her hands and opened them as though scattering the 
fragments. Van Helsing seemed surprised, and his brows gathered asif in 
thought, but he said nothing, 


19 September—All last night she slept fitfully, being always afraid to 
sleep, and something weaker when she woke from it. The Professor and I 
took it in turns to watch, and we never left for a moment unattended. 
Quincey Mortis said nothing about his intention, but 1 knew that all night 
Jong he patrolled round and round the house, 

When the day came, its searching light showed the ravages in poor 
Lucy's strength, She was hardly able to turn her head, and the little 
nourishment which she could take seemed to do her no good. At times she 
slept, and both Van Helsing and I noticed the difference in her, between 
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sleeping and waking, Whilst asleep she looked stronger, although more 
haggard, and her breathing was softer; her open mouth showed the pale 
‘gums drawn back from the teeth, which thus looked positively longer and 
Sharper than usual; when she woke the softness of her eyes evidently 
changed the expression, for she looked her own self, although a dying 
‘one, In the afternoon she asked for Arthur, and we telegraphed for him. 
Quincey went off to meet him at the station, 

When he arrived it was nearly six o'clock, and the sun was setting full 
and warm, and the red light streamed in through the window and gave 
more colour to the pale cheeks. When he saw her, Arthur was simply 
choking with emotion, and none of us could speak. In the hours that had 
passed, the fits of sleep, or the comatose condition that passed for it, had 
grown more frequent, so that the pauses when conversation was possible 
were shortened. Arthur's presence, however, seemed to act as a stimu- 
lant; she rallied a little, and spoke to him more brightly than she had done 
since we arrived, He too pulled himself together, and spoke as cheerily as 
he could, so that the best was made of everything, 

Tr was now nearly one o'clock, and he and Van Helsing are sitting with 
her. Lam to relieve them in aquarter ofan hour, and Tam entering this on 
Lucy's phonograph. Until six o'clock they are to try to rest. I fear that 
to-morrow will end our watching for the shock has been too great; the 
poor child cannot rally. God help us all. 


LETTER FROM MINA HARKER TO LUCY WESTENRA. 


(Unapened by her) 
“My dearest Lucy, — 


“17 September. 


“It seems an age since I heard from you, or indeed since I wrote. You 
will pardon me, 1 know, for all my faults when you have read all my 
budget of news. Well, I got my husband back all right; when we arrived at 
Exeter there was a carriage waiting for us, and in it, though he had an 
attack of gout, Mr. Hawkins. He took us to his house, where there were 
Tooms for us all nice and comfortable, and we dined together. After 
dinner Mr. Hawkins said:— 

“My dears, I want to drink your health and prosperity; and may every 
blessing attend you both. I know you both from children, and have, with 
love and pride, seen you grow up. Now I want you to make your home 
here with me. I have left to me neither chick nor child; all are gone, and in 
my will T have left you everything.’ I cried, Lucy dear, as Jonathan and the 
old man clasped hands. Our evening was a very, very happy one, 

“So here we are, installed in this beautiful old house, and from both my 
bedroom and the drawing-room I can see the great elms of the cathedral 
close, with their great black stems standing out against the old yellow 
stone of the cathedral and I can hear the rooks overhead cawing and 
cawing and chattering and gossiping all day, after the manner of rooks— 
and humans. I am busy, I need not tell you, arranging things and house- 
keeping. Jonathan and Mr. Hawkins are busy all day; for, now that 
Jonathan's partner, Mr. Hawkins wants to tell him all about the clients, 

“How is your dear mother getting on? I wish I could run up to town for 
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a day or two to see you, dear, but I dare not go yet, with so much on m) 
Shoulders; and Jonathan wants looking after stil. He is beginning to put 
some flesh on his bones again, but he was terribly weakened by the long 
illness; even now he sometimes starts out of his sleep in a sudden way and 
awakes all trembling until 1 can coax him back to his usual placidity. 
However, thank God, these occasions grow less frequent as the days go 
on, and they will in time pass away altogether, I trust. And now I have told 
you my news, let me ask yours. When are you to be married, and where, 
and whois to perform the ceremony, and what are you to wear, and is itto 
be a public or a private wedding? Tell me all about it, dear: tell me all 
about everything, for there is nothing which interests you which will not 
be dear to me. Jonathan asks me to send his ‘respectful duty,’ but I do not 
think that is good enough from the junior partner of the important firm 
Hawkins & Harker; and so, as you love me, and he loves me, and I love 
you with all the moods and tenses of the verb, I send you simply his ‘love’ 
instead. Good-bye, my dearest Lucy, and all blessings on you, 


“Yours, 
“Mina Harken.” 


REPORT FROM PATRICK HENNESSEY, M.D... 
MRCSLKQGPL, ETC, ETC., TO JOHN SEWARD, M.D. 


“My dear Sir, — 
"20 September. 


“In accordance with your wishes, I enclose report of the conditions of 
everything left in my charge. ... With regard to patient, Renfield, there is 
more to say. He had had another outbreak, which might have had a 
dreadful ending, but which, as it fortunately happened, was unattended 
‘with any unhappy results. This afternoon a carrier's cart with two men 
madea call atthe empty house whose grounds abut on ours—the house to 
which, you will remember, the patient twice ran away. The men stopped 
at our gate toask the porter their way, as they were strangers. I was myself 
Joking out of the study window, having a smoke after dinner, and saw 
one of them come up to the house. As he passed the window of Renfield’s 
room, the patient began to rate him from within, and called him all the 
foul names he could lay his tongue to, The man, who seemed a decent 
fellow enough, contented himself by telling him to ‘shut up for a foul- 
mouthed beggar,’ whereon our man accused him of robbing him and 
wanting to murder him and said that he would hinder him if he were to 
swing for it. I opened the window and signed to the man not to notice, so 
he contented himself after looking the place over and making up his mind 
as to what kind of a place he had got to by saying: ‘Lor’ bless yer, sir, I 
‘wouldn't mind what was said to me in a bloomin’ madhouse. I pity ye and 
the guv'nor for havin’ to livein the house with a wild beast like that.’ Then 
he asked his way civilly enough, and I told him where the gate of the 
empty house was; he went away, followed by threats and curses and 
revilings from our man. I went down to see if I could make out any cause 
of his anger, since he is usually such a well-behaved man, and except his 
violent fits nothing of the kind had ever occurred. I found him, to my 
Astonishment, quite composed and most genial in his manner. I tried to 
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get him to talk of the incident, but he blandly asked me questions as to 
what I meant, and led me to believe that he was completely oblivious of the 
affair. It was, 1 am sorry to say, however, only another instance of his 
‘cunning, for within half an hour I heard of him again. This time he had 
broken out through the window of his room, and was running down the 
avenue. I called to the attendants to follow me, and ran after him, for I 
feared he was intent on some mischief. My fear was justified when I saw 
the same cart which had passed before coming down the road, haying on 
it some great wooden boxes. The men were wiping their foreheads, and 
were flushed in the face, as if with violent exercise. Before I could get up 
to him the patient rushed at them, and pulling one of them off the cart, 
began to knock his head against the ground, If Í had not seized him just at 
the moment I believe he would have killed the man there and then. The 
other fellow jumped down and struck him over the head with the butt- 
end of his heavy whip. It wasa terrible blow; but he did not seem to mind 
it, but seized him also, and struggled with the three of us, pulling us to and 
fro as if we were kittens. You know I am no light weight, and the others 
were both burly men. At first he was silent in his fighting; but as we began 
to master him, and the attendants were putting a strait-waistcoat on him, 
he began to shout: ‘I'll frustrate them! They shan't rob me! they shan't 
murder me by inches! I'll fight for my Lord and Master!’ and all sorts of 
similar incoherent ravings. It was with very considerable difficulty that 
they got him back to the house and put him in the padded room. One of 
the attendants, Hardy, had a finger broken. However, I set tall right; and 
he is going on well. 

The two carriers were at first loud in their threats of actions for 
damages, and promised to rain all the penalties of the law on us. Their 
threats were, however, mingled with some sort of indirect apology for the 
defeat of the two of them by a feeble madman. They said that if it had not 
been for the way their strength had been spent in carrying and raising the 
heavy boxes to the cart they would have made short work of him. They 
Bave as another reason for their defeat the extraordinary state of drouth 
to which they had been reduced by the dusty nature of their occupation 
and the reprehensible distance from the scene of their labours of any 
place of public entertainment. I quite understood their drift, and after a 
Stiff glass of grog, or rather more of the same, and with each a sovereign in 
hand, they made light of the attack, and swore that they would encounter 
a worse madman any day for the pleasure of meeting so ‘bloomin’ good a 
bloke’ as your correspondent, I took their names and addresses, in case 
they might be needed. They are as follows:—Jack Smollet, of Dudding's 
Rents, King George’s Road, Great Walworth, and Thomas Snelling, Peter 
Farley's Row, Guide Court, Bethnal Green. They are both in the employ- 
‘ment of Harris & Sons, Moving and Shipment Company, Orange Mas- 
ter’s Yard, Soho. 

“I shall report to you any matter of interest occurring here, and shall 
wire you at once if there is anything of importance. 


“Believe me, dear Sir, 
“Yours faithfully, 
“PaTRICK Hennessey,” 
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LETTER FROM MINA HARKER TO LUCY WESTENRA. 
(Unopened by her) 
“My dearest Lucy, — 
*18 September. 


“Such a sad blow has befallen us. Mr. Hawkins has died very suddenly. 
Some may not think it so sad for us, but we had both come to so love him 
that it really seems as though we had lost’a father. I never knew either 
father or mother, so that the dear old man’s death is a real blow to me. 
Jonathan is greatly distressed. It is not only that he feels sorrow, deep 
sorrow, for the dear, good man who has befriended him all his life, and 
now at the end has treated him like his own son and left him a fortune 
which to people of our modest bringing up is wealth beyond the dream of 
avarice, but Jonathan feels it on another account. He says the amount of 
esponsibility which it puts upon him makes him nervous. He begins to 
doubt himself. 1 try to cheer him up, and my beliefin him helps him to have 
a belief in himself. But it is here that the grave shock that he experienced 
tells upon him the most. Oh, it is too hard that a sweet, simple, noble, 
strong nature such as his—a nature which enabled him by our dear, good 
friend's aid to rise from clerk to master in a few years—should be so 
injured that the very essence of its strength is gone, Forgive me, dear, if 1 
worry you with my troubles in the midst of your own happiness; but, Lucy 
dear, Í must tell some one, for the strain of keeping up a brave and 
cheerful appearance to Jonathan tries me, and I have no one here that I 
can confide in. I dread coming up to London, as we must do the day after 
to-morrow; for poor Mr. Hawkins left in his will that he was to be buried 
in the grave with his father. As there are no relations at all, Jonathan will 
have to be chief mourner. I shall try to run over to sce you, dearest, ifonly 
for a few minutes, Forgive me for troubling you, With all blessings, 


“Your loving 
“Mina HARKER." 


DR. SEWARDS DIARY 

20 September —Only resolution and habit can let me make an entry 
to-night. Lam too miserable, too low-spirited, too sick of the world and all 
in it, including life itself, that I would not care if I heard this moment the 
flapping of the wings of the angel of death, And he has been flapping 
those grim wings to some purpose of late—Lucy’s mother and Arthur's 
father, and now... . Let me get on with my work, 

duly relieved Van Helsing in his watch over Lucy. We wanted Arthur 
to go torestalso, but he refused at first. Itwas only when I told him that we 
should want him to help us during the day, and that we must notall break 
down for want of rest lest Lucy should suffer, that he agreed to go. Van 
Helsing was very kind to him, "Come, my child,” he said; “come with me. 
Youare sickand weak, and have had much sorrow and much mental pain, 
as well as that tax on your strength that we know of. You must not be 
‘alone; for to be alone is to be full of fears and alarms. Come to the 
drawing-room, where there is a big fire, and there are two sofas. You shall 
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lie on one, and I on the other, and our sympathy will be comfort to each 
other, even though we do not speak, and even if we sleep." Arthur went 
off with him, casting back a longing look on Lucy's face, which lay in her 
pillow, almost whiter than the lawn. She lay quite still, and I looked round 
the room to sce that all was as it should be. I could see that the Professor 
had carried out in this room, as in the other, his purpose of using the 
garlic; the whole of the window-sashes reeked with it, and round Lucy's 
neck, over the silk handkerchief which Van Helsing made her keep on, 
was a rough chaplet of the same odorous flowers. Lucy was breathing 
somewhat stertorously, and her face was at its worst, for the open mouth 
showed the pale gums. Her teeth, in the dim, uncertain light, seemed 
longer and sharper than they had been in the morning, In particular, by 
some trick of the light, the canine teeth looked longer and sharper than 
the rest. Isat down by her, and presently she moved uneasily, At the same 
‘moment there came a sort of dull flapping or buffeting at the window. I 
went over to it softly, and peeped out by the corner of the blind, There 
was a full moonlight, and I could see that the noise was made by a great 
bat, which wheeled round—doubtless attracted by the light, although so 
dim—and every now and again struck the window with its wings, When I 
came back to my seat, 1 found that Lucy had moved slightly and had torn 
away the garlic flowers from her throat. I replaced them as well as I could, 
and sat watching her. 

Presently she woke, and I gave her food, as Van Helsing had pre- 
scribed. She took but a little, and that languidly. There did not seem to be 
with her now the unconscious struggle for life and strength that had 
hitherto so marked her illness, It struck me as curious that the moment 
she became conscious she pressed the garlic flowers close to her. It was 
certainly odd that whenever she got into that lethargic state, with the 
stertorous breathing, she put the flowers from her; but that when she 
waked she clutched them close. There was no possibility of making any 
mistake about this, for in the long hours that followed, she had many 
spells of sleeping and waking and repeated both actions many times. 

At six o'clock Van Helsing came to relieve me, Arthur had then fallen 
into a doze, and he mercifully let him sleep on. When he saw Lucy's face 1 
could hear the hissing indraw of his breath, and he said to me in a sharp 
whisper: “Draw up the blind; I want ight!” Then he bent down, and, with 
his face almost touching Lucy's, examined her carefully. He removed the 
flowers and lifted the silk handkerchief from her throat. As he did so he 
started back, and I could hear his ejaculation, "Mein Gott!” as it was 
smothered in his throat, I bent over and looked, too, and as T noticed some 
queer chill came over me. 

The wounds on the throat had absolutely disappeared. 

For fully five minutes Van Helsing stood looking at her, with his Face at 
its sternest. Then he turned to me and said calmly:— 

“She is dying. t will not be long now. It will be much difference, mark 
me, whether she dies conscious or in her sleep. Wake that poor boy, and 
let him come and see the last; he trusts us, and we have promised him.” 

Twent to the dining-toom and waked him. He was dazed fora moment, 
but when he saw the sunlight streaming in through the edges of the 
shutters he thought he was late, and expressed his fear, [assured him that 
Lucy was still asleep, but told him as gently as 1 could that both Van 
Helsing and 1 feared that the end was near. He covered his face with his 
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hhands, and slid down on his knees by the sofa, where he remained, 
perhaps a minute, with his head buried, praying, whilst his shoulders 
shook with grief. I took him by the hand and raised him up. "Come," I 
said, “my dear old fellow, summon all your fortitude: it will be best and 
easiest for her.” 

‘When we came into Lucy’s room I could see that Van Helsing had, with 
his usual forethought, been putting matters straight and making every- 
thing look as pleasing as possible. He had even brushed Lucy's hair, so 
that it lay on the pillow in its usual sunny ripples. When we came into the 
room she opened her eyes, and seeing him, whispered softly:— 

“Arthur! Oh, my love, Lam so glad you have come!” He was stooping to 
kiss her, when Van Helsing motioned him back, "No," he whispered, “not 
yet! Hold her hand; it will comfort her more,’ 

So Arthur took her hand and knelt beside her, and she looked her best, 
with all the soft lines matching the angelic beauty of her eyes. Then 
gradually her eyes closed, and she sank to sleep. For a little bit her breasts 
heaved softly, and her breath came and went like a tired child's. 

‘And then insensibly there came the strange change which I had noticed 
in the night. Her breathing grew stertorous, the mouth opened, and the 
pale gums, drawn back, made the teeth look longer and sharper than 
ever, In a sort of sleep-waking, vague, unconscious way she opened her 
eyes, which were now dull and hard at once, and said in a soft, voluptuous 
voice, such as I had never heard from her lips:— 

“Arthur! Oh, my love, Lam so glad you have come! Kiss me!” Arthur 
benteagerly over to kiss her; butat that instant Van Helsing, who, like me, 
had been startled by her voice, swooped upon him, and catching him by 
the neck with a fury of strength which I never thought he could have 

sssed, and actually hurled him almost across the room. 

“Not for your life!” he said; “not for your living soul and hers!” And he 
stood between them like a lion at bay. 

Arthur was so taken aback that he did not for a moment know what to 
do or say; and before any impulse of violence could seize him he realized 
the place and the occasion, and stood silent, waiting. 

Tkept my eyes fixed on Lucy, as did Van Helsing, and we saw a spasm as 
of rage fit ikea shadow over her face; the sharp teeth champed together. 
‘Then her eyes closed, and she breathed heavily. 

Very shortly after she opened her eyes in all their softness, and putting 
out her poor, pale, thin hand, took Van Helsing’s great brown one; 
drawing itto her, she kissed it, “My true friend,” she said, in a faint voice, 
but with untellable pathos, “My true friend, and his! Oh, guard him, and 
give me peace!” i 3 

“I swear it!” he said solemnly, kneeling beside her and holding up his 
hand, as one who registers an oath. Then he turned to Arthur, and said to 
him: “Come, my child, take her hand in yours, and kiss her on the 
forehead, and only one.” 

‘Their eyes met instead of their lips; and so they parted. 

Lucy's eyes closed; and Van Helsing, who had been watching closely, 
took Arthur's arm, and drew him away. 

"And then Lucy’s breathing became stertorous agan, and all at once it 
ceased. 

“It is all over,” said Van Helsing. "She is dead!” 

T took Arthur by the arm, and led him away to the drawing-room, 
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where he sat down, and covered his face with his hands, sobbing in a way 
that nearly broke me down to see. j $ 

T went back to the room, and found Van Helsing looking at poor Lucy, 
and his face was sterner than ever. Some change had come over her body. 
Death had given back part of her beauty, for her brow and cheeks had 
recovered some of their flowing lines; even the lips had lost their deadly 
pallor. It was as if the blood, no longer needed for the working of the 
heart, had gone to make the harshness of death as little rude as might be, 


“We thought her dying whilst she slept, 
And sleeping when she died.” 


1 stood beside Van Helsing, and said: = r 
“Ah, well, poor girl, there is peace for her at last, It is the end!” 
He turned to me, and said with grave solemnity 
“Not so; alas! not so. It is only the beginning!” 
When I asked him what he meant, he only shook his head and 

answered:— 

“We can do nothing as yet. Wait and see.” 


CHAPTER THIRTEEN 


DR. SEWARD'S DIARY— continued, 
‘The funeral was arranged for the next succeeding day, so that Lucy and 
her mother might be buried together. I attended to all the ghastly forma- 
lities, and the urbane undertaker proved that his staff were afflicted—or 
blessed—with something of his own obsequious suavity. Even the woman 
who performed the last offices for the dead remarked to me, in a con- 
fidential, brother-professional way, when she had come out from the 
death-chamber:— 

“She makes a very beautiful corpse, sir. It's quitea privilege to attend on 
her. It's not too much to say that she will do credit to our establishment!” 

T noticed that Van Helsing never kept far away. This was possible from 
the disordered state of thingsin the household, There were no relatives at 
hand; and as Arthur had to be back the next day to attend at his father's 
funeral, we were unable to notify any one who should have been bidden. 
Under the circumstances, Van Helsing and I took it upon ourselves to 
examine papers, etc. He insisted upon looking over Lucy's papers him- 
self, I asked him why, for I feared that he, being a foreigner, might notbe 
quite aware of English legal requirements, and so might in ignorance 
make some unnecessary trouble, He answered me: 

“T know; I know. You forget that I am a lawyer as well as a doctor, But 
this is not altogether for the law, You knew that, when you avoided the 
coroner, I have more than him to avoid. There may be papers more— 
such as this’ 

Ashe spoke he took from his pocket-book the memorandum which had 
been in Lucy's breast, and which she had torn in her sleep. 

“When you find anything of the solicitor who is for the late Mrs. 
Westenra, seal all her papers, and write him to-night. For me, I watch 
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here in the room and in Miss Lucy's old room all night, and 1 myself 
search for what may be. Its not wel that her very thoughts go into the 
hands of strangers.” 

Iwent on with my part of the work, and in another half hour had found 
the nameand address of Mrs, Westenra’s solicitor and had written to him. 
All the poor lady's papers were in order: explicit directions regarding the 
place of burial were given. T had hardly sealed the letter, when, to my 
Surprise, Van Helsing walked into the room, saying-— 

“Can Í help you, friend John? I am free, and if I may, my service is to 
you, 

“Have you got what you looked for?” I asked, to which he replied: 

“I did not look for any specific thing. I only hoped to find, and find I 
have, all that there was—only some letters and a few memoranda, and a 
diary new begun. But 1 have them here, and we shall for the present say 
nothing of them. I shall see that poor lad to-morrow evening, and, with 

sanction I shall use some.” 

When we had finished the work in hand, he said to me:— 

“And now, friend John, I think we may to bed. We want sleep, both you 
and I, and rest to recuperate, To-morrow we shall have much to do, but 
for the to-night there is no need of us, Alas!" 

Before turning in we went to look at poor Lucy. The undertaker had 
certainly done his work well, for the room was turned into a small chapelle 
ardente. There was a wilderness of beautiful white flowers, and death was 
made as little repulsive as might be. The end of the winding-sheet was laid 
over the face; when the Professor bent over and turned it gently back, we 
both started at the beauty before us, the tall wax candles showing a 
sufficient light to note it well. All Lucy's loveliness had come back to her in 
death, and the hours that had passed, instead of leaving traces of “decay's 
effacing fingers,” had but restored the beauty of life, til positively I could 
not believe my eyes that I was looking at a corpse, 

The Professor looked sternly grave. He had not loved her as I had, and 
there was no need for tears in his eyes. He said to me: “Remain till 1 
return,” and left the room. He came back with a handful of wild garlic 
from the box waiting in the hall, but which had not been opened, and 
placed the flowers amongst the others on and around the bed. Then he 
took from his neck, inside his collar, a little gold crucifix, and placed it 
‘over the mouth, He restored the sheet to its place and we came away. 

Twas undressing in my own room, when, with a premonitory tap at the 
door, he entered, and at once began to speaki— 

“To-morrow I want you to bring me; before night, a set of post-mortem 
knives.” 

“Must we make an autopsy?” I asked. 

“Yes and no. I want to operate, but not as you think, Let me tell you, 
now, but nota word to another. I wantto cutoff her head and take out her 
heart, Ah! youa surgeon, and so shocked! You, whom I have seen with no 
tremble of hand or heart, do operations of life and death that make the 
rest shudder. Oh, but I must not forget, my dear friend John, that you 
loved her; and I have not forgotten it, for itis I that shall operate, and you 
mustonly help, I would like to doit to-night, but for Arthur I must not; he 
will be free after his father's funeral to-morrow, and he will want to see 
her—to see it, Then, when she iscoffined ready for the nextday, you and 
T shall come when all sleep. We shall unscrew the coffin-lid, and shall do 
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our operation; and then replace all, so that none know, save we alone. 
jut why do it at all? The girl is dead, Why mutilate her poor body 
without need? And if there is na necessity fora post-mortem and nothing 
to gain by it—no good to her, to us, to science, to human knowledge—why 
do it? Without such it is monstrous.” os 

For answer he put his hand on my shoulder, and said, with infinite 
tenderness:— 

“Friend John. I pity your poor bleeding heart; and I love you the more 
because it does so bleed. If 1 could, I would take on myself the burden that 
you do bear. But there are things that you know not, but that you shall 
know, and bless me for knowing, though they are not pleasant things, 
John, my child, you have been my friend now many years, and yet did you 
‘ever know me to do any without good cause? I may err—I am but man; 
but I believe in all I do. Was it not for these causes that you send for me 
when the great trouble came? Yes! Were you not amazed, nay horrified, 
when I would not let Arthur kiss his love—though she was dying—and 
snatched him away by all my strength? Yes! And yet you saw how she 
thanked me, with her so beautiful dying eyes, her voice, too, so weak, and 
she kiss my rough old hand and bless me? Yes! And did you not hear me 
swear promise to her, that so she closed her eyes grateful? Yes! 

“Well, I have good reason now for all 1 want to do, You have for many 
years trust me; you have believe me weeks past, when there be things so 
strange that you might have well doubt. Believe me yet alittle, friend 
John. If you trust me not, then I must tell what I think; and that is not 
perhaps well. And if I work—as work 1 shall, no matter trust or not 
trust—without my friend trust in me, I work with heavy heart and feel, 
oh! so lonely when I want all help and courage that may be!” He paused a 
moment and went on solemnly: “Friend John, there are strange and 
terrible days before us. Let us not be two, but one, that so we work to a 
good end. Will you not have faith in me?” 

T took his hand, and promised him. 1 held my door open as he went 
away, and watched him go into his room and close the door. As I stood 
‘without moving, I saw one of the maids pass silently along the passage— 
she had her back towards me, so did not see me—and go into the room 
where Lucy lay. The sight touched me. Devotion isso rare, and we are so 
grateful to those who show irunasked to those we love. Here was a poor 
girl putting aside the terrors which she naturally had of death to go watch 
alone by the bier of the mistress whom she loved, so that the poor clay 
might not be lonely till laid to eternal rest. . 

T must have slept long and soundly, for it was broad daylight when Van 
Helsing waked me by coming into my room. He came over to my bedside 
and said:— 

“You need not trouble about the knives; we shall not do it.” 

“Why not?" I asked, For his solemnity of the night before had greatly 
impressed me. 

“Because,” he said sternly, “it is too late—or too early. Seel” Here he 
held up the little golden crucifix. “This was stolen in the night.” 

“How, stolen,” Í asked in wonder, “since you have it now? 

“Because I get it back from the worthless wretch who stole it, from the 
‘woman who robbed the dead and the living, Her punishment will surely 
come, but not through me; she knew not altogether what she did, and 
thus unknowing, she only stole, Now we must wait.” 
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He went away on the word, leaving me with a new mystery to think of, 
new puzzle to grapple with. 4 sen 3 

‘The forenoon was a dreary time, but at noon the solicitor came: Mr, 
Marquand, of Wholeman, Sons, Marquand Lidderdale. He was very 
genial and very appreciative of what we had done, and took off our hands 
all cares as to details, During lunch he told us that Mrs. Westenra had for 
some time expected sudden death from her heart, and had put her affairs 
in absolute order; he informed us that, with the exception of a certain 
entailed property of Lucy's father’s which now, in default of direct issue, 
‘went back to a distant branch of the family, the whole estate, real and 
personal, was left absolutely to Arthur Holmwood. When he had told us 
so much he went on:— 

“Frankly we did our best to prevent such a testamentary disposition, 
and pointed out certain contingencies that might leave her daughter 
either penniless or not so free as she should be toact regarding a matrimo- 
nial alliance. Indeed, we pressed the matter so far that we almost came 
into collision, for she asked us if we were or were not prepared to carry out 
her wishes. Of course, we had then no alternative but to accept, We were 
right in principle, and ninety-nine times out of a hundred we should have 

raved, by the logic of events, the accuracy of our judgment, Frankly, 

owever, I must admit that in this case any other form of disposition 
would have rendered impossible the carrying out of her wishes. For by 
her predeceasing her daughter the latter would have come into posses- 
sion of the property, and, even had she only survived her mother by five 
minutes: her property would, in case there were no will-and a will was a 
practical impossibility in such a case—have been treated at her decease as 
under intestacy, In which case Lord Godalming, though so dear a friend, 
would have had no claim in the world; and the inheritors, being remote, 
would not be likely to abandon their just right, for sentimental reasons 
regarding an entire stranger. I assure you, my dear sirs, | am rejoiced at 
the result, perfectly rejoiced.” 

He was a good fellow, but his rejoicing atthe one little part—in which he 
was officially interested—of so great a tragedy, was an object-lesson in the 
limitations of sympathetic understanding. 

He did not remain long, but said he would look in later in the day and 
see Lord Godalming. His coming, however, had been a certain comfort to 
Us, since it assured us that we should not have to dread hostile criticism as 
to any of our acts. Arthur was expected at five o'clock, so a little before 
that time we visited the death-chamber. It was so in very truth, for now 
both mother and daughter lay in it. The undertaker, true to his craft, had 
made the best display he could of his goods, and there was a mortuary air 
about the place that lowered our spirits at once. Van Helsing ordered the 
former arrangement to be adhered to, explaining that, as Lord Godalm- 
ing was coming very soon, it would be less harrowing to his feelings to see 
all that was left of his fiancée quite alone. The undertaker seemed shocked 
at his own stupidity and exerted himself to restore things to the condition 
Ín which we left them the night before, so that when Arthur came such 
shocks to his feelings as we could avoid were saved. x 

Poor fellow! He looked desperately sad and broken; even his stalwart 
manhood seemed to have shrunk somewhat under the strain of his 
much-tried emotions. He had, I knew, been very genuinely and devotedly 
attached to his father; and to lose him, and atsuch a time, wasa bitter blow 
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to him. With me he was warm as ever, and to Van Helsing he was sweet! 
courteous; but I could not help seeing that there was some constraint with 
him. The Professor noticed it, too, and motioned me to bring him up- 
stairs. I did so, and left him at the door of the room, as I felt he would like 
to be quite alone with her, but he took my arm and led me in, saying 
huskily— 

*You loved her too, old fellow; she told me all aboutit, and there was no 
friend had a closer place in her heart than you. I don't know how to thank 
you for all you have done for her. I can't think yet. »." 

Here he suddenly broke down, and threw hisarms round my shoulders 
and laid his head on my breast, crying:— 

“Oh, Jack! Jack! What shall 1 do! The whole of life seems gone from me 
at once, and there is nothing in the wide world for me to live for.” 

comforted him as well as I could. In such cases men do not need much 
expression, A grip of the hand, the tightening of an arm over the shoul- 
der, a sob in unison, are expressions of sympathy dear to a man’s heart. I 
stood still and silent tll his sobs died away, and then I said softly to him:— 

“Come and look at her.” 

‘Together we moved over to the bed, and I lifted the lawn from her face. 
God! how beautiful she was. Every hour seemed to be enhancing her 
loveliness. It frightened and amazed me somewhat; and as for Arthur, he 
fell a-trembling, and finally was shaken with doubt as with an ague. At 
last, after a long pause, he said to me in a faint whisper:— 

"Jack, is she really dead?” 

assured him sadly that it was so, and went on to suggest—for I felt that 
such a horrible doubt should not have life for a moment longer than 1 
could help—that it often happened that after death faces became sof- 
tened and even resolved into their youthful beauty; that this was especial- 
ly so when death had been preceded by any acute or prolonged suffering. 
Itseemed to quite do away with any doubt, and, after kneeling beside the 
couch for a while and looking at her lovingly and long, he turned aside, I 
told him that that must be good-bye, as the coffin had to be prepared; so 
he went back and took her dead hand in his and kissed it, and bent over 
and kissed her forehead. He came away, fondly looking back over his 
shoulder at her as he came, 

Heft him in the drawing-room, and told Van Helsing that he had said 
good-bye; so the latter went to the kitchen to tell the undertaker's men to 
proceed with the preparations and to screw up the coffin. When he came 
ut of the room again I told him of Arthur's question, and he replied:— 

“Lam not surprised, Just now I doubted for a moment myself!” 

Weall dined together, and I could see that poor Art was trying to make 
the best of things. Van Helsing had been silent all dinner-time; but when 
we had lit our cigars he said: 

“Lord—"; but Arthur interrupted him:— 

“No; no, not that, for God's sakel not yet at any rate. Forgive me, sir: I 
did not mean to speak offensively; it is only because my loss is so recent.’ 

The Professor answered very sweetly:— 

“I only used that name because I was in doubt. I must not call you ‘Mr 
and I have grown to love you—yes, my dear boy, to love you—as Arthur,” 

Arthur held out his hand, and took the old man's warmly. 

“Call me what you will,” he said. “I hope I may always have the title of a 
friend. And let me say that I am ata loss for words to thank you for your 
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goodness to my poor dear.” He paused a moment, and went on: “I know 
that she understood your goodness even better than I do; and if I was 
rude or in any way wanting at that time you acted so—you remember" — 
the Professor nodded—"you must forgive me.” 

He answered with a grave kindness:— 

“1 know it was hard for you to quite trust me then, for to trust such 
violence needs to understand; and 1 take it that you do not—that you 
cannot—trust me now, for you do not yet understand, And there may be 
more times when I shall want you to trust when you cannot—and may 
not—and must not yet understand, But the time will come when your 
trust shall be whole and complete in me, and when you shall understand 
as though the sunlight himself shone through. Then you shall bless me 
from first to last for your own sake, and for the sake of others, and for her 
dear sake to whom 1 swore to protect.” 

“And, indeed, indeed, sir,” said Arthur warmly, "I shall in all ways trust 
you. I know and believe you have a very noble heart, and you are Jack's 
friend, and you were hers. You shall do what you like.’ 

‘The Professor cleared his throat a couple of times, as though about to 

ik, and finally said:— 
“May 1 ask you something now?” 
“Certainly.” 

‘ou know that Mrs. Westenra left you all her property?” 
“No, poor dear; 1 never thought of it.” 

“And as it is all yours, you have a right to deal with it as you will. I want 
you to give me permission to read all Miss Lucy's papers and letters. 
Believe me, itis no idle curiosity. I have a motive of which, be sure, she 
‘would have approved. I have them all here, I took them before we knew 
that all was yours, so that no strange hand might touch them—no strange 
eye look through words into her soul. I shall keep them, if I may; even you 
may not see them yet, but I shall keep them safe. No word shall be lost; 
and in the good time I shall give them back to you. It’s hard thing I ask, 
but you will do it, will you not, for Lucy's sake?" 

Arthur spoke out heartily, like his old self:— 

“Dr. Van Helsing, you may do what you will, I feel that in saying this T 
am doing what my dear one would have approved. I shall not trouble you 
with questions till the time comes.” 

‘The old Professor stood up as he said solemnly:— 

“And you are right. There will be pain for us all; but it will not be all 
pain, nor will this pain be the last. We and you too—you most of all, my 
dear boy—will have to pass through the bitter water before we reach the 
sweet, But we must be brave of heart and unselfish, and do our duty, and 
all will be well!” 

Tslept on a sofa in Arthur's room that night. Van Helsing did not go to 
bed atall. He went to and fro, as if patrolling the house, and was never out 
of sight of the room where Lucy lay in her coffin, strewn with the wild 
garlic flowers, which sent, through the odour of lily and rose, a heavy, 
‘overpowering smell into the night. 


sp 


MINA HARKERS JOURNAL 
22 September.—In the train to Exeter, Jonathan sleeping. 
Teseems only yesterday that the lsteniry was made, and yet how much 
between then, in Whitby and all the world before me, Jonathan away and 
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no news of him; and now, married to Jonathan, Jonathan a solicitor, 
partner, rich, master of his business, Mr. Hawkins dead and buried, and 
Jonathan with another attack that may harm him. Some day he may ask 
‘me about it. Down it all goes. am rusty in my shorthand—see what 
unexpected prosperity does for us—so it may be as well to freshen it up 
with an exercise anyhow: . » 
"The service was very simple and very solemn, There were only 
ourselves and the servants there, one or two old friends of his from 
Exeter, his London agent, and a gentleman representing Sir John Paxton, 
the President of the Incorporated Law Society. Jonathan and I stood 
hand in hand, and we felt that our best and dearest friend was gone from 
us, 

We came back to town quietly, taking a ‘bus to Hyde Park Corner. 
Jonathan thought it would interest me to go into the Row for a while, so 
‘we sat down; but there were very few people there, and it was sad-looking, 
and desolate to see so many empty chairs. It made us think of the empty 
chair at home; so we got up and walked down Piccadilly. Jonathan was 
holding me by the arm, the way he used to in the old days before I went to 
school. I felt it very improper, for you can't go on for some years teaching 
etiquette and decorum to other girls without the pedantry of it biting into 
yourself a bit; but it was Jonathan, and he was my husband, and we didn't 
know anybody who saw us—and we didn't care if they did—so on we 
walked, Iwaslookingata very beautiful gin ina big cartwheel hat, siting 
in a victoria outside Guiliano’s, when I felt Jonathan clutch my arm so 
tight that he hurt me, and he said under his breath: “My God!" I am 
always anxious about Jonathan, for I fear that some nervous fit may upset 
him again; so 1 turned to him quickly, and asked him what it was that 
disturbed him. 

He was very pale, and his eyes seemed bulging out as, halfin terror and 
half in amazement, he gazed at a tall, thin man, with a beaky nose and 
black moustache and pointed beard, who was also observing the pretty 
girl, He was looking at her so hard that he did not see either of us, and so I 
had a good view of him. His face was not a good face; it was hard, and 
cruel, and sensual, and his big white teeth, that looked all the whiter 
because his lips were so red, were pointed like an animal's. Jonathan kept 
staring at him, till 1 was afraid he would notice. I feared he might take itll, 
he looked so fierce and nasty. asked Jonathan why he was disturbed, and 
he answered, evidently thinking that I knew as much about it as he did: 


it?” His answer seemed to 
shock and thrill me, for it was said as if he did not know that it was to me, 
‘Mina, to whom he was speaking — 

“It is the man himself!” 

The poor dear was evidently terrified at something—very greatly terri- 
fied I do believe that i he had not had me to lean on and to support him 
he would have sunk down. He kept staring: a man came out of the shop 
with a small parcel, and gave it to the lady, who then drove off. The dark 
man kept his eyes fixed on her, and when the carriage moved up Piccadil- 
ly he followed in the same direction, and hailed a hansom. Jonathan kept 
looking after him, and said, as if to himself: — 

“I believe itis the Count, but he has grown young. My God, if this be so! 
‘Oh, my God! my God! If T only knew! if I only knew!" He was distressing 
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himself so much that I feared to keep his mind on the subject by asking 
him any questions, so I remained silent. I drew him away quietly, and he, 
holding my arm, came easily. We walked a little further, and then went in 
and sat for a while in the Green Park. It was a hot day for autumn, and 
there was a comfortable seat in a shady place, After a few minutes’ sta 
nothing, Johathan’s eyes closed, and he went quietly into a sleep, with 

is head on my shoulder. I thought it was the best thing for him, so did not 
disturb him. In about twenty minutes he woke up, and said to me qui 
cheerful 

“Why, Mina, have I been asleep! Oh, do forgive me for being so rude, 
‘Come, and we'll have a cup of tea somewhere,” He had evidently forgot- 
ten all about the dark stranger, as in his illness he had forgotten all that 
this episode had reminded him of. 1 don't like this lapsing into forget- 
fulness; it may make or continue some injury to the brain. I must not ask 
him, for fear 1 shall do more harm than good; but I must somehow learn 
the facts of his journey abroad. The time is come, I fear, when 1 must open 
that parcel, and know what is written, Oh, Jonathan, you will, 1 know, 
forgive me if I do wrong, but it is for your own dear sake, 


Later —A sad home-coming in every way—the house empty of the dear 
soul who was so good to us; Jonathan still pale and dizzy under a slight 
relapse of his malady; and nowa telegram from Van Helsing, whoever he 
may be:— 

“You will be grieved hear that Mrs, Westenra died five days ago, ani 
that Lucy died the day before yesterday. They were both buried to-day. 

‘Oh, what a wealth of sorrow in a few words! Poor Mrs, Westenra! poor 
Lucy! Gone, gone, never to return to us! And poor, poor Arthur, to have 
lost such sweetness out of his life! God help us all to bear our troubles. 


DR. SEWARD'S DIARY. 


22 September. —It is all over. Arthur has gone back to Ring, and has 
taken Quincey Morris with him. Whata fine fellow is Quincey! I believe in 
my heart of hearts that he suffered as much about Lucy's death as any of 
us; but he bore himself through it like a moral Viking. If America can go 
on breeding men like that, she will be a power in the world indeed. Van 
Helsing is lying down, having a rest preparatory to his journey. He goes 
over to Amsterdam to-night, but says he returns to-morrow night; that he 
only wants to make some arrangements which can only be made personal- 
ly. He is to stop with me then, if he can; he says he has work to do in 
London which may take him some time, Poor old fellow! I fear that the 
strain of the past week has broken down even his iron strength, All the 
time of the burial he was, I could see, putting some terrible restraint on 
himself, When it was all over, we were standing beside Arthur, who, poor 
fellow, was speaking of his part in the operation where his blood had been 
transfused to his Lucy's veins; I could see Van Helsing’s face grow white 
and purple by turns. Arthur was saying that he felt since then as if they 
two had been really married and that she was his wife in the sight of God. 
None of us said a word of the other operations, and none of us ever shall 
Arthur and Quincey went away together (o the station, and Van Helsing 
and 1 came on here. The moment we were alone in the carriage he gave 
Way to a regular fit of hysterics. He had denied to me since that it was 
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hysterics, and insisted that it was only his sense of humour asserting itself 
under very terrible conditions, He laughed till he cried, and I had to draw 
down the blinds lest any one should see us and misjudge; and then he 
ried, till he laughed again; and laughed and cried together, just as a 
Woman does. I tried to be stern with him, as one is to a woman under the 
Circumstances; but it had no effect. Men and women are so different in 
manifestations of nervous strength or weakness! Then when his face grew 
grave and stern again I asked him why his mirth, and why at such a time, 
iis reply was in a way characteristic of him, for it was logical and forceful 
and mysterious. He said:— 

"Ah, you don't comprehend, friend John: Do not think that I am not 
sad, though I laugh. See, I have cried even when the laugh did choke me. 
But no more think that { am all sorry when I ery, for the laugh he comes 
just the same. Keep it always with you that laughter who knock at your 
door and say, “May 1 come in?’ is not the true laughter. No! he is a king, 
and he come when and how he like. He ask no person; he choose no time 
of suitability. He say, Iam here.’ Behold, in example I grieve my heartout 
for that so sweet young girl; I give my blood for her, though 1am old and 
worn; I give my time, my skill, my sleep; I let my other sufferers want that 
so she may have all. And yet I can laugh at her very grave—laugh when 
the clay from the spade of the sexton drop upon her coffirvand say Thud! 
thud!” to my heart, till it send back the blood from my cheek. My heart 
bleed for that poor boy—that dear boy, so of the age of mine own boy had 
Theen so blessed that he live, and with his hair and eyes the same. There, 
you know now why I love him so. And yet when he say things that touch 
my husband-heart to the quick, and make my father-heartyearn to himas 
to no other man—not even to you, friend John, for we are more level in 
experiences than father and son—yet even at such moment King Laugh 
he come to me and shout and bellow in my ear, ‘Here Lam! here I am!” till 
he blood come dance back and bring some of the sunshine that he carry 
with him tomy cheek, Oh, friend John, itis a strange world, a sad world, a 
‘world full of miseries, and woes, and troubles; and yet when King Laugh 
come he make them all dance to the tune he play. Bleeding hearts, and 
dry bones of the churchyard, and tears that burn as they fall—all dance 
together to the music that he make with that smileless mouth of him, And 
believe me, friend John, that he is good to come, and kind. Ah, we men 
and women are like ropes drawn tight with strain that pull us different 
‘ways. Then tears come; and, like the rain on the ropes, they brace us up, 
until perhaps the strain become too great, and we break. But King Laugh 
he come like the sunshine, and he ease off the strain again; and we bear to 
go on with our labour, what it may be.” 

1 did not like to wound him by pretending not to see his idea; but, as T 
did not yet understand the cause of his laughter, I asked him, As he 
answered me his face grew stern, and he said in quite a different tone:— 

“Oh, it was the grim i all—this so lovely lady garlanded with 
flowers, that looked so fair as life, till one by one we wondered if she were 
truly dead; she laid in thatso fine marble house in that lonely churchyard, 
where rest so many of her kin, laid there with the mother who loved her, 
and whom she loved; and that sacred bell going “Toll! toll! toll!" so sad and 
slow; and those holy men, with the white garments of the angel, pretend- 
ing to read books, and yet all the time their eyes never on the page; and all 
‘of us with the bowed head. And all for what? She is dead; so! Is it not?" 

“Well, for the life of me, Professor,” I said, “I can'tsee anything to laugh 
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atinall that. Why, your explanation makes ita harder puzzle than before. 
But even if the burial service was comic, what about poor Art and his 
trouble? Why, his heart was simply breaking.” 

"Just so, Said he not that the transfusion of his blood to her veins had 
made her truly his bride?” 

“Yes, and it was a sweet and comforting idea for him.” 

“Quite so, But there was a difficulty, friend John. If so that, then what 
about the others? Ho, ho! Then this so sweet maid is a polyandrist, and 
me, with my poor wife dead to me, but alive by Church's law, though no 
wits, all gone—even I, who am faithful husband to this now-no-wife, am 
bigamist. 

ŽI don't see where the joke comes in there either!" I said; and I did not 
feel particularly pleased with him for saying such things. He laid his hand 
on my arm, and said:— 

“Friend John, forgive me if I pain. I showed not my feeling to others 
when it would wound, but only to you, my old friend, whom I can trust, IF 
you could have looked into my very heart then when I want to laugh; if 
you could have done so when the laugh arrived: if you could do so now, 
when King Laugh have pack up his crown, and all that is to him—for he 
go far, far away from me, and for a long, long time—maybe you would 
perhaps pity me the most of all.” 

1 was touched by the tenderness of his tone, and asked why 

“Because I know!” 

And now we are all scattered; and for many a long day loneliness will sit 
over our roofs with brooding wings. Lucy lies in the tomb of her kin, a 
lordly deathhouse in a lonely churchyard, away from teeming London; 
where the air is fresh, and the sun rises over Hampstead Hill, and where 
wild flowers grow of their own accord. 

So I can finish this diary: and God only knows if I shall ever begin 
‘another. If I do, or if I even open this again, it will be to deal with different 
people and different themes; for here at the end, where the romance of 
my life is told, ere I go back to take up the thread of my lifework, I say 
sadly and without hope "finis." 


“THE WESTMINSTER GAZETTE,” 25 SEPTEMBER, 
A HAMPSTEAD MYSTERY. 


‘The neighbourhood of Hampstead is just at present ex- 
ercised with a series of events which seem to run on lines 
arallel to those of what was known to the writers of head- 
fines as "The Kensington Horror,” or “The Stabbing 
Woman,” or “The Woman in Black.” During the past two or 
three days several cases have occurred of young children 
straying from home or neglecting to return from their 
playing on the Heath. In all these cases the children were 
too young to give any properly intelligible account of them- 
selves, but the consensus of their excuses is that they had 
been with a “bloofer lady.” It has always been late in the 
evening when they have been missed, and on two occasions 
the children have not been found until early in the following 
morning. It is generally supposed in the ne 
that, as the first child missed gave as his reason for being 
away that a “bloofer lady" had asked him to come for a walk, 
the others had picked up the phrase and used itas occasion 
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served, This is the more natural as the favourite game of the 
ide ones at present is luring each other away by wiles, A 
Correspondent writes us that to see some of the tiny tots 

retereling 10 be the "bloofer lady” is supremely funny. 
Bome of or carkaturns might he ay ake a lesson an the 
irony of grotesque by comparing the reality and the picture 
irony of ETO Oar ee oE neral principles OF human’ 
mature tate “booter lady” should Be the popular rôle at 
these af fresco performances. Our correspondent naively 
Says that even Ellen Terry could not be so winningly attrac- 
tine as some of these grubby faced little children pretend— 
and even imagine themselves—to be. 

“There is however, possibly a serious side to the ques- 
tion, for some of the children, indeed all who have been 
missed at night, have been slightly tor or wounded în the 
throat, The wounds seem such as might be made bya rat or 
f'small dog, and although of not much importance indi- 
‘dually, would tend to show that whatever animal inflicts 
them has 'a system or method of ts own. The police of the 
division have been instructed to keep a sharp look-out for 
Straying children, especially when very young, in and 
Sround Hampstead Heath, anid for any stray dog which may 
te about, 


-THE WESTMINSTER GAZETTE,” 25 SEPTEMBER. 
EXTRA SPECIAL 

‘THE HAMSTEAD HORROR 

ANOTHER CHILD INJURED, 

THE “BLOOFER LADY. 


We have just received intelligence that another child, 
missed last night, was only discovered late in the mornin; 
Under a farz bush at the Shooter's Hill side of Hampstead 
Heath, which is, perhaps, less frequented than the other 
parts. It has the same tiny wound in the throat as has been 
noticed in other cases. Itwas terribly weak, and looked quite 
emaciated, It too, when partially restored, had the common, 
story to tell of being lured away by the “bloofer lady.” 


CHAPTER FOURTEEN 


MINA HARKERS JOURNAL 


23 September — Jonathan is better after a bad night. I am so glad that he 
has plenty of work to do, for that keeps his mind off the terrible things; 
and oh, I am rejoiced that he is not now weighed down with the responsi- 
bility of his new position. I knew he would be true to himself, and now how 
proud I am to see my Jonathan rising to the height of his advancement 
and keeping pace in all ways with the duties that come upon him. He will 
be away all day till late, for he said he could not lunch at home. My 
household work is done, so I shall take his foreign journal, and lock 
myself up in my room and read it, .- 

24 Seplember I hadn't the heart to write last night; that terrible record 
of Jonathan's upset me so, Poor dear! How he must have suffered, 
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whether it be true or only imagination. I wonder if there is any truth in it 
atal, Did he get his brain fever, and then write all those terrible things, or 
had he some cause for it all? I suppose I shall never know, for I dare not 


open the subject to him. . . . And yet that man we saw yesterday! He 
seemed quite certain of him... Poor fellow! I suppose it was the funeral 
upset him and sent his mind back on some train of thought. . . . He 


believes it all himself. 1 remember how on our wedding-day he said: 
“Unless some solemn duty come upon me to go back to the bitter hours, 
asleep or awake, mad or sane." There seems to be through it all some 
thread of continuity... That fearful Count was coming to London. ... IF 
itshould be, and he came to London, with his teeming millions. .., There 
may be solemn duty; and if it come we must not shrink from it. ..- I shall 
be prepared. I shall get my typewriter this very hour and begin transcrib- 
ing. Then we shall be ready for other eyes if required, And if itbe wanted; 
then, perhaps, if 1 am ready, poor Jonathan may not be upset, for I can 
speak for him and never let him be troubled or worried with it at all, If 
ever Jonathan quite gets over the nervousness he may want to tell me of it 
all, and 1 can ask him questions and find out things, and see how I may 
comfort him. 


LETTER, VAN HELSING TO MRS, HARKER. 
“Dear Madam. — 

“24 September. 

(Confidence) 


“l pray youto pardon my writing, in that lam so far friend as that I sent 
you fad news of Mis Lucy Westenra's death. By the kindness of Lord 
Godalming, I am empowered to read her letters and papers, for I am 
deeply concerned about certain matters vitally important. In them I find 
some letters from you, which show how great friends you were and how 
you love her. Oh, Madam Mina, by that love, I implore you, help me. It is 
for others’ good that I ask—to redress great wrong, and to lift much and 
terrible troubles—that may be more great than you can know. May it be 
that I see you? You can trust me. 1am friend of Dr. John Seward and of 
Lord Godalming (that was Arthur of Miss Lucy). I must keep it private for 
the present from all, I should come to Exeter to see you at once if you tell 
me | am privilege to come, and where and when, I implore your pardon, 
madam. I have read your letters to poor Lucy, and know how good you 
are and how your husband suffer; so I pray you, if it may be, enlighten. 
him not, lest it may harm, Again your pardon, and forgive me. 


“Van Heisine.’ 


‘TELEGRAM FROM MRS. HARKER TO VAN HELSING, 
25 September —Come to-day by quarter-past ten train if you 
can catch it, Can see you any time you call. Wilhelmina 
Harker.” 


MINA HARKER'S JOURNAL. 
25 Seplenber—I cannot help feeling terribly excited as the time draws 

near for the visit of Dr. Van Helsing, for somehow I expect that it will 

| throw some light upon Jonathan's sad experience; and as he attended 
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poor dear Lucy in her last illness, he can tell me all about her, That is the 
Teason of his coming; itis concerning Lucy and her sleep-walking, and not 
about Jonathan. Then I shall never know the real truth now! How silly 1 
am, That awful journal gets hold of my imagination and tinges everything 
with something of its own colour. Of course it is about Lucy. That habit 
Came back to the poor dear, and that awful night on the cliff must have 
made her ill. I had almost forgotten in my own affairs how ill she was 
afterwards, She must have told him of her sleep-walking adventure on the 
‘diff, and that I knewall about it; and now he wants me to tell him what she 
Knows, so that he may understand. T hope I did right in not saying 
anything of itto Mrs, Westenra; I should never forgive myself if any act of 
mine, were it even a negative one, brought harm on poor dear Lucy. 1 
hope, too, Dr. Van Helsing will not blame me; I have had so much trouble 
and anxiety of late that 1 feel I cannot bear more just at present. 

1 suppose a cry does us all good at times—clears the air as other rain 
does. Perhaps it was reading the journal yesterday that upset me, and 
then Jonathan went away this morning to stay away from me a whole day 
and night, the first time we have been parted since our marriage. I do 
hope the dear fellow will ake care of himself, and that nothing will occur 
to upset him, Itis two o'clock, and the doctor will be here soon now. I shall 
say nothing of Jonathan's journal unless he asks me. I am so glad I have 
typewritten out my own journal, so that, in case he asks about Lucy, lcan 
hand it to him; it will save much questioning 


Later—He has come and gone, Oh, what a strange meeting, and how it 
all makes my head whirl round! I feel like one in a dream. Can it be all 
possible, or even a part of it? If I had not read Jonathan's journal first, 1 
‘should never have accepted even a possibility. Poor, poor, dear Jonathan! 
How he must have suffered. Please the good God, all this may not upset 
him again. I shall try to save him from it; but it may be even a consolation 
anda help to him—terrible though it be and awful in its consequences—to 
know for cercain that his eyes and ears and brain did not deceive him, and 
that iis all true. It may be that itis the doubt which haunts him; that when 
the doubt is removed, no matter which—waking or dreaming—may 
prove the truth, he will be more satisfied and better able to bear the shock, 
Dr. Van Helsing must be a good man as well as a clever one if he is 
Arthur's friend and Dr. Seward's, and if they brought him all the way 
from Holland to look after Lucy. I feel from having seen him that he is 
good and kind and of a noble nature, When he comes to-morrow I shall 
ask him about Jonathan; and then, please God, all this sorrow and anxiety 
may lead to a good end. I used to think 1 would like to practice inter- 
viewing; Jonathan's friend on “The Exeter News" told him that memory 
was everything in such work—that you must be able to put down exactly 
almostevery word spoken, even if you had to refine some ofit afterwards. 
Here was a rare interview: I shall try to record it verbatim. 

Tt was half-past two o'clock when the knock came. I took my courage à 
deux mains and waited, In a few minutes Mary opened the door, and 
announced "Dr, Van Helsing.” 

rose and bowed, and he came towards me; a man of medium weight, 
strongly built, with his shoulders set back over a broad, deep chest and a 
neck well balanced on the trunk as the head is on the neck, The poise of 
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the head strikes one at once as indicative of thought and power; the head 
is noble, wellsized, broad, and large behind ihe ears ‘The face cere 
shaven, shows a hard, square chin, a large, resolute, mobile mouth, a 
good-sized nose, rather straight, but with quick, sensitive nostrils, that 
seem to broaden as the big, bushy brows come down and the mouth 
tightens. The forehead is broad and fine, rising at firstalmost straight and 
then sloping back above two bumps on ridges wide apart; sucha forehead 
that the reddish hair cannot possibly tumble over it, but falls naturally 
back and to the sides. Big, dark blue eyes are set widely apart, and are 
quick and tender or stern with the man’s moods. He said to me:— 

“Mrs, Harker, is it not?” I bowed assent. 

“That was Miss Mina Murray?” Again I assented. 

“Itis Mina Murray that I came to see that was friend of that poor dear 
child Lucy Westenra. Madam Mina, it is on account of the dead I come." 

“Sir,” [said, "you could have no better claim on me than that you were a 
friend and helper of Lucy Westenra.” And I held out my hand. He took it 
and said tenderly:— 

“Oh, Madam Mina, I knew that the friend of that poor lily girl must be 
good, but I had yet to learn—" He finished his speech with a courtly 
how. I asked him what it was that he wanted to see me about, so he at once 
began: 

“I have read your letters to Miss Lucy. Forgive me, but I had to begin to 
inquire somewhere, and there was none to ask. I know that you were with 
her at Whitby. She sometimes kept a diary—you need not look surprised, 
Madam Mina; it was begun after you had left, and was in imitation of 
you—and in that diary she traces by inference certain things to a sleep- 
walking in which she puts down that you saved her. In great perplexity 
then I come to you, and ask you out of your so much kindness to tell me all 
of it that you can remember.” 

“L can tell you, I think, Dr. Van Helsing, all about it.” 

“Oh, then you have good memory for facts, for details? It is not always 
so with young ladies.” 

“No, doctor, but T wrote it all down atthe time. I can show itto youif you 
like.” 
jh; Madam Mina, I will be grateful; you will do me much favour.” I 
could not resist the temptation of mystifying him a bit—I suppose it is 
some of the taste of the original apple that remains still in our mouths—so 
I handed him the shorthand diary. He took it with a grateful bow, and 


“May I read 
“I£ you wish,” I answered as demurely as I could. He opened it, and for 
an instant his face fell. Then he stood up and bowed. 

“Oh, you so clever woman!” he said. “I knew long that Mr. Jonathan was 
a man of much thankfulness; but see, his wife have all the good things. 
‘And will you not so much honour me and so help me as to read it for me? 
‘Alas! I know not the shorthand.” By this time my little joke was over, and I 
‘was almost ashamed; so I took the typewritten copy from my workbasket 
and handed it to him ; 

“Forgive me,” I said: "I could not help it; but I had been thinking thatit 
was of dear Lucy that you wished to ask, and so that you might not have 
time to wait—not on my account, but because I know your time must be 
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precious—I have written it out on the typewriter for you.” 

He took it and his eyes glistened. "You are so good,” he said. “And may 
1 read it now? I may want to ask you some things when I have read." 

"By all means,” I said, “read it over whilst I order lunch; and then you 
‘can aske me questions whilst we eat.” He bowed and settled himself in a 
chair with his back to the light, and became absorbed in the papers, whilst 
T went to see after lunch chiefly in order that he might not be disturbed. 
When I came back, I found him walking hurriedly up and down the 
room, his face all ablaze with excitement. He rushed up to me and took me 
by both hands. 

“Oh, Madam Mina,” he said. “how can 1 say what T owe to you? This 
paper is as sunshine. It opens the gate to me. Iam daze, I am dazzle, with 
fo much light, and yet clouds roll in behind the light every time. But that 
you do not, cannot comprehend. Oh, but I am grateful to you, you so 
dever woman, Madam"—he said this very solemnly—‘if ever Abraham 
Van Helsing can do anything for you or yours, I trust you will let me 
know. It wll be pleasure and delight if 1 may serve you as a friend; as a 
friend, but all I have ever learned, all I can ever do, shall be for you and 
those you love. There are darknesses in life, and there are lights; you are 
one of the lights. You.will have happy life and good life, and your 
husband will be blessed in you.” 

“But, doctor, you praise me too much, and—and you donot know me.” 

“Not know you—I, who am old, and who have studied all my life men 
and women; I, who have made my specialty the brain and all that belongs 
to him and all that follow from him! And I have read your diary that you 
have so goodly written for me, and which breathes out truth in every line, 
1, who have read your so sweet letter to poor Lucy of your marriage and 

four trust, not know you! Oh, Madam Mina, good women tell all their 
lives, and by day and by hour and by minute, such things that angels can 
read; and we men who wish to know have in us something of angels’ eyes. 
Your husband is noble nature, and you are noble too, for you trust, and 
trust cannot be where there is mean nature. And your husband—tell me 
of him. Is he quite well? Is all that fever gone, and is he strong and 
hearty?" I saw here an opening to ask him about Jonathan, so I said:— 

“He was almost recovered, but he has been greatly upset by Mr. Haw- 
kins’s death.” He interrrupted:— 

“Oh, yes I know, I know. I have read your last two letters.” I went on:— 

“suppose this upset him, for when we were in town on Thursday last 
he had a sort of shock.” 

A shock and after brain fever so soon! That was not good, What kind 
of a shock was it?” 

"He thought he saw some one who recalled something terrible, some- 
thing which led to his brain fever.” And here the whole thing seemed to 
overwhelm'me in a rush. The pity for Jonathan, the horror which he 
experienced, the whole fearful mystery of his diary, and the fear that has 
been brooding over me ever since, all came in a tumult. I suppose I was 
hysterical, for I threw myself on my knees and held up my hands to him, 
and implored him to make my husband well again, He took my hands and 
raised me up, and made mesit on the sofa, and sat byme; he held my hand 
in his, and said to me with, oh, such infinite sweetness: — 

'My life is a barren and lonely one, and so full of work that I have not 
had much time for friendships; but since I have been summoned to here 
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by my friend John Seward I have known so many good people and seen 
such nobility that T feel more than ever—and it has grown with my 
advancing years—the loneliness of my life, Believe, me, then, that I come 
here full of respect for you, and you have given me hope—hope, not in 
‘what I am seeking of, but thar there are good women still left to make life 
happy—good women, whose lives and whose truths may make good 
lesion forthe children that are tobe, 1am glad glad that may herebe of 
some use to you; for if your husband suffer, he suffer within the range of 
my study and experience, I promise you that I will gladly do all for him 
that I can—all to make his life strong and manly, and your life a happy 
‘one. Now you must eat, You are overwrought and perhaps over-anxious. 
Husband Jonathan would not like to see you so pale; and what he like not 
where he love, is not to his good. Therefore for his sake you must eat and, 
smile. You have told me all about Lucy, and so now we shall not speak of it, 
lest it distress. I shall stay in Exeter to-night, for I want to think much over 
what you have told me, and when I have thought I will ask you questions, 
if I may, And then, too, you will tell me of husband Jonathan's trouble so 
far äs yoi can, but not yet. You mus eat now; afterwards you shall tell me 
all’ 

‘After lunch, when we went back to the drawing-room, he said to me:— 

“And now tell me all about him.” When it came to speaking to this great 
learned man, I began to fear that he would think me a weak fool, and 
Jonathan a madman—that journal is all so strange—and 1 hesitated to go 
‘on, But he was so sweet and kind, and he had promised to help, and T 
trusted him, so I sai 

“Dr. Van Helsing, what I have to tell you is so queer that you must not 
laugh at me or at my husband. I have been since yesterday in a sort of 
fever of doubt; you must be kind to me, and not think me foolish that 1 
have even half believed some very strange things.” He reassured me by his 
manner as well as his words when be said 

“Oh, my dear, if you only know how strange is the matter regarding 
which I am here, it is you who would laugh. 1 have learned not to think 
little of any one’s belief, no matter how strange it be. I have tried to keep 
an open mind; and it is not the ordinary things of life that could close it, 
but the strange things, the extraordinary things, the things that make one 
doubt if they be mad or sane.” 

"Thank you, thank you, a thousand times! You have taken a weight off 
my mind. Ifyou willlet me, I shall give you a paper to read. Itis long, but I 
have typewritten it out. It will tell you my trouble and Jonathan's, It is the 
copy of his journal when abroad, and all that happened. I dare not say 
anything of it; you will read for yourself and judge, And then when I see 
you, perhaps, you will be very kind and tell me what you think.” 

"i promise,” he said as I gave him the papers; “I shallin the morning, so 
soon as I can, come to see you and your husband, if I may.” 

“Jonathan will be here at half-past eleven, and you must come to lunch 
with us and see him then; you could catch the quick 9:34 train, which will 
Jeave you at Paddington before eight.” He was surprised at my knowledge 
of the trains off-hand, but he does not know that 1 have made up all the 
trains to and from Exeter, so that I may help Jonathan in case he is in a 
hurry. 

"So he took the papers with him and wentaway, and Isit here thinking— 

` thinking I don't know what. 


a 
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LETTER (BY HAND) FROM VAN HELSING TO MRS. 
HARKER. 


“Dear Madam Mina, — 
“25 September, 6 o'clock- 


“I have read your husband's so wonderful diary. You may sleep without 
doubt. Strange and terrible as it ìs, itis rue! I will pledge my life on it. It 
may be worse for others; but for him and you there is no dread. He is a 
noble fellow; and let me tell you from experience of men, that one who 
would do as he did in going down that wall and to that room—ay, and 
going a second time—is not one to be injured in permanence by a shock. 
His brain and his heart are all right; this I swear, before I have even seen 
him; so be at rest. I shall have much to ask him of other things. 1 am 
blessed that to-day I come to see you, for I have learn all at once so much 
that again I am dazzle—dazzle more than ever, and 1 must think. 


“Yours the most faithful, 
BRAHAM VAN HELSIN 


LETTER FROM MRS, HARKER TO VAN HELSING, 


"My dear Dr. Van Helsing — 
“25 September, 6:30 rt. 


“A thousand thanks for your kind letter, which has taken a great weight 
off my mind. And yet, if it be true, what terrible things there are in the 
world, and what an awful thing if that man, that monster, be really in 
London! I fear to think. I have this moment, whilst writing, had a wire 
from Jonathan, saying that he leaves by the 6:25 to-night from Launces- 
ton and will be here at 10:18, so that I shall have no fear to-night, Will you, 
therefore, instead of lunching with us, please come to breakfast at eight 
o'clock, if this be not too early for you? You can get away, if you are in a 
hurry, by the 10:30 train, which will bring you to Paddington by 2:35. Do 
not answer this, as I shall take it that, if 1 do not hear, you will come to 
breakfast. 


“Believe me, 
“Your faithful and grateful friend, 
"Mina HARKE 


JONATHAN HARKERS JOURNAL 


26 September.—I thought never to write in this diary again, but the time 
has come. When I got home last night Mina had supper ready, and when 
we had supped she told me of Van Helsing's visit, and of her having given 
him the two diaries copied out, and of how anxious she has been about 
me. She showed me in the doctor's letter that all I wrote down was true; It 
seems to have made a new man of me, It was the doubt as to the reality of 
the whole thing that knocked me over. I felt impotent, and in the dark, 
and distrustful. But, now that I know, Lam not afraid, even of the Count. 
He has succeeded afterall, then, in his design in getting to London, and it 
was he I saw, He has got younger, and how? Van Helsing is the man to 
unmask him and hunt him out, if he is anything like what Mina says. We 
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sat late, and talked itall over. Mina is dressing, and 1 shall call at the hotel 
in a few minutes and bring him over. . . . 

He was, I think, surprised to'see me. When I came into the room where 
he was, and introduced myself, he took me by the shoulder, and turned 
my face round to the light, and said, after a sharp scrutiny:— 

“But Madam Mina told me you were ill, that you had had a shock." It 
was so funny to hear my wife called “Madam Mina” by this kindly, 
strong-faced old man. 1 smiled, and said:— 

“I was ill, I have had a shock; but you have cured me already." 

‘And how?" 

“By your letter to Mina last night. I was in doubt, and then everything 
took a hue of unreality, and I did not know what to trust, even the 
evidence of my own senses. Not knowing what to trust, I did not know 
‘what to do; and so had only to keep on working in what had hitherto been 
the groove of my life, The groove ceased to avail me, and I mistrusted 
myself, Doctor, you don't know what it is to doubt everything, even 
yourself, No, you don't; you couldn't with eyebrows like yours.” He 
seemed pleased, and laughed as he said:— 

“So! You are physiognomist. I learn more here with each hour. I am 
with so much pleasure coming to you to breakfast; and, oh, sir, you will 

ardon praise from an old man, but you are blessed in your wife." I would 

nen toi goon pratieg Mins far aday, so simply nodded and stood 
silent. 

"Sheis one of God's women, fashioned by His own hand to show us men. 
and other women that there is a heaven where we can enter, and that its 
light can be here on earth. So true, so sweet, so noble, so little an egoist— 
and that, let me tell you, is much in this age, so sceptical and selfish, And 
you, sir—I have read all the letters to poor Miss Lucy, and some of them 
Speak of you, so I know you since some days from the knowing of others; 
but I have seen your true self since last night. You will give me your hand, 
will you not? And let us be friends for all our lives. 

We shook hands, and he was so earnest and so kind that it made me 
quite choky. 

“And now,” he said, “may I ask you for some more help? I have a great 
task to do, and at the beginning itis to know. You can help me here, Can 
you tell me what went before your going to Transylvania? Later on I may 
ask more help, and of a different kind; but at first this will do.” 

“Look here, sir," I said, “does what you have to do concern the Count?’ 

“Tt does,” he said solemnly. 

“Then I'am with you heart and soul, As you go by the 10:80 train, you 
will not have time to read them; but I shall get the bundle of papers. You 
can take them with you and read them in the train.” 

"After breakfast I saw him to the station. When we were parting he 


erhaps you will come to town if I send to you, and take Madam Mina 
100." 

“We shall both come when you will," I said. 

Thad got him the morning papers and the London papers of the 

revious night, and while we were talking at the carriage window, waiting 
For the train to start, he was turning them over. His eyes suddenly seemed 
to catch something in one of them, “The Westminster Gazette”—1 knew it 
by the colour—and he grew quite white, He read something intently, 
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groaning to himself: “Mein Gott! Mein Gott! So soon! so soon!” I do not 
think he remembered me at the moment, Just then the whistle blew, and 
the train moved off. This recalled him to himself, and he leaned out of the 
window and waved his hand, calling out: "Love to Madam Mina; 1 shall 
‘write so soon as ever T can.” 


DR. SEWARD'S DIARY. 


26 September —Truly there is no such thing as finality. Nota week since 
I said “Finis,” and yet here I am starting fresh again, or rather going on 
with the same record, Until this afternoon I had no cause to think of what 
is done. Renfield had become, toall intents, as sane as he ever was. He was 
already well ahead with his fly business; and he had just started in the 
spider line also; so he had not been of any trouble to me. I had a letter 
from Arthur, written on Sunday, and from it I gather that he is bearing 
up wonderfully well. Quincey Morris is with him, and that is much of a 
help, for he himself is a bubbling well of good spirits. Quincey wrote me a 
line too, and from him I hear that Arthur is beginning to recover some- 
thing of his old buoyancy; so as to them all my mind is at rest, As for 
myself, I was settling down to my work with the enthusiasm which I used 
to have for it, so that I might fairly have said that the wound which poor 
Lucy left on me was becoming cicatrised. Everything is, however, now 
reopened; and what is to be the end God only knows. 1 have an idea that 
Van Helsing thinks he knows, too, but he will only let out enough at atime 
to whet curiosity, He went to Exeter yesterday, and stayed there all night, 
To-day he came back, and almost bounded into the room at about half- 
past five o'clock, and thrust last night's "Westminster Gazette” into my 
hand. 

“What do you think of that?" he asked as he stood back and folded his 

Looked over the paper, for I really did not know what he meant; but he 
took it from me and pointed out a paragraph about children being 
decoyed away at Hampstead. It did not convey much to me, until 1 
reached a passage where it described small punctured wounds on their 
throats, An idea struck me, and I looked up. “Well?” he said. 

is like poor Lucy's.” 
“And what do you make of it?" 

“Simply that there is some cause in common. Whatever it was that 
injured her has injured them.” I did not quite understand his answer:— 

"That is true indirectly, but not directly.” 

“How do you mean, Professor?" Lasked. I wasa little inclined to take his 
seriousness lightly—for, after all, four days of rest and freedom from 
burning, harrowing anxiety does help to restore one’s spirits—but when I 
saw his face, it sobered me. Never, even in the midst of our despair about 
poor Lucy, had he looked more stern, 

Isaid. “I can hazard no opinion. I do not know what to think, 
and I have no data on which to found a conjecture.” 

“Do you mean to tell me, friend John, that you have no suspicion as to 
phat poor Lucy died of; not after all the hint given, not only by events, 

ut by me?" 

“Of nervous prostration following on great loss or waste of blood." 

“And how the blood lost or waste?” I shook my head, He stepped over 
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and sat down beside me, and went on 
“You are a clever man, friend John; you reason well, and your wit is 
bold; but you are too jdiced You cee eine ee re 
ears hear, and that which is outside your daily life is not of account to you, 
Do you not think that there are things which you cannot understand, and 
yet which are; that some people see thing that others cannot? But there 
are things old and new which must not be contemplate by men’s eyes, 
because they know—or think they know—some things which other men 
have told them, Ah, itis the fault of our science that it wants to explain all; 
and if itexplain not, then it says there is nothing to explain. But yet we see 
around us every day the growth of new beliefs, which think themselves 
nd which are yet but the old, which pretend to be young—like the 
fine ladies at the opera. I suppose now you do not believe in corporeal 
transference. No? Nor in materialisation. No? Nor in astral bodies. No? 
Nor in the reading of thought. No? Nor in hypnotism—" 
“Yes,” L said. “Charcot has proved that pretty well” He smiled as he 
“Then you are satisfied as to it. Yes? And of course then you 
understand how it act, and can follow the mind of the great Charcot—alas 
that he is no more!—into the very soul of the patient that he influence 
No? Then, friend John, am I to take it that you simply accept fact, and are 
satisfied to let from premise to conclusion be a blank? No? ‘Then tell 
me—for I am student of the brain—how you accept the hypnotism and 
reject the thought reading, Let me tell you, my friend, that there are 
things done to-day in electrical science which would have been deemed 
unholy by the very men who discovered electricity—who would them- 
selves not so long before have been burned as wizards, There are always 
mysteries in life. Why was it that Methuselah lived nine hundred years, 
and ‘Old Parr’ one hundred and sixty-nine, and yet that poor Lucy, with 
four men’s blood in her poor veins, could not live even one day? For, had 
she live one more day, we could have save her. Do you know all the 
‘mystery of life and death? Do you know the altogether of comparative 
anatomy and can say wherefore the qualities of brutes are in some men, 
and not in others? Can you tell me why, when other spiders die small and 
‘soon, that one great spider lived for centuries in the tower of the old 
Spanish church and grew and grew, till, on descending, he could drink 
the oil of all the church lamps? Can you tell me why in the Pampas, ay and 
elsewhere, there are bats that come at night and open the veins of cattle 
‘and horses and suck dry their veins; how in some islands of the Western 
Seas there are bats which hang on the trees all day, and those who have 
seen describe as like giant nuts or pods, and that when the sailors sleep on 
the deck, because that itis hot, flit down on them, and then—and then in 
the morning are found dead men, white as even Miss Lucy was?” 
“Goad God, Professor!" I said, starting up. “Do you mean to tell me that 
Lucy was bitten by such a bat; and that such a thing is here in London in 
the nineteenth century?” He waved his hand for silence, and went on:— 
“Can you tell me why the tortoise lives more long than generations of 
men; why the elephant goes on and on till he have seen dynasties; and why 
the parrot never die only of bite of cat or dog or other complaint? Can you 
tell me why men believe in all ages and places that there are some few who 
live on always if they be permit; that there are men and women who 
cannot die? Weall know—becauise science has vouched for the fact—that 
there have been toads shut up in rocks for thousands of years, shut in one 
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30 small hole that only hold him since the youth of the world. Can you tell 
me how the Indian fakir can make himself to die and have been buried, 
and his grave sealed and corn sowed on it, and the corn reaped and be cut 
and sown and reaped and cut again, and then men come and take the 
unbroken seal and that there lie the Indian fakir, not dead, but that rise 
up and walk amongst them as before?” Here I interrupted him. I was 
getting bewildered; he so crowded on my mind his list of nature's eccen- 
tricities and possible possibilites that my imagination was getting fired. 1 
had a dim idea that he was teaching me some lesson, as long ago he used to 
doin his study at Amsterdam; but he used then to tell me the thing, so that 
T could have the object of thought in mind all the time. But now I was 
without this help, yet I wanted to follow him, so I said:— 

rofessor, let me be your pet student again. Tell me the thesis, so that I 
may apply your knowledge as you go on. At present I am going in my 
mind from point to point as a madman, and not a sane one, follows an 
idea. I feel like a novice lumbering through a bog in a mist, jumping from 
fone tussock to another in the mere blind effort to move on without 
knowing where I am going,” 

“That is good image,” he said. “Well, I shall tell you, My thesis is this: T 
want you to believe.” 

“To believe what?" 

“To believe in things that you cannot. Let me illustrate. I heard once of 
an American who so defined faith: ‘that faculty which enables us to 
believe things which we know to be untrue.’ For one, I follow that man. He 
‘meant that we shall have an open mind, and not let a little bit of truth 
check the rush of a big truth, like a small rock does a railway truck. We get 
the small truth first. Good! We keep him, and we value him; but all the 
same we must not let him think himself all the truth in the universe, 

“Then you want me not to let some previous conviction injure the 
receptivity of my mind with regard to some strange matter. Do I read 
your lesson aright?” 

"Ah, you are my favourite pupil still. It is worth to teach you, Now that 
youare willing to understand, you have taken the first step to understand, 
You think then that those so small holes in the children’s throats were 
made by the same that made the hole in Miss Lucy?’ 

“I suppose so.” He stood up and said solemnly: 
ta, Then you are wrong. Oh, would it were so! Butalas no. Itis worse, far, 

“In God's name, Professor Van Helsing, what do you mean?” T cried. 

He threw himself with a despairing gesture into a chair, and placed 
elbows on the table, covering his face with his hands as he spoke:— 

“They were made by Miss Lucy!” 


CHAPTER FIFTEEN 


DR. SEWARD'S DIARY— & 


For a while sheer anger mastered me; it was as if he had during her life 


seruck Lucy on the face. T smote the table hard and rose up as 1 said to 


tinued. 
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"Dr. Van Helsing, are you mad?” He raised his head and looked at me, 
and somehow the tenderness of his face calmed me at once. “Would I 
were!" he said. "Madness were easy to bear compared with truth like this, 
Oh, my friend, why, think you, did I go so far round, why take so long to 
tell you so simple a thing? Was it because I hate you and have hated youall 
my life? Was it because I wished to give you pain? Was it that I wanted, 
now so late, revenge for that time when you saved my life, and from a 
fearful death? Ah no!" 


“Forgi 

“My friend, it was because L wished to be gentle in the breaking to you, 
for I know you have loved that so sweet lady. But even yet I do not expect 
you to believe, It is so hard to accept at once any abstract truth, that we 
may doubt such to be possible when we have always believed the ‘no’ of it; 
itis more hard still to accept so sad a concrete truth, and of such a one as 
Miss Lucy. To-night I go to prove it. Dare you come with me?” 

‘This staggered me. A man does not like to prove such a truth. Byron 
excepted from the category, jealousy. 


“And prove the very truth he most abhorred.” 


He saw my hesitation and spoke:— 

"The logic issimple, no madman’s logic this time, jumping from tussock 
to tussock ina misty bog. Ifit be not true, then proof will be relief; at worst 
it will not harm. If it be true! Ah, there is the dread; yet very dread should 
help my cause, for in it is some need of belief. Come, I tell you what I 
propose: first, that we go off now and see that child in the hospital. Dr. 
Vincent, of the North Hospital, where the papers say the child is, is friend 
of mine, and I think of yourssince you were in class at Amsterdam. He will 
Jet two scientists see his case, if he will not let two friends, We shall tell him 
nothing, but only that we wish to learn. And then—" 

“And then?” He took a key from his pocket and held it up. “And then 
we spend the night, you and 1, in the churchyard where Lucy lies. This is 
the key that lock the tomb. T had it from the coffin-man to giveto Arthur.” 
My heart sank within me, for I felt that there was some fearful ordeal 
before us. [could do nothing, however, so I plucked up what heart I could 
and said that we had better hasten, as the afternoon was passing. 

We found the child awake. It had had a sleep and taken some food, and 
altogether was going on well, Dr. Vincent took the bandage from its 
throat, and showed us the punctures. There was no mistaking the similar- 
ity to those which had been on Lucy's throat. They were smaller, and the 
edges looked fresher; that was all. We asked Vincent to whathe attributed 
them, and he replied that it must have been a bite of some animal, perhaps 
‘a rat; bur, for his own part, he was inclined to think that it was one of the 
bats which are so numerous on the northern heights of London. "Out of 
so many harmless ones,” he said, "there may be some wild specimen from 
the South ofa more malignant species. Some sailor may have brought one 
home, and it managed to escape; or even from the Zoological Gardens a 
young one may have got loose, or one be bred there from a vampire. 
X hese things do occur, you know. Only ten days ago a wolf got out, and 
was, I believe, traced up in this direction. For a week after, the children 
Were playing nothing but Red Riding Hood on the Heath and in every 
Miey in the place until this ‘bloofer lady’ scare came along, since when it 
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has been quite a galatime with them. Even this poor little mite, when he 
woke up to-day, asked the nurse if he might go away. When sheasked him 
why he wanted to go, he said he wanted to play with the ‘bloofer lady.” 

“I hope," said Van Helsing, “that when you are sending the child home 
you will caution its parents to keep strict wtch over it. These fancies to 
stray are most dangerous; and if the child were to remain out another 
night, it would probably be fatal. But in any case I suppose you will not let 

away for some days?” 

“Certainly not, not for a week at least longer if the wound is not 
healed.’ 

‘Our visit to the hospital took more time than we had reckoned on, and 
the sun had dipped before we came out. When Van Helsing saw how dark 
it was, he said:— 

“There is no hurry. It is more late than I thought. Come, let us seek 
somewhere that we may eat, and then we shall go on our way.” 

‘We dined at “Jack Straw’s Castle” along with a little crowd of bicyclists 
and others who were genially noisy. About ten o'clock we started from the 
inn. It was then very dark, and the scattered lamps made the darkness 
greater when we were once outside their individual radius, The Professor 
had evidently noted the road we were to go, for he went on unhesitating- 

mnt, as for me, I was in quite a mixup as to locality. As we went further, 
we met fewer and fewer people, till at last we were somewhat surprised 
when we met even the patrol of horse police going their usual suburban 
round. At last we reached the wall of the churchyard, which we climbed 
over. With some little difficulty—for it was very dark, and the whole place 
seemed so strange to us—we found the Westenra tomb. The Professor 
took the key, opened the creaky door, and standing back, politely, but 
quite unconsciously, motioned me to precede him. There was a delicious 
irony in the offer, in the courtliness of giving preference on such a ghastly 
occasion, My companion followed me quickly, and cautiously drew the 
door to, after carefully ascertaining that the lock was a falling, and not a 
spring, one. In the latter case we should have been in a bad plight. Then 
he fumbled in his bag, and taking out a matchbox and a piece of candle, 
proceeded to make a light. The tomb in the day-time, and when wreathed 
with fresh flowers, had looked grim and gruesome enough; but now, 
some days afterwards, when the flowers hung lank and dead, their whites 
turning torustand their greens to browns; when the spider and the beetle 
had resumed their accustomed dominance; when time-discoloured stone, 
and dust-encrusted mortar, and rusty, dank iron and tarnished brass, and 
clouded silver-plating gave back the feeble glimmer of acandle, the effect 
was more miserable and sordid than could have been imagined. It con- 
veyed irresistibly the idea that life—animal life—was not the only thing 
which could pass away. 

‘Van Helsing went about his work systematically. Holding his candle so 
that he could read the coffin plates, and so holding it that the s 
dropped in white patches which congealed as they touched the metal, he 
made assurance of Lucy's coffin. Another search in his bag and he took 
out a turnscrew. 

“What are you going to do?” I asked 

“To open the coffin. You shall yet be convinced.” Straightway he began 
taking out the screws, and finally lifted off the lid, showing the casing of 
lead beneath. The sight was almost too much for me. It seemed to be as 
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much an affront to the dead as it would have been to have stripped off her 

clothing in her sleep whilst living; I actually took hold of his and to stop 
him. He only said: "You shall see,” and again fumbling in his bag, took out 
a tiny fret-saw. Striking the turnscrew through the lead with a swift 
downward stab, which made me wince, he made a small hole, whìch was, 
however, big enough to admit the point of the saw. I had expected a rush 
of gas from the week-old corpse. We doctors, who have had to study our 
dangers, have to become accustomed to such things, and I drew back 
towards the door. But the Professor never stopped for a moment; he 
sawed down a couple of feet along one side ofthe lead coffin, and then 
across, and down the other side. Taking the edge of the loose flange, he 
bent it back toward the foot of the coffin, and holding up the candle into 
the aperture, motioned to me to look, 

1 drew near and looked. The coffin was empty. 

It was certainly a surprise to me, and gave me a considerable shock, but 
Van Helsing was unmoved. He was now more sure than ever of his 
ground, and so emboldened to proceed in his task. “Are you satisfied 
now, friend John?” he asked. 

1 felt all the dogged argumentativeness of my nature awake within me 
as I answered him:— 

“T am satisfied that Lucy's body isnot in that coffin; but that only proves 
one thing.” 

“And what is that, friend John?" 

“That it is not there 

“That is good ogi” he said, “so far as ir goes. But how do you—how 
can you—account for it not being there? 

“Perhaps a body-snatcher,” I suggested. "Some of the undertaker's 
people may have stolen it.” I felt that 1 was speaking folly, and yet it was 
the only real cause which I could suggest. The Professor sighed. “Ah 
well!” he said, “we must have more proof. Come with me.” 

He put on the coffin-lid again, gathered up all his things and placed 
them in the bag, blew out the light, and placed the candle also in the bag. 
We opened the door, and went out. Behind us he closed the door and 
locked it, He handed me the key, saying: “Will you keep it? You had better 
be assured,” I laughed—it was not a very cheerful laugh, 1 am bound to 
sayas I motioned him to keepit."A key is nothing,” I said; “there maybe 
duplicates, and anyhow itis not difficult to pick a lock of that kind.” He 
said nothing, but put the key in his pocket. Then he told me to watch at 
‘One side of the churchyard whilst he would watch at the other. I took up 
my place behind a yew-tree, and I saw his dark figure move until the 
intervening headstones and trees hid it from my sight. 

Te was a lonely vigil. Just after 1 had taken my place I heard a distant 
cock strike twelve, and in time came one and two: I was chilled and 
Unnerved, and angry with the Professor for taking me on such an errand 
‘and with myself for coming. 1 was too cold and too sleepy to be keenly 
Observant, and not sleepy enough to betray my trust; so altogether I had a 
dreary, miserable time. 

‘Suddenly, as I turned round, I thought I saw something like a white 
streak, moving between two dark yew-trees at the side of the churchyard 
farthest from the tomb; at the same time a dark mass moved from the 
Professor's side of the ground, and hurriedly went towards it. Then I too 
moved; but I had to go round headstones and railed-off tombs, and 1 
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stumbled over graves. The sky was overcast, and somewhere far of an 
early cock crew. A little way off, beyond a line of scattered juniper-trees, 
which marked the pathway to the church, a white, dim figure flitted in the 
direction of the tomb. The tomb itself was hidden by trees, and I could not 
see where the figure disappeared. I heard the rustle of actual movement 
where I had first seen the white figure, and coming over, found the 
Professor holding in his arms a tiny child, When he saw me he held it out 
tome, and said— 

“Are you satisfied now?” 

“No,” I said, in a way that I felt was aggressive, 

“Do you not see the child?” 

“Yes, it is a child, but who brought it here? And is it wounded?" 1 
asked." We shall see,” said the Professor, and with one impulse we took 
‘our way out of the churchyard, he carrying the sleeping child. 

‘When we had got some little distance away, we went into a clump of 
trees, and struck a match, and looked atthe child’s throat, It was without a 
scratch or scar of any kind. 

‘Was 1 right?" I asked triumphantly. 
‘We were just in time,” said the Professor thankfully. 
We had now to decide what we were to do with the child, and so 
consulted about it. If we were to take it to a police-station we should have 
to give some account of our movements during the night; at least, we 
should have had to make some statement as to how we had come to find 
the child, So finally we decided that we would take it to the Heath, and 
when we heard a policeman coming, would leave it where he could not fail 
To find its we would then sesk our way bome as quictlyaswe couch All Fell 
out well. At the edge of Hampstead Heath we heard a policeman’s heavy 
tramp; and laying the child on the pathway, we waited and watched until 
he saw itas he flashed his lantern to and fro. We heard his exclamation of 
astonishment, and then we went away silently. By good chance we got a 
cab near the "Spaniards," and drove to town. 

T cannot sleep, so I make this entry. But I must try to get a few hours’ 
sleep, as Van Helsing isto call for me at noon. He insists that I shall go with 
him on another expedition. 


27 September —It was two o'clock before we found a suitable opportun- 
ity for our attempt. The funeral held at noon was all completed, and the 
last stragglers of the mourners had taken themselves lazily away, when, 
looking carefully from behind a clump of alder-trees, we saw the sexton 
lock the gate after him. We knew then that we were safe till morning did 
we desire it; but the Professor told me that we should not want more than 
an hour at most. Again I felt that horrid sense of the reality of things, in 
which any effort of imagination seemed out of place; and I realised 
distinctly the perils of the law which we were incurring in our unhallowed 
work, Besides, I felt it was all so useless. Outrageous as it was to open a 
leaden coffin, to see if a woman dead nearly a week were really dead, it 
now seemed the height of folly to open the tomb again, when we knew, 
from the evidence of our own eyesight, that the coffin was empty. I 
shrugged my shoulders, however, and rested silent, for Van Helsing had 
away of going on his own road, no matter who remonstrated. He took the 
key, opened the vault, and again courteously motioned me to precede. 
‘The place was not so gruesome as last night, but oh, how unutte: 

‘mean-looking when the sunshine streamed in, Van Helsing walked over 
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to Lucy's coffin, and 1 followed. He bent over and again forced back the 
leaden flange; and then a shock of surprise and dismay shot through me. 

‘There lay Lucy, seemingly just as we had seen her the night before her 
funeral, She was, if possible, more radiantly beautiful than ever; and 1 
could not believe that she was dead. The lips were red, nay redder than 
before: and on the cheeks was a delicate bloom. 

“Is this a juggle?" I said to him, 

“Are you convinced now?" said the Professor in response, and as he 
spoke he put over his hand, and in a way'that made me shudder, pulled 
back the dead lips and showed the white teeth. 

“Sce,” he went on, “see, they are even sharper than before. With this 
and this!’—and he touched one of the canine teeth and that below it—"the 
little children can be bitten. Are you of belief now, friend John?" Once 
more, argumentative hostility woke within me. T could not accepesuch an 
‘overwhelming idea as he suggested; so, with an attempt to argue of which 
1 was even at the moment ashamed, I said:— 

"She may have been placed here since last night.” 

“Indeed? That is so, and by whom: 

“I do not know. Some one has done it. 

“And yet she has been dead one week. Most peoples in that time would 
not look so.” 1 had no answer for this, so was silent. Van Helsing did not 
seem to notice my silence; at any rate, he showed neither chagrin nor 
triumph. He was looking intently at the face of the dead woman, raising 
the eyelids and looking at the eyes, and once more opening the lips and 
examining the teeth. Then he turned to me and sai 

“Here, there is one thing which is different from all recorded; here is 
some dual life that is not as the common, She was bitten by the vampire 
when she was in a trance, sleep-walking—oh, you start; you do not know 
that, friend John, but you shall know it all later—and in trance could he 
best come to take more blood. In trance she died, and in trance she is 
Un-Dead, too. So it is that she differ from all other. Usually when the 
Un-Dead sleep at home"—as he spoke he made a comprehensive sweep of 
his arm to designate what to a vampire was “home 


'—"their face show 
what they are, but this so sweet that was when she not Un-Dead she go 
back to the nothings of the common dead. There is no malign there, see, 
and so it make hard that I must kill her in her sleep.” This turned my 
blood cold, and it began to dawn upon me that I was accepting Van 
Helsing’s theories; but if she were really dead, what was there of terror in 
the idea of killing her? He looked up at me, and evidently saw the change 
in my face, for he said almost joyously:— 

“Ah, you believe now? 

Lanswered: “Do not press me too hard all at once. Lam willing to accept. 
How will you do this bloody work?” 

“shall cut off her head and fill her mouth with garlic, and I shall drive 
a stake through her body.” It made me shudder to think of so mutilating 
the body of the woman whom I had loved. And yet the feeling was not so 
strong as I had expected. 1 was, in fact, beginning to shudder at the 

resence of this being, this Un-Dead, as Van Helsing called it, and to 
loathe it, Is it possible that love is all subjective, or all objective? 

I waited a considerable time for Van Helsing to begin, but he stood as 
wrapped in thought, Presently he closed the catch of his bag with a snap, 
and said:-— 

“I have been thinking, and have made up my mind asto what is best. IFI 
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did simply follow my inclining I would do now, at this moment, what is to 
be done; but there are other things to follow, and things that are thousand 
times more difficult in that them we do not know. This is simple. She have 
Yet no life taken, though that is of time; and to act now would be to take 
danger from her for ever. But then we may have to want Arthur, and how 
shall we tell him of this? 1f you, who saw the wounds on Lucy's throat, and 
‘saw the wounds so similar on the child's at the hospital; if you, whosaw the 
coffin empty last night and full to-day with a woman who have not change 
‘only to be more rose and more beautiful in a whole week, after she die—if 
you know of this and know of the white figure last night that brought the 
child to the churchyard, and yet of your own senses you did not believe, 
how, then, can I expect Arthur, who know none of those things, to 
believe? He doubted me when 1 took him from her kiss when she was 
dying. I know he has forgiven me because in some mistaken idea I have 
done things that prevent him say good-bye as he ought; and he may think 
that in some more mistaken idea this woman was buried alive; and that in 
most mistake of all we have killed her. He will then argue back that itis we, 
mistaken ones, that have killed her by our ideas; and so he will be much 
unhappy always. Yet he never can be sure; and that is the worstof all. And 
he will sometimes think that she he loved was buried alive, and that will 
paint his dreams with horrors of what she must have suffered; and again, 
he will think that we may be right, and that his so beloved was, after all, an 
Un-Dead. No! I told him once, and since then I learn much, Now, since 1 
know itisall rue, a hundred thousand times more do I know that he must 
pass through the bitter waters to reach the sweet. He, poor fellow, must 
have one hour that will make the very face of heaven grow black to him; 
then we can act for good all round and send him peace. My mind is made 
up. Let us go. You return home for to-night to your asylum, and see that 
albe well. As for me, I shall spend the night here in this churchyard in my 
‘own way. To-morrow night you will come to me to the Berkeley Hotel at 
ten of the clock, I shall send for Arthur to come too, and also that so fine 
young man of America that gave his blood. Later we shall have work to do. 
Tcome with you so far as Piccadilly and there dine, for I must be back here 
before the sun set.” 

So we locked the tomb and came away, and got over the wall of the 
churchyard, which was not much of a task, and drove back to Piccadilly. 


NOTE LEFT BY VAN HELSING IN HIS PORTMANTEAU, 
BERKELEY HOTEL, DIRECTED TO JOHN SEWARD, M.D, 


(at delivered) 
“Friend John — 
*27 September. 


“I write this in case anything should happen. I go alone to watch in that 
churchyard. It pleases me that the Un-Dead, Miss Lucy, shall not leave 
to-night, that so on the morrow night she may be more eager. Therefore L 
shall fix some things she like not—garlic and a crucifix—and so seal up the 
door of the tomb, She is young as Un-dead, and will heed, Moreover, 
these ate only to prevent her coming out; they may not prevail on her 
wanting to get in; for then the Un-Dead is desperate, and must find the 
line of least resistance, whatsoever it may be. 1 shall he at hand all the night 
from sunset tillafter thesunrise, and if there be aught that maybelearned 
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Ishall learn it. For Miss Lucy or from her, Ihave no fear; but that other to 
whom is there that she is Un-Dead, he have now the power to seek her 
tomb and find shelter, He is cunning, as I know from Mr, Jonathan and 
from the way that all along he have fooled us when he played with us for 
Miss Lucy's life, and we lost; and in many ways the Un-Dead are strong. 
He have always the strength in his hand of twenty men; even we four who 
gave our strength to Miss Lucy italsoisallto him. Besides, he can summon 
his wolf and I know not what. So if it be that he come thither on this night 
he shall find me; but none other shall—aintil it be too late. But it may be 
that he will not attempt the place. There is no reason why he should; his 
hunting ground is more full of game than the churchyard where the 
Un-Dead woman sleep and the one old man watch. 
“If it be so, farewell. 


“Van Hexsinc.” 
DR SEWARD'S DIARY. 


28 September —It is wonderful what a good night's sleep will do for one. 
Yesterday I was almost willing to accept Van Helsing’s monstrous ideas; 
but now they seem to start out lurid before me as outrages on common 
sense. I have no doubt that he believes itall. 1 wonder if his mind can have 
become in any way unhinged. Surely there must be some rational explana- 
tion of all these mysterious things, Is it possible that the Professor can 
have done it himself? He is so abnormally clever that if he went off his 
head he would carry out his intent with regard to some fixed idea in a 
wonderful way. I am loath to think it, and indeed it would be almost as 
great a marvel as the other to find that Van Helsing was mad; but anyhow 
T shall watch him carefully. 1 may get some light on the mystery. 


29 September, morning... Last night, ata little before ten o'clock, Arthur 
and Quincey came into Van Helsing’s room; he told us all that he wanted 
us to do, but especially addressing himself to Arthur, as if all our wills 
were centred in his, He began by saying that he hoped we would all come 
With him too, “for,” he said, “there is a grave duty to be done there. You 
Were doubtless surprised at my letter?” This query was directly addressed 
to Lord Godalming. 

“I was, It rather upset me for a bit, There has been so much trouble 
around my house of late that I could do without any more, I have been 
curious, too, as to what you mean, Quincey and I talked it over; but the 
more we talked, the more puzzled we got, till now I can say for myself that 
Tm about up a tree as to any meaning about anything.” 

“Me too,” said Quincey Morris laconically. 

"Oh," said the Professor, “then you are nearer the beginning, both of 
you, than friend John here, who has to go a long way back before he can 
even get so far as to begin.” 

Tt was evident that he recognised my return to my old doubting frame 
of mind without saying a word. Then, turning to the other two, he said 
ch intense gravity:— 

want your permission to do what I think good this night. Itis, I know, 
much to ask; and when you know what itis I propose to do you will know, 
and only then, how much. Therefore may I ask that you promise me in 
the dark, so that afterwards, though you may be angry with me for a 
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time—I must not disguise from myself the possibility that such may 
‘be—you shall not blame yourselves for anything: 

“That's frank anyhow,” broke in Quincey, “I'l answer for the Profes- 
sor. I don't quite see his drift, but I swear he's honest; and that's good 
enough for me.” 

“I thank you, sir,” said Van Helsing proudly. “I have done myself the 
honour of counting you one trusting friend, and such endorsement is 
dear to me” He held out a hand, which Quincey took. 

Then Arthur spoke out:— F 

“Dr. Van Helsing, { don't quite like to “buy a pig in a poke,’ as they say in 
Scotland, and if it be anything in which my honour as a gentleman or my 
faith as a Christian is concerned, I cannot make such a promise. Ifyou can 
assure me that what you intend does not violate either of these two, then I 
give my consent at once; though for the life of me, I cannot understand 
what you are driving at.” 

“Taccept your limitation,” said Van Helsing, “and all I ask of you is that 
if you feel it necessary to condemn any act of mine, you will first consider 
it well and be satisfied that it does not violate your reservations.” 

“Agreed!” said Arthur; “that is only fair. And now that the pourparlers 
are over, may I ask what itis we are to do: 

“I want you to come with me, and to come in secret, tothe churchyard at 
Kingstead. 

Arthur's face fell as he said in an amazed sort of way:— 

“Where poor Lucy is buried?” The Professor bowed, Arthur went on: 
“And when there?” 

“To enter the tomb!” Arthur stood up. 

“Professor, are you in earnest; or isit some monstrous joke? Pardon me, 
[see that you are in earnest." He sat down again, but I could see that he sat 
firmly and proudly, as one who is on his dignity. There was silence until 
he asked again 

“And when in the tomb?” 

'o open the coffin." 
his is too much!” he said, angrily rising again. “I am willing to be 
patient in all things that are reasonable; but in this—this desecration of 
the grave—of one who—" He fairly choked with indignation, The Profes- 
sor looked pityingly at him, 

“If 1 could spare you one pang, my poor friend," he said, "God knows T 
would, But this night our feet must tread in thorny paths; or later, and for 
ever, the feet you love must walk in paths of flame!” 

Arthur looked up with set white face and said:— 

“Take care, sir, take care!” 

“Would it not be well to hear what I have to say?" said Van Helsing. 
“And then you will at least know the limit of my purpose. Shall I go on?” 

“That's fair enough,” broke in Mortis. 

After a pause Van Helsing went on, evidently with an effort-— 

"Miss Lucy is dead; is it not so? Yes! Then there can be no wrong to her. 
But if she is not dead—" 

Arthur jumped to his feet. 

"Good God!" he cried. “What do you mean? Has there been any 
mistake; has she been buried alive?” He groaned in anguish that not even 
hope could soften, 

“I did not say she was alive, my child; I did nov think it, I go no Further 
than to say that she might be UneDead.™ 2d 
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“Un-Dead! Not alive! What do you mean? Is this all a nightmare, or 
what is it?” 

“There are mysteries which men can only guess at, which age by age 
Reyes) sol taly in pat Believe ag, we mie Ton Ge thie verge or one: 
But I have not done. May I cut off the head af dead Miss Lucy?” 

“Heavens and earth, no!” cried Arthur in a storm of passion. "Not for 
the wide world will 1 consent to any mutilation of her dead body. Dr. Van 
Helsing, you try me too far, What have I done to you that you should 
torture me so? What did that poor, sweet girl do that you should want to 
castsuch dishonour on her grave? Are you mad that speak such things, oF 
am I mad to listen to them? Don't dare to think more of such a deseci 
tion; I shall not give my consent to anything you do. I have a duty to do 
prowetting ber grave from outrages and; Ey God) Vshall do it” 

Van Helsing rose up from where he had all the time been seated, and 
said, gravely and sternly:— 

“My Lord Godalming, I, too, have a duty to do, a duty to others, a duty 
to you, a duty to the dead; and, by God, I shall do it! All T ask you now is 
that you come with me, that you look and listen; and if when later I make 
the same request you do not be more eager for its Fulfilment even than 1 
am, then—then I shall do my duty, whatever it may seem to me. And then, 
to follow your Lordship’s wishes 1 shall hold myself at your disposal to 
Tender an account to you, when and where you will.” His voice broke a 
little, and he went on with a voice full of pity: 

“But, I beseech you, do not go forth in anger with me. In a long life of 
‘acts which were often not pleasant to do, and which sometimes did wring 
my heart, I have never had so heavy a task as now. Believe me that if the 
time comes for you to change your mind towards me, one look from you 
will wipe away all this so sad hour, for 1 would do what a man can to save 
you from sorrow, Just think. For why should I give myself so much of 
labour and so much of sorrow? I have come here from my own land to do 
what I can of good; at the first to please my friend John, and then to helpa 
sweet young lady, whom, too, I came to love. For her—1 am ashamed to 
Say so much, but I say itin kindness—I gave what you gave; the blood of 
my veins; I gave it, I, who was not, like you, her lover, but only her 
physician and her friend. I gave to her my nightsand days—before death, 
fter death; and if my death can do her good even now, when she is the 
dead Un-Dead, she shall have it freely.” He said this with a very grave, 
‘sweet pride, and Arthur was much affected by it. He took the old man’s 
hand and said in a broken voice:— 

“Ob, itis hard to think of it, and I cannot understand; but at least I shall 
go with you and wait.” 


CHAPTER SIXTEEN 


DR. SEWARD'S DIARY— continued, 
Tt was just a quarter before twelve o'clock when we got into the church- 
yard over the low wall. The night was dark with occasional gleams of 
Thoonlight between the rents of the heavy clouds that scudded across the 
h sky; We all kept somehow close together, with Van Heling slightly in 


frontas he led the way. When we had come close to the tomb I looked well 
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at Arthur, for 1 feared that the proximity to a place laden with so 
sorrowful a memory would upset him; but he bore himself well. I took it 
that the very mystery of the proceeding was in some way a counteractant 
to his grief. The Professor unlocked the door, and seeing a natural 
hesitation amongst us for various reasons, solved the difficulty by enter- 
ing first himself, The rest of us followed, and he closed the door. He then 
lit a dark lantern and pointed to the coffin, Arthur stepped forward 
hesitatingly; Van Helsing said to mes 

“You were with me yesterday. Was the body of Mi 
coffin?” 
was.” The Professor turned to the rest saying:— 
“You hear; and yet there is no one who does not believe with me,” He 
took his screwdriver and again took off the lid of the coffin. Arthur 
looked on, very pale but silent: when the lid was removed he stepped 
forward. He evidently did not know that there was a leaden coffin, or, at 
any rate, had not thought of it. When he saw the rent in the lead, the blood 
rushed to his face for an instant, but as quickly fell away again, so that he 
remained of a ghastly whiteness; he was still silent. Van Helsing forced 
back the leaden flange, and we all looked in and recoiled. 

“The coffin was empty! 

For several minutes no one spoke a word, The silence was broken by 
Quincey Morris:— 

“Professor, 1 answered for you. Your word is all I want, I wouldn't ask 
such a thing ordinarily—I wouldn't so dishonour you as to imply a doubt; 
but this is a mystery that goes beyond any honour or dishonour. Is this 
your doing?” 

“I swear to you by all that I hold sacred that I have not removed not 
touched her, What happened was this: Two nights ago my friend Seward 
and I came here—with good purpose, believe me. 1 opened that coffin, 
Which was then sealed up, and we found it, as now, empty. We then 
waited, and saw something white come through the trees, The next day 
we came here in daytime, and she lay there. Did she not, friend John?” 

a 

“That night we were just in time, One more so small child was missing, 
and we find it, thank God, unharmed amongst the graves. Yesterday 1 
came here before sundown, for at sundown the Un-Dead can move. 1 
waited here all the night till the sun rose, but I saw nothing. It was most 
probable that it was because I had laid over the clamps of those doors 
garlic, which the Un-Dead cannot bear, and other things which they shun, 
Last night there was no exodus, so to-night before the sundown I took 
away my garlicand other things, And so it is we find this coffin empty. But 
bear with me. So far there is much that is strange. Wait you with me 
outside, unseen and unheard, and things much stranger are yet to be. 
“So"—here he shut the dark slide of his lantern—"now to the outside.” He 
‘opened the door, and we filed out, he coming last and locking the door 
behind him. 

‘Oh! but it seemed fresh and pure in the night air after the terror of that 
vault. How sweet it was tø see the clouds race by, and the passing gleams of 
the moonlight between the scudding clouds crossing and passing—like 
the gladness and sorrow of a man's life; how sweet it was to breathe the 
fresh air, that had no taint of death and decay; how humanising to see the 
red lighting of the sky beyond the hill, and to hear far away the muffled 
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roar that marks the life ofa great city. Each in his own way was solemn and 
overcome. Arthur was silent, and was, I could see, striving to grasp the 
purpose and the inner meaning of the mystery. 1 was myself tolerably 
patient, and half inclined again to throw aside doubt and to accept Van 
Helsing’s conclusions. Quincey Morris was phlegmatic in the way of a man 
who accepts all things, and accepts them in the spirit of cool bravery, with 
hazard of all he has to stake. Not being able to smoke, he cut himself a 
good-sized plug of tobacco and began to chew, Asto Van Helsing, he was 
employed in a definite way. First he took from his bag a mass of what 
looked like thin, wafer-ike biscuit, which was carefully rolled up ina 
white napkin; next he took out a double-handful of some whitish stuff, 
like dough or putty. He crumbled the wafer up fine and worked itinto the 
mass between his hands. This he then took, and rolling it into thin strips, 
began to lay them into the crevices between the door and its setting in the 
tomb. I was somewhat puzzled at this, and being close, asked him what it 
was that he was doing, Arthur and Quincey drew near also, as they too 
were curious. He answered:— 

“I am closing the tomb, so that the Un-Dead may not enter. 

“And is that stuff you have put there going to do it?" asked Quincey. 
“Great Scott! Is this a game?” 

It is.” 

“What is that which you are using?” This time the question was by 
Arthur. Van Helsing reverently lifted his hat as he answered:— 

“The Host. [brought it from Amsterdam. I havean Indulgence," It was 
an answer that appalled the most sceptical of us, and we felt individually 
that in the presence of such earnest purpose as the Professor's, a purpose 
which could thus use the to him most sacred of things, it was impossible to 
distrust. In respectful silence we took the places assigned to us close round 
the tomb, but hidden from the sightof any one approaching. I pitied the 
others, especially Arthur, I had myself been apprenticed by my former 
sie fo ths watching horror, and yet 1, who had up to an hour ago 
repudiated the proofs, felt my heart sink within me. Never did tombs look 
So ghastly white; never did cypress, or yew, or juniper so seem the 
‘embodiment of funereal gloom; never did tree or grass wave or rustle so 
ominously; never did bough creak so mysteriously; and never did the 
far-away howling of dogs send such a woeful presage through the night. 

“There was a long spell of silence, a big, aching void, and then from the 
Professor a keen "S-s-s-s!" He pointed; and far down the avenue of yews 
we saw a white figure advance—a dim white figure, which held something 
dark at its breast. The figure stopped, and at the moment a ray of 
moonlight fell upon the masses of driving clouds and showed in startling 
prominence a dark-haired woman, dressed in the cerements of the grave. 
We could not see the face, for it was bent down over what we saw to be a 
fair-haired child, There was a pause and a sharp little cry, such asa child 
gives in sleep, or a dog as it lies before the fire and dreams. We were 
Starting forward, but the Professor's warning hand, seen by us as he stood 
behind a yew-tree, kept us back; and then as we looked the white figure 
moved forwards again. It was now near enough for us to see clearly, and 
the moonlight still held. My own heart grew cold as ice, and I could hear 
the gasp of Arthur, as we recognised the features of Lucy Westenra, Lucy 
Westenra, but yet how changed. The sweetness was turned to adaman- 
tine, heartless Cruelty, and the purity to voluptuous wantonness. Van 


520 BRAM STOKER 


Helsing stepped out, and, obedient to his gesture, wealladvanced t 
four of us ranged in a line before the door of the tomb. Van Helsing 
raised his lantern and drew the slide; by the concentrated light that fell on. 
Lucy's face we could see that the lips were crimson with fresh blood, and 
that the stream had trickled over her chin and stained the purity of her 
lawn death-robe, 

We shuddered with horror. I could see by the tremulous lightthateven 
Van Helsing’s iron nerve had failed. Arthur was next to me, and if 1 had 
not seized his arm and held him up, he would have fallen. 

When Lucy—T call the thing that was before us Lucy because it bore her 
shape—saw us she drew back with an angry snarl asa cat gives when taken 
unawares; then her eyes ranged over us, Lucy's eyes in form and colour; 
but Lucy's eyes unclean and full of hell-fire, instead of the pure, gentle 
orbs we knew. At that moment the remnant of my love passed into hate 
and loathing: had she then to be killed, 1 could have done it with savage 
delight. As she looked, her eyes blazed with unholy light, and the face 
became wreathed with a voluptuous smile, Oh, God, how it made me 
shudder to see itt With a careless motion, she flung to the ground, callous 
as a devil, the child that up to now she had clutched strenuously to her 
breast, growling over it as a dog growls over a bone, The child gave a 
sharp cry, and lay there moaning, There wasacold-bloodednessin the act 
which wrung a groan from Arthur: when she advanced to him with 
outstretched arms and a wanton smile he fell back and hid his face in his 

nds. 

‘She still advanced, however, and with a languorous, voluptuous grace, 
said:— 

“Come to me, Arthur. Leave these othersand come to me, My armsare 
hungry for you. Come, and we can rest together. Come, my husband, 
come!” 

‘There was something diabolically sweet in her tones—something of the 
tingling of glass when struck—which rang through the brains even of us 
who heard the words addressed to another, As for Arthur, he seemed 
under a spell; moving his hands from his face, he opened wide his arms 
She was leaping for them, when Van Helsing sprang forward and held 
between them his litle golden crucifix. She recoiled from it, and, with a 
suddenly distorted face, full of rage, dashed past him as if to enter the 
tomb. 

When within a foot or two of the door, however, she stopped, as if 
arrested by some irresistible force. Then she turned, and her face was 
shown in the clear burst of moonlightand by the lamp, which had now no 
quiver from Van Helsing’s iron nerves. Never did 1 see such baffled 
malice ona face; and never, I trust, shall such ever be seen again by mortal 
eyes, The beautiful colour became livid, the eyes seemed to throw out 
sparks of hell-ire, the brows were wrinkled as though the folds of the 
flesh were the coils of Medusa's snakes, and the lovely, blood-stained 
mouth grew to an open square, as in the passion masks of the Greeks and 
Japanese, If ever a face meant death—if looks could kill—we saw itat that 
moment. 

And so for full half a minute, which seemed an eternity, she remained 
between the lifted crucifix and the sacred closing of her means of entry. 
Van Helsing broke the silence by asking Arthur:— 
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“Answer me, oh my friend! Am I to proceed in my work?" 

Arthur threw himself on his knees; and his his face in his hands, as he 
answered:— 

“Do as you will, friend; do as you will. There can be no horror like this 
ever any more”; and he groaned in spirit. Quincey and I simultaneously 
moved towards him, and took his arms, We could hear the click of the 
closing lantern as Van Helsing held it down; coming close to the tomb, he 
began to remove from the chinks some of the sacred emblem which he 
had placed there, We all looked on in fiorrified amazement as we saw, 
when he stood back, the woman, with a corporeal body as real at that 
moment as our own, pass in through the interstice where scarce a knife- 
blade could have gone, We all felt a glad sense of relief when we saw the 
Professor calmly restoring the strings of putty to the edges of the door. 

When this was done, he lifted the child and said: 

“Come now, my friends; we can do no more till to-morrow. There is a 
funeral at noon, so here we shall all come before long after that. The 
friends of the dead will all be gone by two, and when the sexton lock the 
gate we shall remain, Then there is more to do; but not like this of 
to-night. As for this litle one, he is not much harm, and by to-morrow 
night he shall be well. We shall leave him where the police will find him, as 
on the other night; and then to home.” Coming close to Arthur, he said: 

“My friend Arthur, you have had a sore trial; but after, when you look 
back, you will see how it was necessary. You are now in the bitter waters, 
my child. By this time to-morrow you will, please God, have passed them, 
and have drunk of the sweet waters; so do not mourn overmuch. Till then 
I shall not ask you to forgive me.” 

‘Arthur and Quincey came home with me, and we tried to cheer each 
other on the way. We had left the child in safety, and were tired; so we all 
slept with more or less reality of sleep. 


29 September, night—A little before twelve o'clock we three—Arthur, 
Quincey Morris, and myself—called for the Professor. It was odd to 
notice that by common consent we had all put on black clothes, Of course, 
‘Arthur wore black, for he was in deep mourning, but the rest of us wore it 
by instinct. We got to the churchyard by half-past one, and strolled about, 
Keeping out of official observation, so that when the gravediggers had 
completed their task and the sexton, under the belief that every one had 
gone, had locked the gate, we had the place all to ourselves. Van Helsing, 
instead of his litle black bag, had with him a long leather one, something 
like a cricketing bag; it was manifestly of fair weight, 

“When we were alone and had heard the last of the footsteps die out up 
the road, we silently, and as if by ordered intention, followed the Profes- 
sor to the tomb. He unlocked the door, and we entered, closing it behind 
us, Then he took from his bag the lantern, which he lit, and also wo wax 
candles, which, when lighted, he stuck, by melting their own ends, on 
ther coffins so that they might give light sufficient to work by. When he 
again lifted the lid off Lucy's coffin we all looked—Arthur trembling like 
an aspen—and saw that the body lay there in all its death-beauty. But 
there was no love in my own heart, nothing but loathing for the foul 
"Thing which had taken Lucy’s shape without her soul. I could see even 
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Arthur's face grow hard as he looked, Presently he said to Van Helsing: 

“Is this really Lucy's body, or only a demon in her shape?” 

“Itis her body, and yet not it. But wait a while, and you shall see her as 
she was, and is. 

‘She scemed like a nightmare of Lucy as she lay there; the pointed teeth, 
the bloodstained, voluptuous mouth—which it made one shudder to 
see—the whole carnal and unspiritual appearance, seeming like a devilish 
mockery of Lucy's sweet purity. Van Helsing, with his usual methodical- 
ness, began taking the various contents from his bag and placing them 
ready for use. First he took out a soldering iron and some plumbing 
solder, and then a small oil-lamp, which gave out, when lit in a corner of 
the tomb, gas which burned at fierce heat with a blue flame; then 
operating knives, which he placed to hand; and last a round wooden 
stake, some two and a half or three inches thick and about three feet long. 
‘One end of it was hardened by charring in the fire, and was sharpened to 
a fine point. With this stake came a heavy hammer, such as in households 
is used in the coal-cellar for breaking the lumps. To me, a doctor's 
preparations for work of any kind are stimulating and bracing, but the 
effect of these things on both Arthur and Quincey was to cause them a 
sort of consternation. They both, however, kept their courage, and re- 
mained silent and quiet. 

When all was ready, Van Helsing said:— 

“Before we do anything, let me tell you this; it is out of the lore and 
experience of the ancients and of all those who have studied the powers of 
the Un-Dead. When they become such, there comes with the changes the 
‘curse of immortality; they cannot die, but must go on age after age adding 
new victims and multiplying the evils of the world, for all that die from the 
preying of the Un-Dead becomes themselves Un-Dead, and prey on their 

ind. And so the circle goes on ever widening, like as the ripples from a 
stone thrown in the water. Friend Arthur, if you had met that kiss which 
you know of before poor Lucy die; or again, last night when you open 
your arms to her, you would in time, when you had died, have become 
nosferatu, as they call it in Eastern Europe, and would all time make more 
of those Un-Deads that so have fill us with horror. The career of this so 
unhappy dear lady is but just begun. Those children whose blood she suck 
are not as yet so much the worse; but if she live on, Un-Dead, more and 
more they lose their blood and by her power over them they come to he: 
and so she draw their blood with that so wicked mouth. But if she die 
truth, then all cease; the tiny wounds of the throats disappear, and they go 
back to their plays unknowing ever of what has been, But of the most 
blessed of all, when this now Un-Dead be made to rest as true dead, then 
the soul of the poor lady whom we love shall again be free. Instead of 
working wickedness by night and growing more debased in the assimilat- 
ing of it by day, she shall take her place with the other Angels. So that, my 
friend, it will be a blessed hand for her that shall strike the blow that sets 
her free. To this I am willing; but is there none amongst us who has a 
better right? Will it be no joy to think of hereafter in the silence of the 
night when sleep is not: It was my hand that sent her to the stars; it was the 
hand of him that loved her best; the hand that of all she would herself 
have chosen, had it been to her to choose?” Tell me if there be such a one 
amongst us?” 
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We all looked at Arthur. He saw, too, what we all did, the infinite 
kindness which suggested that his should be the hand which would 
restore Lucy to us as a holy, and not an unholy, memory; he stepped 
forward and said bravely, though his hand trembled, and his face was as 
pale as snow:— 

"My true friend, from the bottom of my broken heart I thank you. Tell 
me what I am to doyand I shall not falter!” Van Helsing laid a hand on his 
shoulder, and said: 

“Brave lad! A moment’s courage, and it is done. This stake must be 
driven through her. It will be a fearful ordeal—be not deceived in that— 
but it will be only a short time, and you will then rejoice more than your 
pain was great; from this grim tomb you will emerge as though you tread 
onair. But you must not falter when once you have begun. Only think that 
we, your true friends, are round you, and that we pray for you all the 


said Arthur hoarsely. “Tell me what I am to do." 

“Take this stake in your left hand, ready to place the point over the 
heart, and the hammer in your right. Then when we begin our prayer for 
the dead—I shall read him, I have here the book, and the others shall 
follow—strike in God's name, that so all may be well with the dead that we 
love and that the Un-Dead pass away.” 

‘Arthur took the stake and the hammer, and when once his mind was set 
on action his hands never trembled nor even quivered. Van Helsing 
opened his missal and began to read, and Quincey and I followed as wel 
as we could. Arthur placed the point over the heart, and as I looked I 
Could see its dint in the white flesh. Then he struck it with all his might. 

‘The Thing in the coffin writhed; and a hideous, blood-curdling screech 
came from the opened red lips. The body shook and quivered and twisted 
in wild contortions; the sharp white teeth champed together till the lips 
‘were cut, and the mouth was smeared with a crimson foam, But Arthur 
never faltered. He looked like a figure of Thor as his untrembling arm 
Tose and fell, driving deeper and deeper the mercy-bearing stake, whilst 
the blood from the pierced heart welled and spurted up around it. His 
face was set, and high duty seemed to shine through it; the sight of it gave 
us courage so that our voices seemed to ring through the little vault. 

"And then the writhing and quivering of the body became less, and the 
teeth seemed to champ, and the face to quiver. Finally it lay still. The 
terrible task was over. 

“The hammer fell from Arthur's hand. He reeled and would have fallen 
had we not caught him. The great drops of sweat sprang from his 
forehead, and his breath came in broken gasps. It had indeed been an 
awful strain on him; and had he not been forced to his task by more than 
human considerations he could never have gone through with it. For a 
few minutes we were so taken up with him that we did not look towards 
the coffin, When we did, however, a murmur of startled surprise ran 
from one to the other of us. We gazed so eagerly that Arthur rose, for he 
had been seated on the ground, and came and looked too; and then a 
glad, strange light broke over his face and dispelled altogether the gloom 
of horror that lay upon it. 

‘There, in the coffin lay no longer the foul Thing that we had so 
dreaded and grown to hate that the work of her destruction was yielded as 
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a privilege to the one best entitled to it, but Lucy as we had seen her in her 
life, with her face of unequalled sweetness and purity. True that there 
were there, as we had seen them in life, the traces of care and pain and 
‘waste; but these were all dear to us, for they marked her truth to what we 
knew. One and all we felt that the holy calm that lay like sunshine over the 
wasted face and form was only an earthly token and symbol of the calm 
that was to reign for ever. 

Van Helsing came and 
him:— 

“And now, Arthur my friend, dear lad, am I not forgiven? 

‘The reaction of the terrible strain came as he took the old man’s hand in 
his, and raising it to his lips, pressed it, and said:— 

‘orgiven! God bless you that you have given my dear one her soul 
again, and me peace.” He put his hands on the Professor's shoulder, and 
laying his head on his breast, cried for a while silently, whilst we stood 
unmoving. When he raised his head Van Helsing said to him:— 

"And now, my child, you may kiss her. Kiss her dead lips if you will, as 
she would have you to, if for her to choose. For she is not a grinning devil 
now—not any more a foul Thing for all eternity, No longer she is the 
devil's Un-Dead. She is God's true dead, whose soul is with Him!" 

‘Arthur bent and kissed her, and then we sent him and Quincey out of 
the tomb; the Professor and I sawed the top off the stake, leaving the 
point of it in the body. Then we cut off the head and filled the mouth with 
garlic. We soldered up the leaden coffin, screwed on the coffin-lid, and 
gathering up our belongings, came away. When the Professor locked the 

joor he gave the key to Arthur. 

‘Outside the air was sweet, the sun shone, and the birds sang, and it 
seemed asifall nature were tuned to a different pitch. There was gladness 
and mirth and peace everywhere, for we were at rest ourselves on one 
account, and we were glad, though it was with a tempered joy. 

Before we moved away Van Helsing said:— 

“Now, my friends, one step of our work is done, one the most harrow- 
ing to ourselves. But there remains a greater task: to find out the author 
of all this our sorrow and to stamp him out, I have clues which we can 
follow; but it is a long task, and a difficult, and there is danger in it, and 
pain, Shall you not all help me? We have learned to believe, all of us—is it 
not so? And since so, do we not see our duty? Yes! And do we not promise 
to go on to the bitter end?" 

Each in turn, we took his hand, and the promise was made. Then said 
the Professor as we moved o! 

“Two nights hence you shall meet with me and dine together at seven of 
the clock with friend John. I shall entreat two others, two that you know 
noras yeti and [shall be ready to all our work show and our plans unfold, 
Friend John, you come with me home, for I have much to consult about, 
and you can help me. To-night I leave for Amsterdam, but shall return 
to-morrow night, And then begins our great quest. But first I shall have 
much to say, so that you may know what is to do and to dread, Then our 
Promise shall be made to each other anew; for there is a terrible task 
before us, and once our fet are on the ploughshare we must not draw 
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CHAPTER SEVENTEEN 


DR. SEWARD'S DIARY— continued. 


When we arrived at the Berkeley Hotel, Van Helsing found a telegram 
waiting for him:— 


“Am coming up by train. Jonathan at Whitby. Important 
news— Mina HARKER. 


‘The Professor was delighted. "Ah, that wonderful Madam Mina," he 
said, “pearl among women! She arrive, but I cannot stay, She must go to 
your house, friend John. You must meet herat the station, Telegraph her 
en route, so that she may be prepared.” 

When the wire was despatched he had a cup of tea over ithe told me of 
a diary kept by Jonathan Harker when abroad, and gave me a typewritten 
copy of it, as also of Mrs, Harker’s diary at Whitby, "Take these," he said, 
“and study them well. When I have returned you will be master of all the 
facts, and we can then better enter on our inquisition. Keep them safe, for 
there is in them much of treasure. You will need all your faith, even you 
who have had such an experience as that of to-day. What is here told,” he 

his hand heavily and gravely on the packet of papers as he spoke, 
‘may be the beginning of the end to you and me and many another; or it 
may sound the knell of the Un-Dead who walk the earth. Read all, I pray 
you, with the open mind; and if you can add in any way to the story here 
told do so, for it is all-important. You have kept diary of all these so 
strange things; is it not so? Yes! Then we shall go through all these 
jether when we meet,” He then made ready for his departure, and 
shortly after drove off to Liverpool Street. I took my way to Paddington, 
where I arrived about fifteen minutes before the train came in. 

“The crowd melted away, after the bustling fashion common to arrival 
platforms; and I was beginning to feel uneasy, lest I might miss my guest, 
When a sweet-faced, dainty-looking girl stepped up to me, and, after a 
quick glance, said: “Dr. Seward, is it not?” 

“And you are Mrs. Harker!” I answered at once; whereupon she held 
out her hand. 

“I knew you from the description of poor dear Lucy; but —" She 
stopped suddenly, and a quick blush overspread her face. 

“Phe blush that rose to my own cheeks somehow set us both at ease, for it 
was a tacit answer to her own. I got her luggage, which included a 
typewriter, and we took the Underground to Fenchurch Street, after L 
had sent a wire to my housekeeper to have a sitting-room and bedroom 
prepared at once for Mrs. Harker. 

‘In due time we arrived. She knew, of course, that the place was a lunatic 
asylum, but I could see that she was unable to repress a shudder when we 
entered. 
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She told me that, if she might, she would come presently to my study, as 
she had much to say. So here I am finishing my entry in my phonograph 
diary whilst I await her. As yet I have not had the chance of looking at the 
papers which Van Helsing left with me, though they lie open before me. 1 
must get her interested in something, so that 1 may have an opportunity 
of reading them. She does not know how precious time is, or what a task 
Wwe have in hand. I must be careful not to frighten her. Here she is! 


MINA HARKERS JOURNAL 


29 Seplember—After 1 had tidied myself, I went down to Dr, Seward's 
study. At the door I paused a moment, for I thought I heard him talking 
with some one. As, however, he had pressed me to be quick, I knocked at 
the door, and on his calling out, "Come in," 1 entered. 

‘To my intense surprise, there was no one with him. He was quite alone, 
and on the table opposite him was what I knew at ance from the descrip- 
tion to bea phonograph. I had never seen one, and was much interested. 

"I hope I did not keep you waiting,” I said; "but I stayed at the door as I 
heard you talking, and thought there was some one with you. 

“Oh,” he replied with a smile, “I was only entering my diary,” 

“Your diary?” I asked him in surprise. 

“Yes,” he answered. "I keep it in this.” Ashe spoke he laid his hand on 
the phonograph. I felt quite excited over it, and blurted out 

ats even shorthand! May I hear it say something?” 
je replied with alacrity, and stood up to put it in train for 
speaking. Then he paused, and a troubled look overspread his face. 

“The fact is," he began awkwardly, “I only keep my diary in it and as it 
is entirely—almost entirely—about my cases, it may be awkward—that is, 
T mean—" He stopped, and I tried to help him out of his embarrass 
ment— 

“You helped to attend dear Lucy at the end. Let me hear how she died; 
forall that | know of her, I shall be very grateful, She was very, very dear 
tome.” 

To my surprise, he answered, with a horrorstriack look in his face: — 

“Tell you of her death? Not for the wide world!” 

“Why not?” I asked, for some grave, terrible feeling was coming over 
me. Again he paused, and I could see that he was trying to invent an 
excuse. At length he stammered out:— 

‘ou see, I do not know how to pick out any particular part of the 
diary.” Even while he was speaking an idea dawned upon him, and he said 
with unconscious simplicity, in a different voice, and with the naiveté of a 
child: “That's quite true, upon my honour. Honest Indian!" I could not 
but smile, at which he grimaced. “I gave myself away that time!” he said, 
“But do you know that, although I have kept the diary for months past, it 
never once struck me how I was going to find any particular part of it in 
case I wanted to look it up?” By this time my mind was made up that the 
diary of a doctor who attended Lucy might have something to add to the 
sum of our knowledge of that terrible Being, and I said boldly:— 

“Then, Dr. Seward, you had better let me copy it out for you on my 
typewriter.” He grew to a positively deathly pallor as he said 

“No! nol no! For all the world, T wouldn't let you know that terrible 
story!” 
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‘Then it was terrible; my intuition was right! For a moment I thought, 
‘and as my eyes ranged the room, unconsciously looking for something or 
some opportunity to aid me, they liton a great batch of typewritingon the 
table. His eyes caught the look in mine, and, without his thinking, fol- 
lowed their direction. As they saw the parcel he realised my meaning. 

“You do not know me,” I said. “When you have read those papers—my 
own diary and my husband's also, which I have typed—you will know me 
better. I have not faltered in giving every thought of my own heart in this 
cause; but, of course, you do not know #he—yet; and I must not expect 
you to trust me so far.” 

He is certainly a man of noble nature: poor dear Lucy was right about 
him, He stood up and opened a large drawer, in which were arranged in 
order a number of hollow lindes of metal covered with dark wax, and 
said:— 

“You are quite right. I did not trust you because I did not know you, But 
I know you now; and let me say that I should have known you long ago. I 
know that Lucy told you of me; she told me of you too. May I make the 
only atonement in my power? Take the cylinders and hear them—the 
first half-dozen of them are personal to me, and they will not horrify you; 
then you will know me better. Dinner will by then be ready. In the 
‘meantime I shall read over some of these documents, and shall be better 
able to understand certain things.” He carried the phonograph himself 
up to my sitting-room and adjusted it for me, Now I shall learn something 
pleasant, I am sure; for it wil tell me the other side of a true love episode 
of which 1 know one side already, 


DR. SEWARDS DAIRY. 


29 September:—I was so absorbed in that wonderful diary of Jonathan 
Harker and that other of his wife that I let time run on without thinking, 
Mrs. Harker was not down when the maid came running to announce 
dinner, 40 1 said: "She is possibly tired; let dinner wait an hour,” and I 
went on with my work. I had just finished Mrs. Harker's diary, when she 
tame in. She looked sweetly pretty, but very sad, and her eyes were 
flushed with crying. This somehow moved me much, Of late I have had 
cause for tears, God knows! but the relief of them was denied me; and 
now the sight of those sweet eyes, brightened with recent tears, went 
straight to my heart, So I said as gently as I could:— 

“L greatly fear 1 have distressed you. 
‘Oh, no, not distressed me," she replied, “but 1 have been more 
touched than I can say by your grief, That isa wonderful machine, but itis 
cruelly true, It told me, in its very tones, the anguish of your heart, It was 
like a soul crying out to Almighty God. No one must hear them spoken 
ever again! See, | have tried to be useful. I have copied out the words on 
my typewriter, and none other need now hear your heart beat, as I did.” 

No one need ever know, shall ever know," I said in alow voice. She laid 
her hand on mine and said very gravely: 
“Ah, but they must!” 
“Must! But why?” I asked. 

“Because it is a part of the terrible story, a part of poor dear Lucy's 
death and all that led to it; because in the struggle which we have before us 
to rid the earth of this terrible monster we must have all the knowledge 
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andallthe help which we can get. I think that the cylinders which you gave 
me contained more than you intended me to know; but I can see that 
there are in your record many lights to this dark mystery. You will let me 
help, will you not? I know all up to a certain point; and I see already, 
though your diary only took meto 7 September, how poor Lucy was beset, 
and how her terrible doom was being wrought out. Jonathan and I have 
been working day and night since Professor Van Helsing saw us. He is 
one to Whitby to get more information, and he will be here to-morrow to 
help us. We need have no secrets amongst us; working together and with 
absolute trust, we can surely be stronger than if some of us were in the 
dark,” She looked at me so appealingly, and at the same time manifested 
‘such courage and resolution in her bearing, that I gave in at once to her 
wishes. “You shall,” I said, “do as you like in the matter. God forgive meif 
L do wrong! There are terrible things yet to learn of; but if you have so far 
travelled on the road to poor Lucy's death, you will not be content, I know, 
to yemain in the dark. Nay, the end—the very end—may give you gleam 
of peace. Come, there is dinner. We must keep one another strong for 
what is before us; we have a cruel and dreadful task. When you have eaten 
you shall learn the rest, and I shall answer any questions you ask—if there 
be anything which you do not understand, though it was apparent to us 
who were present.” 


MINA HARKERS JOURNAL, 


29 September. —After dinner 1 came with Dr, Seward to his study. He 
brought back the phonograph from my room, and I took my typewriter. 
He placed me in a comfortable chair, and arranged the phonograph so 
that I could touch it without getting up, and showed me how to stop it in 
case I should want to pause. Then he very thoughtfully took a chair, with 
his back to me, so that I might be as free as possible, and began to read. I 
put the forked metal to my ears and listened. 

When the terrible story of Lucy's death, and—and all that followed, was 
done, I lay back in my chair powerless, Fortunately I am not of a fainting 
disposition. When Dr, Seward saw me he jumped up with a horrifi 
‘exclamation, and hurriedly taking a case-bottle from a cupboard, gave me 
some brandy, which in a few minutes somewhat restored me, My brain 
was all in a whirl, and only that there came through all the multitude of 
horrors, the holy ray of light that my dear, dear Lucy was atlastat peace, 1 
do notthink I could have borne it without making ascene: It is all 50 wild, 
and mysterious, and strange that if I had not known Jonathan's experi- 
ence in Transylvania I could not have believed. As it was, I didn't know 
‘what to believe, and so got out of my difficulty by attending to something 
else. I took the cover off my typewriter, and said to Dr, Seward:— 

"Let me write this all out now, We must be ready for Dr. Van Helsing 
‘when he comes, I have sent a telegrm to Jonathan to come on here when 
he arrives in London from Whitby. In this matter dates are everything, 
and I think that if we getall our material ready, and have every item putin 
chronological order, we shall have done much, You tell me that Lord 
Godalming and Mr. Morris are coming too, Letus be able to tell him when 
they come.” He accordingly set the phonograph at a slow pace, and 1 
began to typewrite from the beginning of the seventh cylinder. I used 
‘manifold, and so took three copies of the diary, justas I had done with all 
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the rest. It was late when 1 got through, but Dr. Seward went about his 
ork of going his round of the patients: when he had finished he came 
back and sat near me, reading, so that I did not feel too lonely whilst 1 
worked. How good and thoughtful he is; the world seems full of good 
‘men—even if there are monsters in it. Before I left him I remembered 
What Jonathan put in his diary of the Professor's perturbation at reading 
something in an evening paper at the station at Exeter; so, seeing that Dr. 
Seward keeps his newspapers, | borrowed the files of "The Westminster 
Gazette,” and "The Pall Mall Gazette,” and took them to my room. 1 
remember how much “The Dailygraph” and “The Whitby Gazette," of 
Which I had made cuttings, helped us to understand the terrible events at 
Whitby when Count Dracula landed, so 1 shall look through the evening 
papers since then, and perhaps I shall get some new light. Iam not sleepy, 
and the work will help to keep me quiet. 


DR. SEWARD'S DIARY. 


30 September —Mr. Harker arrived at nine o'dock. He had got his wife's 
wire just before starting. He is uncommonly clever, if one can judge from 
his face, and full of energy. If this journal be true—and judging by one’s 
own wonderful experiences, it must be—he is also a man of great nerve 
‘That going down to the vault a second time was a remarkable piece of 
daring. After reading his account of it I was prepared to meet a good 
specimen of manhood, but hardly the quiet, business-like gentleman who 
came here to-day. 


Later-—After lunch Harker and his wife went back to their own room, 
and as I passed a while ago I heard the click of the typewriter. They are 
hard atit. Mrs. Harker says that they ave knitting together in chronologic- 
al order every scrap of evidence they have. Harker has got the letters 
between the consignee of the boxes at Whitby and the carriers in London 
who took charge of them. He is now reading his wife's typescript of my 
diary. 1 wonder what they make out of it. Here it is. . - - 

Strange that it never struck me that the very next house might be the 
Count's hiding-place! Goodness knows that we had enough clues from 
the conduct of the patient Renfield! The bundle of leters relating to the 
purchase of the house were with the typescript. Oh, if we had only had 
them earlier we might have saved poor Lucy! Stop; that way madness lies! 
Harker has gone back, and is again collating his material, He says that by 
dinner-time they will ge able to show a while connected narrative, He 
thinks that in the meantime I should see Renfield, as hitherto he has been 
a sort of index to the coming and going of the Count. I hardly see this yet, 
but when I get at the dates I suppose I shall. What a good thing that Mrs. 
Harker put my cylinders into type! We never could have found the dates 
otherwise. - - 

1 found Renfield sitting placidly in his room with his hands folded, 
smiling benignly. At the moment he seemed as sane as any one I ever saw. 
Tsat down and talked with him on alot of subjects, all af which he treated 
naturally. He then, of his own accord, spoke of going home, a subject he 
has never mentioned to my knowledge during his sojourn here, În fact, 
he spoke quite confidently of getting his discharge at once. I believe that, 
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had I not had the chat with Harker and read the letters and the dates of 
his outbursts, I should have been prepared to sign for him after a brief 
time of observation. As itis, I am darkly suspicious, All those outbreaks 
‘were in some way linked with the proximity of the Count. What then does 
this absolute content mean? Can it be that his instinct is satisfied as to the 
vampire's ultimate triumph? Stay; he is himself zodphagous, and in his 
wild ravings spoke of “master.” This all seems confirmation of our idea. 
However, after a while I came away; my friend is just a little too sane at 
present to make it safe to probe him too deep with questions, He might 
begin to think, and then! So I came away, I mistrust these quiet moods 
of his: so I have given the attendant a hint to look closely after him, and to 
have a strait-waistcoat ready in case of need. 


JONATHAN HARKER'S JOURNAL. 


29 September, in train to London—When 1 received Mr. Billington's 
courteous message that he would give me any information in his power I 
thoughtit best to go down to Whitby and make, on the spot, such inquiries 
as I wanted. It was now my object to trace that horrid cargo of the Count's 
to its place in London. Later, we may be able to deal with it, Billington 
Junior, a nice lad, met me at the station, and brought me to his father's 
house, where they had decided that I must stay the night, They are 
hospitable, with true Yorkshire hospitality: give a guest everything, and 
leave him free to do ashe likes. They all knew that I was busy, and that my 
stay was short, and Mr. Billington had ready in his office all the papers 
concerning the consignment of boxes. It gave me almost a turn to see 
again one of the letters which I had seen on the Count's table before 1 
knew of his diabolical plans. Everything had been carefully thought out, 
and done systematically and with precision. He seemed to have been 
prepared for every obstacle which might be placed by accident in the way 
of his intentions being carried out. To use an Americanism, he had “taken 
no chances,” and the absolute accuracy with which his instructions were 
fulfilled, was simply the logical result of his care. I saw the invoice, and 
took note of it: “Fifty cases of common earth, to be used for experimental 
purposes.” Also the copy of letter to Carter, Paterson, and their reply; of 
both of these I got copies. This was all the information Mr. Billington 
could give me, so 1 went down to the port and saw the coastguards, the 
Customs officers and the harbour-master. They had all something to say 
of the strange entry of the ship, which is already taking its place in local 
tradition; but no one could add to the simple description “Fifty cases of 
common earth.” I then saw the station-master, who kindly put me in 
‘communication with the men who had actually received the boxes. Their 
tally was exact with the list, and they had nothing to add except that the 
boxes were “main and mortal heavy,” and that shifting them was dry 
work. One of them added that it was hard lines that there wasn't any 
gentleman “such-like as yourself, squire,” to show some sort of apprecia- 
tion of their efforts in a liquid form: another put in a rider that the thirst 
then generated was such that even the time which had elapsed had not 
completely allayed it. Needless toadd, I took care before leaving to lift, for 
ever and adequately, this source of reproach. 


30 September —The station-master was good enough to give me a line to 
his old companion the station-master at King's Cross, so that when 1 
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artived there in the morning I was able to ask him about the arrival of the 
boxes, He, too, put meat once in communication with the proper officials, 
and I saw that their tally was correct with the original invoice. The 
‘opportunities of acquiring an abnormal thirst had been here limited; a 
noble use of them had, however, been made, and again I was compelled to 
deal with the result in an ex post facto manner. 

From thence I went on to Carter, Paterson's central office, where I met 
with the utmost courtesy. They looked up the transaction in their day- 
book and letter-book, and at once telephoned to their King’s Cross office 
for more details. By good fortune, the men who did the teaming were 
waiting for work, and the official at once sent them over, sending also by 
one of them the way-bill and all the papers connected with the delivery of 
the boxes at Carfax. Here again I found the tally agreeing exactly; the 
carrier's men were able to supplement the paucity of the written words 
with a few details. These were, I shortly found, connected almost solely 
with the dusty nature of the job, and of the consequent thirst engendered 
in the operators. On my affording an opportunity, through the medium 
of the currency of the realm, of the allaying, at a later period, this 
beneficial evil, one of the men remarke 

“That ‘ere 'ouse, guv’nor, is the rummiest 1 ever was in. Blyme! but it 
ain't been touched sence a hundred years. There was dust that thick in the 
place that you might have slep’ on it without ‘urtin’ of yer bones; an’ the 
place was that neglected that yer might ‘ave smelled old Jerusalem in it 
But the ole chapel—that took the cike, that did! Me and my mate, we thort 
‘we wouldn't never git out quick enough. Lor’, I wouldn't take less nor a 
quid a moment to stay there arter dark.” 

Having been in the house, I could well believe him; but ifhe knew what 
1 know, he would, 1 think, have raised his terms. 

Of one thing I am now satisfied: that all the boxes which arrived at 
Whitby from Varna in the Demeter were safely deposited in the old chapel 
at Carfax. There should be fifty of them there, unless any have since been 
removed—as from Dr. Seward's diary I fear. 

T shall try to see the carter who took away the boxes from Carfax when 
Renfield attacked them, By following up this clue we may learn a good 
deal. 


Later —Mina and I have worked all day, and we have put all the papers 
into order 


MINA HARKER'S JOURNAL 


30 September —I am so glad that I hardly know how to contain myself. It 
is, I suppose, the reaction from the haunting fear which I have had: that 
this terrible affair and the reopening of his old wound might act det- 
Fimentally on Jonathan. I saw him leave for Whitby with as brave a face as 
T could, but 1 was sick with apprehension, The effort has, however, done 
him good. He was never so resolute, never so strong, never so full of 
volcanic energy, as at present. It is just as that dear, good Professor Van 
Helsing said: he is true grit, and he improves under strain that would killa 
weaker nature, He came back full of life and hope and determination; we 
have got everything in order for to-night. 1 feel myself quite wild with 
‘excitement, 1 suppose one ought to pity any thing so hunted as is the 
Count, Thatis just it: this Thing is not human—not even beast. To read 
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Dr. Seward’s account of poor Lucy's death, and what followed, is enough 
to dry up the springs of pity in one’s heart. 


Later-—Lord Godalming and Mr, Morris arrived earlier than we ex- 
‘ed. Dr. Seward was out on business, and had taken Jonathan with 
Fim, so I had to see them. It was to me a painful meeting, for it brought 
back all poor dear Lucy's hopes of only a few months ago. Of course they 
had heard Lucy speak of me, and it seemed that Dr. Van Helsing, too, has 
been quite “blowing my trumpet,” as Mr. Mortis expressed it. Poor 
fellows, neither of them is aware that I know all about the proposals they 
made to Lucy. They did not quite know what to say or do, as they were 
ignorant of the amount of my knowledge; so they had to keep on neutral 
subjects. However, I thought the matter over, and came to the conclusion 
that the best thing I could do would be to post them in affairs right up to 
date. I knew from Dr. Seward's diary that they had been at Lucy's 
death—her real death—and that I need not fear to betray any secret 
before the time. So I told them, as well as I could, that I had read all the 
apers and diaries, and that my husband and I, having typewritten them, 
Fad just finished putting them in order. I gave them each a copy to read in 
the library. When Lord Godalming got his and turned it over—it does 
make a pretty good pile—he said: 

“Did you write all this, Mrs. Harker?” 

1 nodded, and he went on:— 

“I don't quite see the drift of it; but you people are all so good and kind, 
and have been working so earnestly and so energetically, that all I can do 
isto accept your ideas blindfold and try to help you. I have had one lesson 
already in accepting facts that should make a man humble to the last hour 
of his life. Besides, 1 know you loved my poor Lucy—" Here he turned 
away and covered his face with his hands. I could hear the tears in his 
Voice. Mr. Morris, with instinctive delicacy, just laid a hand for a moment 
on his shoulder, and then walked quietly out of the room. I suppose there 
is something in woman's nature that makes a man free to break down 
before her and express his feelings on the tender or emotional side 
without feeling it derogatory to his manhood: for when Lord Godalming 
found himself alone with me he sat down on the sofa and gave way utterly 
and openly, I sat down beside him and took his hand. hope he didn't 
think it forward of me, and that if he ever thinks of itafterwards he never 
will have such a thought, There I wrong him; I know he never will—he is 
too true a gentleman. I said to him, for I could see that his heart was 
breaking: — 

“T loved dear Lucy, and I know what she was to you, and what you were 
to her. She and I were like sisters; and now she is gone, will you not let me 
be like a sister to you in your trouble? I know what sorrows you have had, 
though 1 cannot measure the depth of them. If sympathy and pity can 
help in your affliction, won't you let me be of some litle service —for 

uucy's sake?” 

In an instant the poor dear fellow was overwhelmed with grief. It 
seemed to me that all he had of late been suffering in silence found a vent 
at once. He grew quite hysterical, and raising his open hands, beat his 
palms together in a perfect agony of grief. He stood up and then sat down 
again, and the tears rained down his cheeks. I felt an infinite pity for him, 
and opened my arms unthinkingly. With a sob he laid his head on my 
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shoulder and cried like a wearied child, whilst he shook with emotion. 

We women have something of the mother in usthat makes us rise above 
smaller matters when the mother-spirit is invoked; I felt this big sorrow- 
ing man’s head resting on me; as though it were that of the baby that some 
day may lie on my bosom, and stroked his hair as though he were my own 
child. 1 never thought at the time how strange it all was. 

‘After a little bit his sobs ceased, and he raised himself with an apology, 
though he made no disguise of his emotion, He told me that for days and 
nights past—weary days and sleepless nights—he had been unable to 
speak with any one, as a man must speak in his time of sorrow. There was 
no woman whose sympathy could be given to him, or with whom, owing to 
the terrible circumstances with which his sorrow was surrounded, he 
could speak freely. “I know now how I suffered,” he said, as he dried his 
eyes, “but I do not know even yet—and none other can ever know—how 
much your sweet sympathy has been to me to-day. I shall know better in 
time; and believe me that, though I am not ungrateful now, my gratitude 
will grow with my understanding. You will let me be like a brother, will 
you not, for all our lives—for dear Lucy's sake?" 

“For dear Lucy's sake,” I said as we clasped hands. “Ay, and for your 
‘own sake," he added, “for if a man’s esteem and gratitude are ever worth 
the winning, you have won mine today. If ever the future should bring to 
you a time when you need a man’s help, believe me, you will not call in 
Yain. God grant that no such time may ever come to you to break the 
sunshine of your life; but if it should ever come, promise me that you will 
Tet me know.” He was so earnest, and his sorrow was so fresh, that I felt it 
would comfort him, so I said:— 

“I promise. 

Asi came along the corridor I saw Mr. Mortis looking out of a window. 
He turned as he heard my footsteps. “How is Art?” he said. Then noticing 
my red eyes, he went on: “Ah, I see you have been comforting him. Poor 
‘ld fellow! he needs it, No one but a woman can help a man when he isin 
trouble of the heart; and he had no one to comfort him. 

He bore his own trouble so bravely that my heart bled for him. I saw the 
manuscript in his hand, and I knew that when he read ithe would realise 
how much I knew: so i said to him:— 

"I wish I could comfort all who suffer from the heart. Will you let me be 

four friend, and will you come to me for comfort if you need it? You will 
ow, later on, why I speak.” He saw that I was in earnest, and stooping, 
took my hand, and raising it to his lips, kissed it. It seemed but poor 
comfort to so brave and unselfish a soul, and impulsively I bent over and 
kissed him. The tears rose in his eyes, and there was a momentary choking 
in his throat; he said quite calmly:— 

“Little girl, you will never regret that true-hearted kindness, so long as 
ever you live!” Then he went into the study to his friend. 

“Little girl!"—the very words he had used to Lucy, and oh, but he 
proved himself a friend! 
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CHAPTER EIGHTEEN 


DR. SEWARD'S DIARY 


30 September, —1 got home at five o'clock, and found that Godalming 
and Morris had not only arrived, but had already studied the transeript of 
the various diaries and letters which Harker and his wonderful wife had 
made and arranged, Harker had not yet returned from his visit to the 
‘carriers’ men, of whom Dr. Hennessey had written to me. Mrs. Harker 

We us a cup of tea, and I can honestly say that, for the first time since 1 

jave lived in it, this old house seemed like home, When we had finished, 
Mrs. Harker said:— 

“Dr. Seward, may 1 ask a favour? 1 want to see your patient, Mr, 
Renfield. Do let me see him, What you have said of him in your diary 
interests me so much!” She looked so appealing and so pretty that I could 
not refuse her, and there was no possible reason why I should; so I took 
her with me. When I went into the room, I told the man that a lady would 
like to see him; to which he simply answered: "Why?" 

“She is going through the house, and wants to see every one in it,” 1 
answered. "Oh, very well,” he said; "let her come in, by all means; but just 
‘wait a minute til I tidy up the place.” His method of tidying was peculiar: 
he simply swallowed all the flies and spiders in the boxes before I could 
stop him. It was quite evident that he feared, or was jealous of, some 
interference. When he had got through his disgusting task, he said 
cheerfully: “Let the lady come in," and sat down on the edge of his bed 
with his head down, but with his eyelids raised so that he could see her as 
she entered, For a moment I thought that he might have some homicidal 
intent; I remembered how quiet he had been just before be attacked mein 
my own study, and I took care to stand where 1 could seize him at once if 
he attempted to make a spring at her. She came into the room with an easy 
jracefulness which would at once command the respect of any lunatic— 

lor easiness is one of the qualities mad people most respect. She walked 
over to him, smiling pleasantly, and held out her hand. 

“Good evening, Mr. Renfield,” said she. “You see, I know you, for Dr. 
Seward has told me of you.” He made no immediate reply, but eyed her all 
over intently with a set frown on his face. This look gave way to one of 
wonder, which merged in doubt; then, to my intense astonishment, he 
said:— 

“You're not the girl the doctor wanted to marry, are you? You can't be, 
you know, for she’s dead," Mrs. Harker smiled sweetly as she replied: 

“Oh nol I have a husband of my own, to whom I was married before I 
ever saw Dr. Seward, or he me. I am Mrs. Harker,” 

“Then what are you doing here?" 

“My husband and I are staying on a visit with Dr. Seward.” 

“Then don't stay." 

"But why not? 


T thought that this style of conversation might not be 
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pleasant to Mrs. Harker, any more than it was to me, so I joined ins- 
"How did you know I wanted to marry any one?" His reply was simply 
contemptuous, given in a pause in which he turned his eyes from Mrs. 
Harker to me, instantly turning them back again:— 
hat an asinine question!” i 
“I don’t see that at all, Mr. Renfield, 
pioning me. He replied to her with as 
had shown contempt to me:- 

“You will, of course, understand, Mrs. Harker, that when a man is so 
loved and honoured as our host is, everything regarding his is of interest 
in our little community, Dr. Seward is loved not only by his household and 
his friends, but even by his patients, who, being some of them hardly in 
mental equilibrium, are apt to distort causes and effects. Since 1 myself 
have been an inmate of a lunatic asylum, I cannot but notice that the 
sophistic tendencies of some of its inmates lean towards the errors of non 
causa and ignoratio elenchi.” 1 positively opened my eyes at this new de- 
velopment. Here was my own pet lunatic—the most pronounced of his 
type that I had ever met with—talking elemental philosophy, and with the 
manner of a polished gentleman. 1 wonder if it was Mrs. Harker's pre- 
sence which had touched some chord in his memory. If this new phase 
was spontaneous, or in any way due to her unconscious influence, she 
must have some rare gift or power. 

‘We continued to talk for some time; and, seeing that he was seemingly 
quite reasonable, she ventured, looking at me questioningly as she began, 
to lead him to his favourite topic. I was again astonished, for he addressed 
himself to the question with the impartiality of the completest sanity; he 
even took himself as an example when he mentioned certain things, 

“Why, I myself am an instance of a man who had a strange belie. 
Indeed, it was no wonder that my friends were alarmed, and insisted on 
my being put under control. 1 used to fancy that life was a positive and 
perpetual entity, and that by consuming a multitude of live things, no 
matter how low in the scale of creation, one might indefinitely prolong 
life, At times I held the belief so strongly that T actually tried to take 
human life. The doctor here will bear me out that on one occasion I tried 
to kill him for the purpose of strengthening my vital powers by the 
assimilation with my own body of life through the medium of his blood— 
Telying, of course, upon the Scriptural phrase, ‘For the blood is the life, 
Though, indeed, the vendor of a certain nostrum has vulgarised the 
truism to the very point of contempt. Isn't that true, doctor?" I nodded 
‘assent, for I was so amazed that I hardly knew what to either think or say; 
it was hard to imagine that I had seen him eat up his spiders and flies not 
five minutes before, Looking at my watch, I saw that I should go to the 
station to meet Van Helsing, so l told Mrs. Harker that it was time to leave. 
She came at once, after saying pleasantly to Mr. Renfield: "Good-bye, and 
1 hope I may see you often, under auspices pleasanter to yourself,” to 
which, to my astonishment, he replied:— 

“Good-bye, my dear. I pray God I may never see your sweet face again, 
May He bless and keep you!” 

When I went to the station to meet Van Helsing 1 left the boys behind 
me. Poor Art seemed more cheerful than he has been since Lucy first took 
ill. and Quincey is more like his own bright self than he has been for many 
a long day. 


=a 


said Mrs. Harker, at once cham- 
juch courtesy and respect as he 
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‘Van Helsing stepped from the carriage with the eager nimbleness of a 
boy. He saw me at once, and rushed up to me, saying: 

“Ab, friend John, how goes all? Well? Sol 1 have been busy, for I come 
here to stay if need be. All affairs are settled with me, and 1 have much to 
tell, Madam Mina is with you? Yes. And her so fine husband? And Arthur 
and my friend Quincey, they are with you, too? Good! 

‘As I drove to the house I told him of what had passed, and how my own 
diary had come to be of some use through Mrs. Harker's suggestion; at 
which the Professor interrupted me: 

“Ah, that wonderful Madam Mina! She has man’s brain—a brain that a 
man should have were he much gifted—and a woman's heart. The 
God fashioned her for a purpose, believe me, when He made that so good 
combination. Friend John, up to now fortune has made that woman of 
help to us; after to-night she must not have to do with this so terrible 
affair. It is not good that she run a risk so great, We men are deter- 
mined—nay, are we not pledged?—to destroy this monster; but it is no 
part fora woman, Even if she be not harmed, her heart may fail her in so 
much and so many horrors; and hereafter she may suffer—both. in 
waking, from her nerves, and in sleep, from her dreams. And, besides, 
sheis young woman and not so long married; there may be other thingsto 
think of some time, if not now. You tell me she has wrote all, then she must 
consult with us; but to-morrow she say good-bye to this work, and we go 
alone.” I agreed heartily with him, and then I told him what we had found 
in his absence: that the house which Dracula had bought was the very ñext 
one to my own. He was amazed, and a great concern seemed to come on 
him. “Oh that we had known it before!” he said, "for then we might have 
reached him in time to save poor Lucy. However, ‘the milk that is spilt 
cries not out afterwards,’ as you say. We shall not think of that, but go on 
our way to the end.” Then he fell into a silence that lasted till we entered 
my own gateway. Before we went to prepare for dinner he said to Mrs. 
Harker:— 

“Lam told, Madam Mina, by my friend John that you and your husband 
have put up in exact order all things that have been, up to this moment.” 

“Not up to this moment, Professor,” she said impulsively, “but up to this 


“But why not up to now? We have seen hitherto how good light all the 
litle things have made. We have told our secrets, and yet no one who has 
told is the worse for it.” 

‘Mrs. Harker began to blush, and taking a paper from her pockets, she 

“Dr. Van Helsing, will you read this, and tell me fit must go in. Itis my 
record of to-day. I too have seen the need of putting down at present 
everything, however trivial; but there is litte in this except whats persone 
al. Mustit go in?” The Professor read it over gravely, and handed it back, 
saying:— 

“It need not go in if you do not wish it; but I pray that it may: Tt can but 
make your husband love you the more, and all us, your friends, more 
honour you—as well as more esteem and love.” She took it back with 
another blush and a bright smile. 

And so now, up to this very hour, all the records we have are complete 
and in order. The Professor took away one copy to study after dinner, and 
before our meeting, which is fixed for nine o'clock. The rest of us have 
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already read everything; so when we meet in the study we shall all be 
Înforiied as vo facisi andi can arrange our plan of barde with thir terrible 
and mysterious enemy. 


MINA HARKER'S JOURNAL, 


30 Seplember—When we met in Di. Seward's study two hours after 
dinner, which had beén at six o'clock, we unconsciously formed a sort of 
board or committee, Professor Van Helsing took the head of the table, to 
which Dr. Seward motioned him as he came into the room. He made me 
sit next to him on his right, and asked me to act as secretary; Jonathan sat 
next to me, Opposite us were Lord Godalming, Dr. Seward, and Mr. 
Morris—Lord Godalming being next the Professor, and Dr. Seward in 
the centre, The Professor sai 

“I may, I suppose, take it that we are all acquainted with the facts that 
are in these papers.” We all expressed assent, and he went on:— 

“Then it were, 1 think good that I tell you something of the kind of 
enemy with which we have to deal. I shall then make known to you 
something of the history of this man, which has been ascertained for me. 
So we then can discuss how we shall act, and can take our measure 
according. 

"There are such beings as vampires; some of us have evidence that they 
exist. Even had we not the proof of our own unhappy experience, the 
teachings and the records of the past give proof enough for sane peoples. 
Tadmit that at the first I was sceptic. Were it not that through long years I 
have train myself to keep an open mind, I could not have believe until 
such time as that fact thunder on my ear. ‘See! see! I prove; I prove.’ Alas! 
Had I known at the first what now I know—nay, had I ever guess at 
hhim—one so precious life had been spared to many of us who did love her. 
But that is gone; and we must so work, that other poor souls perish not, 
whilst we can save. The nosferatu do not die like the bee when he sting 
once. He is only stronger; and being stronger, have yet more power to 
work evil. This vampire which is amongst us is of himself so strong in 
person as twenty men; hes of cunning more than mortal, for his cunning 
fhe the growth of ages; he have still the aids of necromancy, which is, as his 
‘etymology imply, the divination by the dead, and all the dead that he can 
‘come nigh to are for him at command; he is brute, and more than brute; 
he is devil in callous, and the heart of him is not; he can, within limitations, 
appear at will when, and where, and in any of the forms that are to him; he 
can, within his range, direct the elements; the storm, the fog, the thunder; 
he can command all the meaner things: the rat, and the owl, and the 
bat—the moth, and the fox, and the wolf; he can grow and become small; 
and he can at times vanish and come unknown. How then are we to begin 
our strike to destroy him? How shall we find his where; and having found 
it, how can we destroy? My friends, this is much; it isa terrible task that we 
undertake, and there may be consequence to make the brave shudder, 
For if we failin this our fight he must surely win; and then where end we? 
Life is nothings; I heed him not, But to fail here, is not mere life or death, 
Tris that we became as him; that we henceforward become foul things of 
the night like him—without heart or conscience, preying on the bodies 
and the souls of those we love best. To us for ever are the gates of heaven 
shut; for who shall open them to us again? We go on for all time abhorred 
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by all; a blot on the face of God's sunshine; an arrow in the side of Him 
who died for man, But we are face to face with duty; and in such case must 
we shrink? For me, Isay, no; but then I am old, and life, with his sunshine, 
his fair places, his song of birds, his music and his love, lie far behind. You 
others are young. Some have seen sorrow but there are fair days yet in 
store. What say you? 

Whilst he was speaking, Jonathan had taken my hand. I feared, oh so 
much, that the appalling nature of our danger was overcoming him when 
I saw his hand stretch out; but it was life to me to feel its touch—so strong, 
so self-reliant, so resolute. A brave man’s hand can speak for itself; it does 
not even need a woman’s love to hear its music. 

‘When the Professor had done speaking my husband looked in my eyes, 
and Lin his; there was no need for speaking between us. 

“I can answer for Mina and myself,” he said. 

“Count me in, Professor,” said Mr. Quincey Morris, laconically as usual. 

“Tam with you,” said Lord Godalming, “for Lucy's sake, if for no other 

Dr. Seward simply nodded. The Professor stood up and, after laying 
his golden crucifix on the table, held out his hand on either side. I took his 
right hand, and Lord Godalming his left; Jonathan held my right with his 
left and stretched across to Mr. Morris, So as we all took hands our solemn 
compact was made. I felt my heart icy cold, but it did not even occur to me 
to draw back. We resumed our places, and Dr. Van Helsing went on witha- 
sortof cheerfulness which showed that the serious work had begun. It was 
to be taken as gravely, and in as businesslike a way, as any other transac- 
tion of life-— 

“Well, you know what we have to contend against; but we, too, are not 
without strength. We have on our side power of combi 
denied to the vampire kind; we have sources of science; 
and think; and the hours of the day and the night are ours equally. In fact, 
so far as our powers extend, they are unfettered, and we are free to use 
them, We have self-devotion in a cause, and an end to achieve which isnot 
a selfish one. These things are much. 

“Now let us see how far the general powers arrayed against us are 
restrict, and how the individual cannot, In fine, let us consider the 

tations of the vampire in general, and of this one in particular. 
“All we have to go upon are traditions and superstititons, These do not 
atthe first appear much, when the matter is one of life and death—nay of 
more than either life or death, Yet must we be satisfied; in the first place 
because we have to be—no other means is at our control—and secondly, 
because, after all, these things—tradition and superstition—are every- 
thing. Does not the belief in vampires rest for others—though not, alas! 
for us—on them? A year ago which of us would have received such a 
possibility, in the midst of our scientific, sceptical, matter-of-fact 
nineteenth century? We even scouted a belief that we saw justified under 
our very eyes. Take it, then, that the vampire, and the in his 
limitations and his cure, rest for the momenton the same base. For, let me 
tell you, he is known everywhere that men have been, In old Greece, in old 
Rome; he flourish in Germany all over, in France, in India, even in the 
Chernosese; and in China, so far from us in all ways, there even he i, and. 
the peoples fear him at this day. He have follow the wake of the berserker 
Icelander, the devil-begotten Hun, the Slav, the Saxon, the Magyar. So 
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far, then, we have all we may act upon; and let me tell you that very much 
ofthe beliefs are justified by what we have seen in our own so, unhappy 
experience. The vampire live on, and cannot die by mere passing of the 
time; he can flourish when that he can fatten on the blood of the living. 
Even more, we have seen amongst us that he can even grow younger: that 
his vital faculties grow strenuous, and seem as though they refresh them- 
selves when his special pabulum is plenty. But he cannot flourish without 
this diet; he eat not as others, Even friend Jonathan, who lived with him 
for weeks, did never see him to eat, never! He throws no shadow; he make 
inthe mirror no reflect, as again Jonathan observe. He has the strength of 
many of his hand—witness again Jonathan when he shut the door against 
the wolfs, and when he help him from the diligence too. He can transform 
himself to wolf, as we gather from the ship arrival in Whitby, when he tear 
‘open the dog; he can be as bat, as Madam Mina saw him on the window at 
Whitby, and as friend John saw him fly from this so near house, and as my 
friend Quincey saw him at the window of Miss Lucy. He can come in mist 
‘which he create—that noble ship's captain proved him of this; but, from 
what we know, the distance he can make this mistis limited, and it can only 
be round himself. He come on moonlight rays as elemental dust—as again 
Jonathan saw those sisters in the castle of Dracula. He become so small — 
Wwe ourselves saw Miss Lucy, ere she was at peace, slip through a hair 
breadth space at the tomb door. He can, when once he find his way, come 
out from anything or into anything, no matter how close it be bound or 
even fused up with fire—solder you call it. He can see in the dark—no 
small power this, in a world which is one half shut from the light. Ah, but 
hear me through. He can do all these things, yet he is not free. Nay; 
even more prisoner than the slave of the galley, than the madman in his 
cell. He cannot go where he lists; he who is not of nature has yet to obey 
some of nature's laws—why we know not. He may not enter anywhere at 
the first, unless there be some one of the household who bid him to come; 
though afterwards he can come as he please. His power ceases, as does 
that ofall evil things, atthe coming of the day. Only at certain times can he 
have limited freedom. If he be not at the place whither he is bound, he can 
only change himself at noon or at exact sunrise or sunset. These things are 
we told, and in this record of ours we have proof by inference. Thus, 
‘whereas he can do as he will within his limit, when he have his earth-home, 
his coffin-home, his hell-home, the place unhallowed, as we saw when he 
‘went to the grave of the suicide at Whitby; still at other time he can only 
change when the time come. It is said, too, that he can only pass running 
water at the slack or the flood of the tide. Then there are things which so 
afflict him that he has no power, as the garlic that we know of; and as for 
things sacred, as this symbol, my crucifix, that was amongst us even now 
when we resolve, to them he is nothing, but in their presence he take his 
place far off and silent with respect. There are others, too, which I shall 
tell you of, lest in our seeking we may need them. The branch of wild rose 
on his coffin keep him that he move not from it; a sacred bullet fired into 
the coffin kill him so that he be true dead; and as for the stake through 
him, we know already of its peace; or the cut-off head that giveth rest. We 
have seen it with our eyes. 
“Thus when we find the habitation of this man-that-was, we can confine 
him to his coffin and destroy him, if we obey what we know. But he is 
f dever. I have asked my friend Arminius, of Buda-Pesth University, to 
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‘make his record; and, from all the means that are, he tell me of what he 
has been. He must, indeed, have been that Voivode Dracula who won his 
name against the Turk, over the great river on the very frontier of 
‘Turkey-land. If it be so, then was he no common man; for in that time, 
and for centuries after, he was spoken of as the cleverest and the most 
cunning, as well as the bravest of the sons of the ‘land beyond the forest.’ 
‘That mighty brain and that iron resolution went with him to his grave, 
andare even now arrayed against us. The Draculas were, says Arminius, a 
great and noble race, though now and again were scions who were held by 
their coevals to have had dealings with the Evil One. They learned his 
secrets in the Scholomance, amongst the mountains over Lake Herman- 
stadt, where the devil claims the tenth scholar as his due. In the records 
are such words as stregoica’—witch, ‘ordog,’ and ‘pokol—Satan and hell; 
and in one manuscript this very Dracula is spoken of as ‘wampyr,’ which 
we all understand too well. There have been from the loins of this very 
one great men and good women, and their graves make sacred the earth 
where alone this foulness can dwell, For it is not the least of its terrors that 
this evil thing is rooted deep in all good; in soil barren of holy memories it 
cannot rest. 

Whilst they were talking Mr. Morris was looking steadily at the window, 
and he now got up quietly, and went out of the room, There was a little 
Pause, and then the Professor went on: 

“And now we must settle what we do. We have here much data, and we 
must proceed to lay out our campaign. We know from the inquiry of 
Jonathan that from the castle to Whitby came fifty boxes of earth, all of 
which were delivered at Carfax: we also know that at least some of these 
boxes have been removed. It seems to me, that our first step should be to 
ascertain whether all the rest remain in the house beyond that wall where 
we look to-day; or whether any more have been removed. If the latter, we 
must trace—" 

Here we were interrupted in a very startling way. Outside the house 
came the sound of a pistol-shot; the glass of the window was shattered. 
with a bullet, which, ricocheting from the top of the embrasure, struck the 
far wall of the room. Iam afraid I amat heart a coward, for shrieked out. 
The men all jumped to their feet; Lord Godalming flew over to the 
window and threw up the sash. As he did so we heard Mr. Morris's voice 
without:— 

“Sorry! I fear I have alarmed you. I shall come in and tell you about it.” 
A minute later he came in and said:— 

“Ttwas an idiotic thing of me to do, and I ask your pardon, Mrs, Harker, 
‘most sincerely; I fear I must have frightened you terribly. But the fact is 
that whilst the Professor was talking there came a big bat and sat on the 
window-sill. 1 have got such a horror of the damned brutes from recent 
‘events that 1 cannot stand them, and I went out to have a shot, as I have 
been doing of late of evenings, whenever I have seen one. You used to 
Taugh at me for it then, As 

“Did you hit it?” asked Dr. Van Helsing. 

“I don't know; I fancy not, for it flew away into the wood.” Without 
saying any more he took his seat, and the Professor began to resume his 
statement:— 

“We must trace each of these boxes; and when we are ready, we must 
either capture or kill this monster in his lair; or we must, so to speak, 
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sterilise the earth, so that no more he can seek safety in it. Thus in the end 
we may find him in his form of man between the hours of noon and 
sunset, and so engage with him when he is at his most weak. 

“And now for you, Madame Mina, this night is the end until all be well. 
You are too precious to us to have such risk. When we part to-night, you 
no more must question. We shall tell you all in good time, We are men and 
areable to bear; but you must be our star and our hope, and we shall act all 
the more free that you are not in the danger, such as we are.” 

All the men, even Jonathan, seemed relieved; but it did not seem to me 
good that they should brave danger and, perhaps, lessen their safety— 
strength being the best safety—through care of me: but their minds were 
made up, and, though it was a bitter pill for me to swallow, I could say 
nothing, save to accept their chivalrous care of me. 

Mr. Morris resumed the discussion: — 

“As there is no time to lose, I vote we havea look at his house right now. 
Time is everything with him; and swift action on our part may save 
another victim.” 

Town that my heart began to fail me when the time for action came so 
close, but I did not say anything, for Thad a greater fear that if Tappeared 
as a drag or a hindrance to their work, they might even leave me out of 
their counsels altogether. They have now gone off to Carfax, with means 
to get into the house, 

Manlike, they had told me to go to bed and sleep; as if a woman can 
sleep when those she loves are in danger! I shall lie down and pretend to 
sleep, lest Jonathan have added anxiety about me when he returns. 


DR. SEWARD'S DIARY, 


1 October, 4. a.m.—Justas we were about to leave the house, an urgent 
message was brought to me from Renfield to know if 1 would see him at 
‘once, as he had something of the utmost importance to say to me. I told 
the messenger to say that 1 would attend to his wishes in the morning: I 
was busy just at the moment. The attendant added: 

“He seems very importunate, sir. I have never seen him so eager. I don't 
know but what, if you don't see him soon, he will have one of his violent 
fits." I knew the man would not have said this without some cause, so 1 
said: “All right; I'll go now"; and I asked the others to wait a few minutes 
for me, as I had to go and see my “patient.” 

“Take me with you, friend John,” said the Professor. “His case in your 
diary interest me much, and it had bearing, too, now and again on our 
case. 1 should much like to see him, and especial when his mind is 
disturbed.” 

“May I come also?” asked Lord Godalming. 

“Me too?" said Quincey Morris, "May I come?” said Harker. I nodded, 
and we all went down the passage together. 

‘We found him in a state of considerable excitement, but far more 
rational in his speech and manner than I had ever seen him. There was an 
unusual understanding of himself, which was unlike anything I had ever 
met with a lunatic; and he took it for granted that his reasons would 
prevail with others entirely sane. We all four wentinto the room, but none 
BF the others at first said anything, His request was that I would at once 
release him from the asylum and send him home. This he backed up with 
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arguments regarding his complete recovery, and adduced his own ex- 
mind sitting in judgment on my case. By the way, you have not introduced 
me." 1 was so much astonished, that the oddness of introducing a mad- 
‘man in an asylum did not strike me at the moment; and, besides, there was 
a certain dignity in the man’s manner, so much of the habit of equality, 
that I at once made the introduction: "Lord Godalming; Professor Van 
Helsing; Mr. Quincey Morris, of Texas; Mr. Renfield.” He shook hands 
with each of them, saying in turn:— 

“Lord Godalming, I had the honour of seconding your father at the 
‘Windham; I grieve to know, by your holding the title, that he is no more, 
He was a man loved and honoured by all who knew him; and in his youth 
was, [ have heard, the inventor of a burnt rum punch, much patronised 
on Derby night. Mr. Morris, you should be proud of your great state. Its 
reception into the Union was a precedent which may have far-reaching 
‘effects hereafter, when the Pole and the Tropics may hold alliance to the 
Stars and Stripes. The power of Treaty may yet prove a vast engine of 
enlargement, when the Monroe doctrine takes its true place as a political 
fable. What shall any man say of his pleasure at meeting Van Helsing? Sir, 
1 make no apology for dropping all forms of conventional prefix. When 
an individual has revolutionised therapeutics by his discovery of the 
continuous evolution of brain-matter, conventional forms are unfitting, 
since they would seem to limit him to one of aclass. You, gentlemen, who 
by nationality, by heredity, or by the possession of natural gifts, are fitted 
to hold your respective places in the moving world, I take to witness that 1 
am as sane as at least the majority of men who are in full possession of 
their liberties. And I am sure that you, Dr. Seward, humanitarian and 
medico-jurist as well as scientist, will deem it a moral duty to deal with me 
as one to be considered as under exceptional circumstances.” He made 
this last appeal with a courtly air of conviction which was not without its 

1 think we were all staggered. For my own part, I was under the 
conviction, despite my knowledge of the man’s character and history, that 
his reason had been restored; and I felt under a strong impulse to tell him 
that I was satisfied as to his sanity, and would see about the necessary 
formalities for his release in the morning. I thought it better to wait, 
however, before making so grave a statement, for of old T knew the 
sudden changes to which this particular patient was liable. So I contented 
myself with making a general statement that he appeared to be improving 
very rapidly; that I would have a longer chat with him in the morning, an 
would then see what I could do in the direction of meeting his wishes. This 
did not at all satisfy him, for he said quickly:— 

“But I fear, Dr. Seward, that you hardly apprehend my wish. I desire to 
go at once—here—now—this very hour—this very moment, if I may. 
Time presses, and in our implied agreement with the old scytheman it is 
ofthe essence of the contract. I am sureitis only necessary to put before so 
admirable a practitioner as Dr, Seward so simple, yet so momentous a 
‘wish, to ensure its fulfilment.” He looked at me keenly, and seeing the 
negative in my face, turned to the others, and scrutinised them closely. 
Not meeting any sufficient response, he went on:— 

“Is possible thar I have erred in my supposition?" 

“You have,” I said frankly, butat the same time, as I felt, brutally. There 
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was a considerable pause, and then he said slowly:— 

“Then I suppose I must only shift my ground of request, Let me ask for 
this concession—boon, privilege, what you will. Lam content to implore in 
‘such a case, not on personal grounds, but for the sake of others. lam not 
at liberty to give you the whole of my reasons; but you may, | assure you, 
take it from me that they are good ones, sound and unselfish, and spring 
from the highest Sense of duty. Could you look, sir, into my heart, you 
would approve to the full the sentiments which animate me. Nay, more, 
you would count me amongst the best and truest of your friends.” Again 
he looked at us all keenly. 1 had a growing conviction that this sudden 
change of his entire intellectual method was but yet another form or 
phase of his madness, and so determined to let him go on a little longer, 
knowing from experience that he would, like all lunatics, give himself 
away in the end. Van Helsing was gazing at him with a look of utmost 
intensity, his bushy eyebrows almost meeting with the fixed concentration 
of his look. He said to Renfield in a tone which did not surprise me at the 
time, but only when T thought of it afterwards—for it was as of one 
addressing an equal:-— 

‘Can you not tell frankly your real reason for wishing to be free 
to-night? I will undertake that if you will satisfy even me—a stranger, 
without prejudice, and with the habit of keeping an open mind—Dr. 
Seward will give you, at his own risk and on his own responsibility, the 
privilege you seek.” He shook his head sadly, and with a look of poignant 
regret on his face. The Professor went on:— 

“Come, sir, bethink yourself. You claim the privilege of reason in the 
highest degree, since you seek to impress us with your complete reason- 
ableness. You do this, whose sanity we have reason to doubt, since you are 
not yet released from medical treatment for this very defect. If you will 
not help usin our effort to choose the wisest course, how can we perform 
the duty which you yourself put upon us? Be wise, and help us; and if we 
can we shall aid you to achieve your wish.” He still shook his head as he 
said:— 

“Dr. Van Helsing, 1 have nothing to say. 
and if 1 were free to speak I should not hesitate a moment; but Iam not 
my own master in the matter, I can only ask you to trust me. If Lam 
refused, the responsibility does not rest with me.” I thought it was now 
time to end the scene, which was becoming too comically grave, so 1 went 
towards the door, simply saying: 

“Come, my friends, we have work to do. Good-night.” 

As, however, I got near the door, a new change came over the patient. 
He moved towards meso quickly that for the moment I feared that he was 
about to make another homicidal attack. My fears, however, were 
groundless, for he held up his two hands imploringly, and made his 
petition in a moving manner. As he saw that the very excess of his emotion 
‘was militating against him, by restoring us more to our old relations, he 
became still more demonstrative. I glanced at Van Helsing, and saw my 
conviction reflecting in his eyes; so I became a little more fixed in my 

if not more stern, and motioned to him that his efforts were 
ig. 1 had previously seen something of the same constantly grow- 
ing excitement in him when he had to make some request of which at the 
time he had thought much, such, for intance, as when he wanted a cat; 
and I was prepared to see the collapse into the same sullen acquiescence 
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on this occasion. My expectation was not realised, for, when he found that 
his appeal would not be successful, he got into quitea frantic conditon. He 
threw himself on his knees, and held up his hands, wringing them in 
plaintive supplication, and poured forth a torrent of entreaty, with the 
tears rolling down his cheeks, and his whole face and form expressive of 
the deepest emotion:— 

“Let me entreat you, Dr. Seward, oh, let me implore you, to let me out 
of this house at once. Send me away how you will and where you will; send. 
Keepers with me with whips and chains; let them take me in a strait- 
‘waistcoat, manacled and leg-ironed, even to a gaol; but let me go out of 
this. You don't know what you do by keeping me here. I am speaking 
from the depths of my heart—of my very soul. You don’t know whom you 
wrong, or how; and I may not tell. Woe'is me! I may not tell. By all you 
hold sacred—by all you hold dear—by your love that is lost—by your hope 
that lives—for the sake of the Almighty, take me out of this and save my 
soul from guilt! Can't you hear me, man? Can't you understand? Will you 
never learn? Don't you know that I am sane and earnest now; that Lam no 
lunatic in a mad fit, buta sane man fighting for his soul? Oh, hear me! 
hear me! Let me go! let me go! let me go!” 

T thought that the longer this went on the wilder he would get, and so 
would bring on a fit; so I took him by the hand and raised him up. 

“Come,” I said sternly, “no more of this; we have had quite enough 
already. Get to your bed and try to behave more discreetly. 

He suddenly stopped and looked at me intently for several moments. 
Then, without a word, he rose and moving over, sat down on the side of 
the bed. The collapse had come, as on the former occasion, just as 1 had 
expected. 

‘When I was leaving the room, last of our party, he said to mein a quiet, 
well-bred voice:— 

“You will, I trust, Dr, Seward, do me the justice to bear in mind, later 
on, that I did what I could to convince you tonight.” 


CHAPTER NINETEEN 


JONATHAN HARKER’ JOURNAL, 


1 October, 5 a.m—I went with the party to the search with an easy mind, for 
1 think T never saw Mina so absolutely strong and well. I am so glad that 
she consented to hold back and let us men do the work. Somehow, it wasa 
dread to me that she was in this fearful business at all; but now that her 
‘work is done, and that itis due to her energy and brains and foresight that 
the whole story is put together in such a way that every point tells, she may 
well feel that her part is finished, and that she can henceforth leave the 
resttous. We were, I think, alla little upset by the scene with Mr, Renfield. 
‘When we came away from his room we were silent till we got back to the 
study. Then Mr. Morris said to Dr. Seward:— 

“Say, Jack, if that man wasn't attempting a bluff, he is about the sanest 
lunatic I ever saw. I'm not sure, but I believe that he had some serious 
purpose, and if he had, it was pretty rough on him not to geta chance.” 
Lord Godalming and T were silent, but Dr. Van Helsing added:— 


ails peal Bs 


J ial 


* DRACULA B45 

“Friend John, you know more of lunatics than Ido, and I'm glad of it 

for I fear that if it had been to me to decide 1 would before that last 

hysterical outburst have given him free. But we live and learn, and in our 
resent task we must take no chance, as my friend Quincey would say. All 

îs best as they ae," Dr, Seward seemed to answer them both in a dreamy 
ind of way:— 

“I don't know but that I agree with you. If that man had been an 
ordinary lunatic 1 would have taken my chance of trusting him; but he 
seems so mixed up with the Count in an indexy kind of way that I am 
afraid of doing anything wrong by helping his fads. I can't forget how he 
prayed with almost equal fervour for a cat, and then tried to tear my 
throat out with his teeth, Besides, he called the Count ‘lord and master,’ 
and he may want to get out to help him in some diabolical way. That 
horrid thing has the wolves and the rats and his own kind to help him, so 1 
suppose he isn’t above trying to use a respectable lunatic, He certainly did 
seem earnest, though. 1 only hope we have done what is best. These 
things, in conjunction with the wild work we have in hand, help to 
unnerve a man.” The professor stepped over, and laying his hand on his 
shoulder, said in his grave, kindly way:— 

“Friend John, have no fear. We are trying to do our duty in a very sad 
and terrible case; we can only do as we deem best. What else have we to 
hope for, except the pity of the good God?” Lord Godalming had slipped 
away for a few minutes, but now he returned. He held up a little silver 
whistle, as he remarked:— 

“That old place may be full of rats, and if so, I've got an antidote on 
call.” Having passed the wall, we took our way to the house, taking care to 
keep in the shadows of the trees on the lawn when the moonlight shone 
out, When we got to the porch the Professor opened his bag and took out 
a lot of things, which he laid on the step, sorting them into four litle 

, evidently one for each, Then he spoke: 

“My friends, we are going into a terrible danger, and we need arms of 
many kinds. Our enemy is not merely spiritual, Remember that he has the 
strength of twenty men, and that, though our necks or our windpipes are 
of the common kind—and therefore breakable or crushable—his are not 
amenable to mere strength. A stronger man, or a body of men more 
strong in all than him, can at certain times hold him; but they cannot hurt 
him as we can be hurt by him. We must, therefore, guard ourselves from 
his touch. Keep this near your heart'—as he spoke he lifted a litle silver 
crucifix and held it out to me, I being nearest to him—"put these flowers 
round your neck’—here he handed to me a wreath of withered garlic 
blossoms—"for other enemies more mundane, this revolver and this 
knife; and for aid in all, these so small electric lamps, which you can fasten 
to your breast; and for all, and above all atthe last, this, which we must not 
desecrate needless.” This was a portion of Sacred Wafer, which he put in 
an envelope and handed to me. Each of the others was similarly equipped. 
“Now,” he said, “friend John, where are the skeleton keys? If so that we 
can open the door, we need not break house by the window, as before at 
Miss Lucy's.” 

Dr. Seward tried one or two skeleton keys, his mechanical dexterity asa 
surgeon standing him in good stead. Presently he got one to suit; after a 
little play back and forward the bolt yielded, and, with a rusty clang, shot 
back. We pressed on the door, the rusty hinges creaked, and it slowly 
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opened. It was startlingly like the image conveyed to me in Dr. Seward's 
diary of the opening of Miss Westenra’s tomb; I fancy that the same idea 
‘seemed to strike the others, for with one accord they shrank back. The 
Professor was the first to move forward, and stepped into the open door. 

“In manus tuas, Domine!” he said, crossing himself as he passed over the 
threshold. We closed the door behind us, lest when we should have lit our 
lamps we should possibly attract attention from the road. The Professor 
carefully tried the lock, lest we might not be able to open it from within 
should we be in a hurry making our eixt. Then we all lit our lamps and 
proceeded on our search. 

The light from the tiny lamps fell in all sorts of odd forms, as the rays 
crossed each other, or the opacity of our bodies threw great shadows. I 
could not for my life get away from the feeling that there was some one 
‘else amongst us, I suppose it was the recollection, so powerfully brought 
home to me by the grim surroundings, of that terrible experience in 
Transylvania. I think the feeling was common to us all, for I noticed that 
the others kept looking over their shouldersat every sound and every new 
shadow, just as 1 felt myself doing 

‘The whole place was thick with dust. The floor was seemingly inches 
deep, except where there were recent footsteps, in which on holding 
‘down my lamp I could see marks of hobnails where the dust was cracked. 
The walls were fluffy and heavy with dust, and in the corners were masses 
of spiders’ webs, whereon the dust had gathered till they looked like old 
tattered rags as the weight had torn them partly down, On a table in the 
hall was a great bunch of keys, with a time-yellowed label on each. They 
had been used several times, for on the table were several similar rents in 
the blanket of dust, similar to that exposed when the Professor lifted 
them. He turned to me and said:— 

You know this place, Jonathan. You have copied maps of it, and you 
know it at least more than we do. Which is the way to the chapel?” I had an 
idea of its direction, though on my former visit I had not been able to get 
admission to it; so I led the way, and after a few wrong turnings found 
‘myself opposite a low, arched oaken door, ribbed with iron bands. “This is 
the spot,” said the Professor as he turned his lamp on a small map of the 
house, copied from the file of my original correspondence regarding the 
purchase. With a litle trouble we found the key on the bunch and opened 
the door. We were prepared for some unpleasantness, for as we were 
opening the door a faint, malodorous air seemed to exhale through the 
gaps, but none of us ever expected such an odour as we encountered. 
‘None of the others had met the Count at all at close quarters, and when I 
had seen him he was either in the fasting stage of his existence in his 
rooms, or, when he was gloated with fresh blood, in a ruined building 
open to the air; but here the place was small and close, and the long disuse 
bad made the air stagnant and foul. There was an earthy smell, as of some 
dry miasma, which came through the fouler air. But as to the odour itself, 
how shall I describe it? It was not alone that it was composed of all the ills 
of mortality and with the pungent, acrid smell of blood, but it seemed as 
though corruption had become itself corrupt. Faugh! it sickens me to 
think of it. Every breath exhaled by the monster seemed to have clung to 
the place and intensified its loathsomeness. 

Under ordinary circumstances such a stench would have brought our 
enterprise to an end; but this was no ordinary case, and the high 
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‘and terrible purpose in which we were involved gave us a strength which 
rose above merely physical considerations, After the involunta 7 iRNK- 
ing consequent on the first nauseous whiff, we one and all went about our 
work as though that loathsome place were a garden of roses. 

We made an accurate examination of the place, the Professor saying as 
we began: 

“The first thing is to see how many of the boxes are left; we must then 
examine every hole and corner and cranny and see if we cannot get some 
clue as to what has become of the rest.” A glance was sufficient to show 
how many remained, for the great earth chests were bulky, and there was 
no mistaking them. 

There were only twenty-nine left out of the fifty! Once I got a fright, 
for, seeing Lord Godalming suddenly turn and look out of the vaulted 
door into the dark passage beyond, I looked too, and for an instant my 
heart stood still. Somewhere, looking out from the shadow, I seemed to 
see the high lights of the Count’s evil face, the ridge of the nose, the red 
eyes, the red lips, the awful pallor. It was only fora moment, for, as Lord 
Godalming said, “I thought I saw a face, but it was only the shadows," and 
resumed his inquiry, I turned my lamp in the direction, and stepped into 
the passage. There was no sign of any one; and as there were no corners, 
no doors, no aperture of any kind, but only the solid walls of the passage, 
there could be no hiding-place even for him. I took it that fear had helped 
imagination and said nothing, 

A few minutes later I saw Morris step suddenly back from a corner, 
which he was examining, We all followed his movements with our eyes, 
for undoubtedly some nervousness was growing on us, and we saw a 
whole mass of phosphorescence, which twinkled like stars. We all instinc- 
tively drew back. The whole place was becoming alive with rats. 

For a moment or two we stood appalled, all save Lord Godalming, who 
‘was seemingly prepared for such an emergency. Rushing over to the 
great iron-bound oaken door, which Dr. Seward had described from the 
outside, and which I had seen myself, he turned the key in the lock, drew 
the huge bolts, and swung the door open. Then, taking his little silver 
whistle from his pocket, he blew a low, shrill call. It was answered from 
behind Dr. Seward's house by the yelping of dogs, and after about a 
minute three terriers came dashing round the corner of the house. 
Unconsciously we had all moved towards the door, and as we moved I 
noticed that the dust had been much disturbed: the boxes which had been 
taken out had been brought this way. But even in the minute that had 
elapsed the number of the rats had vastly increased. They seemed to 
swarm over the place all at once, till the Iamplight, shining on their 
moving dark bodies and glittering, baleful eyes, made the place look likea 
bank of earth set with fireflies, The dogs dashed on, but at the threshold 
suddenly stopped and snarled, and then, simultaneously lifting their 
noses, began to how! in most lugubrious fashion. The rats were multi- 
plying in thousands, and we moved out, 

Lord Godalming lifted one of the dogs, and carrying him in, placed him 
on the floor. The instant his feet touched the ground he seemed to 
recover his courage, and rushed at his natural enemies. They fled before 
him so fast that before he had shaken the life out of a score, the other 
dogs, who had by now been lifted in the same manner, had but small prey 
ere the whole mass had vanished. 


548 BRAM STOKER 


With their going it seemed as if some evil presence had departed, for 
the dogs frisked about and barked merrily as they made sudden darts at 
their prostrate foes, and turned them over and over and tossed them in 
the air with vicious shakes, We all seemed to find our spirits rise. Whether 
it was the purifying of the deadly atmosphere by the opening of the 
chapel door, or the relief which we experienced by finding ourselves in 
the open 1 know not; but most certainly the shadow of dread seemed to 
slip from us like a robe, and the occasion of our coming lost something of 
its grim significance, though we did not slacken a whit in our resolution. 
We closed the outer door and barred and locked it, and bringing the dogs 
with us, began our search of the house. We found nothing throughout 
‘except dust in extraordinary proportions, and all untouched save for my 
‘own footsteps when I had made my first vist. Never once did the dogs 
exhibit any symptom of uneasiness, and even when we returned to the 
chapel they frisked about as though they had been rabbit-hunting in a 
summer wood. 

‘The morning was quickening in the east when we emerged from the 
front. Dr. Van Helsing had taken the key of the hall-door from the bunch, 
and locked the door in orthodox fashion, putting the key into his pocket 
when he had done. 

“So far.” he said, “our night has been eminently successful. No harm 
has come to us such as I feared might be and yet we have ascertained how 
many boxes are missing, More than all do I rejoice that this, our first—and 
perhaps our most difficult and dangerous—step has been accomplished 
without the bringing thereinto our most sweet Madam Mina or troubling 
her waking or sleeping thoughts with sights and sounds and smells o 
horror which she might never forget. One lesson, too, we have learned, if 
it be allowable to argue a particulari: that the brute beasts which are to the 
Count's command are yet themselves not amenable to his spiritual power; 
for look, these rats that would come to his all, justas from his castle top he 
summon the wolves to your going and to that poor mother's cry, though 
they come to him, they run pell-mell from the so little dogs of my friend 
Arthur. We have other matters before us, other dangers, other fears; and 
that monster—he has not used his power over the brute world for the only 
or the last time to-night, So be it that he has gone elsewhere, Good! It has 
given us opportunity to cry ‘check’ in some ways in this chess game, which 
we play for the stake of human souls. And now let us go home. The dawn 
is close at hand, and we have reason to be content with our first night's 
work. It may be ordained that we have many nights and days to follow, if 
full of peril; but we must go on, and from no danger shall we shrink.” 

The house was silent when we got back, save for some poor creature 
who was screaming away in one of the distant wards, and a low, moaning 
sound from Renfield’s room. The poor wretch was doubtless torturing 
himself, after the manner of the insane, with needless thoughts of pain. 

1 came tiptoe into our own room, and found Mina asleep, breathing so 
softly that I had to put my ear down to hear it. She looks paler than usual. I 
hope the meeting to-night has not upset her, I am truly thankful that she 
is to be left out of our future work, and even of our deliberations, Itis too 
great a strain for a woman to bear. I did not think so at first, but I know 
better now. Therefore I am glad that it is settled, There may be things 
which would frighten her to hear: and yet to conceal them from her might 
be worse than to tell her if once she suspected that there was any conceal- 
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nt. Henceforth our work is to be a sealed book to her, till at least such 
time as we can tell her that all is finished, ahd the earth free from a 
monster of the nether world. I daresay it will be difficultto begin to keep 
silence after such confidence as ours; but 1 must be resolute, and to- 
morrow I shall keep dark over to-night’s doings, and shall refuse to speak 
‘of anything that has happened. I rest on the sofa, so as not to diturb her. 


1 October, later —1 suppose it was natural that we should have all overslept 
ourselves, for the day was a busy one, and the night had no rest atall. Even 
‘Mina must have felt its exhaustion, for though I slept till the sun was high, 
I was awake before her, and had to call two or three times before she 
awoke. Indeed, she was so sound asleep that fora few seconds she did not 
recognise me, but looked at me with a sort of blank terror, as one looks 
who has been waked out of a bad dream. She complained a little of being 
tired, and I let her rest till later in the day. We now know of twenty-one 
boxes having been removed, and if it be that several were taken in any of 
these removals we may be able to trace them all, Such will, of course, 
immensely simplify our labour, and the sooner the matter is attended to 
the better. I shall look up Thomas Snelling to-day. 


DR. SEWARDSS DIARY. 


1 October—It was towards noon when I was awakened by the Professor 
walking into my room. He was more jolly and cheerful than usual, and itis 
quite evident that last night's work has helped to take some of the brood- 
ing weight off his mind, After going over the adventure of the night he 
suddenly said:— 

“Your patient interests me much, May it be that with you I visit him this 
morning? Or if that you are too occupy, 1 can go alone if it may be, It isa 

rience to me to find a lunatic who talk philosophy, and reason so 
had some work to do which pressed, so I told him that if he 
would go alone I would be glad, as then I should not have to keep him 
waiting: so I called an attendant and gaye him the necessary instructions, 
Before the Professor left the room I cautioned him against getting any 
false impression from my patient. “But,” he answered, “I want him to talk 
of himself and of his delusion as to consuming live things. He said to 
Madam Mina, as I see in your diary of yesterday, that he had once had 
such a belief. Why do you smile, friend John?” 

“Excuse me,” 1 said, “but the answer is here.” 1 laid my hand on the 
typewritten matter. “When our sane and learned lunatic made that very 
statement of how he used to consume life, his mouth was actually nauseous 
with the flies and spiders which he had eaten just before Mrs. Harker 
entered the room.” Van Helsing smiled in turn. “Good!” he said. "Your 
memory is true, friend John. I should have remembered. And yet itis this 
very obliquity of thought and memory which makes mental disease such a 
fascinating study. Perhaps I may gain more knowledge out of the folly of 
this madman than 1 shall from the teaching of the most wise. Who 
knows?” I went on with my work, and before long was through that in 
hand. It seemed that the time had been very short indeed, but there was 
Van Helsing back in the study. “Do I interrupt?” he asked politely as he 
stood at the door. i 

“Notat all," L answered. “Come in. My work is finished, and Lam free. 1 
can go with you now, if you like.” 
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“It is needless; 1 have seen him!” 
swa pitaa 
“1 fear that he does not appraise me at much. Our interview was short. 

When I entered his room he was sitting on a stool in the centre, with his 

elbows on his knees, and his face was the picture of sullen discontent. 1 

spoke to him as cheerfully as I could, and with stich a measure of respect 

as L could assume, He made no reply whatever. ‘Don’t you know me?’ 1 

asked. His answer was not reassuring: ‘I know you well enough; you are 

the old fool Van Helsing. I wish you would take yourself and your idiotic 
brain theories somewhere else. Damn all thick-headed Dutchmen!” Nota 
word more would he say, but sat in his implacable sullenness as indiffer- 
ent to me as though I had not been in the room at all. Thus departed for 
this time my chance of much learning from this so clever lunatic; so I shall 
go, if I may, and cheer myself with a few happy words with that sweet soul 

Madam Mina. Friend John, it does rejoice me unspeakable that she is no 

more to be pained, no more to be worried with our terrible things. 

‘Though we shall much miss her help, itis better so- 

“Lagree with you with all my heart,” Lanswered earnestly, for I did not 
want him to weaken in this matter. “Mrs. Harker is better out of it. Things 
are quite bad enough for us, all men of the world, and who have been in 
‘many tight places in our time; but itis no place fora woman, andif she had 
remained in touch with the affair, it would in time infallibly have wrecked 
her.” 

So Van Helsing has gone to confer with Mrs, Harker and Harker: 
Quincey and Art are all out following up the clues as to the earth-boxes. I 
shall finish my round of work and we shall meet to-night. 


MINA HARKER'S JOURNAL. 


1 October —Itis strange to me to be kept in the dark as I am to-day; after 
Jonathan's full confidence for so many years, to see him manifestly avoid 
ertain matters, and those the most vital of all. This morning I slept late 
after the fatigue of yesterday, and though Jonathan was late too, he was 
the earlier. He spoke to me before he went out, never more sweetly or 
tenderly, but he never mentioned a word of what had happened in the 
visit to the Count’s house. And yet he must have known how terribly 
anxious I was. Poor dear fellow! I suppose it must have distressed him 
even more than it did me, They all agreed that it was best that I should not 
be drawn further into this awful work, and T acquiesced, But to think that 
he keeps anything from me! And now I am crying like a silly fool, when I 
Anow it comes from my husband's great love and from the good, good 
wishes of those other strong men. 

‘That has done me good. Well, some day Jonathan will tell me all; and 
lest it should ever be that he should think for a moment that I kept 
anything from him, I still keep my journal as usual. Then if he has feared 
‘of my trust 1 shall show it to him, with every thought of my heart put down 
for his dear eyes to read, I feel strangely sad and low-spirited to-day, 1 
suppose it is the reaction from the terrible excitement. 

Last night I went to bed when the men had gone, simply because they 
told me to. I didn’t feel sleepy, and 1 did feel full of devouring anxiety. 1 
kept thinking over everything that has been ever since Jonathan came to 
see me in London, and it all seems like a horrible tragedy, with fate 
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pressing on relentlessly to some destined end. Everything that one does 
Seems, no matter how right it may be, to bring on the very thing which is 
most to be deplored. If I hadn't gone to Whitby, perhaps poor dear Lucy 
‘would be with us now. She hadn't taken to visiting the churchyard tll 1 
came, and if she hadn't come there in the day-time with me she wouldn't 
have walked there in her sleep; and if she hadn't gone there at night and 
asleep, that monster couldn't have destroyed her as he did, Oh, why did 1 
ever go to Whitby? There now, crying again! 1 wonder what has come 
‘over me to-day. 1 must hide it from Jonathan, for if he knew that I had 
been crying twice in one morning—I, who never cried on my own 
account, and whom he has never caused to shed a tear—the dear fellow 
would fret his heart out. I shall put a bold face on, and if I do feel weepy, 
he shall never see it. I suppose it is one of the lessons that we poor women 
have to learn. .. 

I can't quite remember how I fell asleep last night. 1 remember hearing 
the sudden barking of the dogs and a lot of queer sounds, like praying on 
a very tumultuous scale, from Mr, Renfield’s room, which is somewhere 
under this. And then there was silence over everything, silence so pro- 
found that it startled me, and I got up and looked out of the window, All 
was dark and silent, the black shadows thrown by the moonlight seeming 
full of asilent mystery of their own, Nota thing seemed to be stirring, but 
all to be grim and fixed as death or fate; so that a thin streak of white mist, 
that crept with almost imperceptible slowness across the grass towards the 
house, seemed to have a sentience and a vitality of itsown. I think that the 
digression of my thoughts must have done me good, for when I got back 
to bed I found a lethargy creeping over me. I lay a while, but could not 
quite sleep, so I got out and looked out of the window again. The mist was 
spreading, and was now close up to the house, so that I could see it lying 
thick against the wall, as though it were stealing up to the windows. The 
poor man was more loud than ever, and though I could not distinguish a 
‘word he said, I could in some way recognise in his tones some passionate 
entreaty on his part. Then there was the sound of a struggle, and I knew 
that the attendants were dealing with him. I was so frightened that I crept 
into bed, and pulled the clothes over my head, putting my fingers in my 
ears. I was not then abit sleepy, atleast so I thought; but I must have fallen 
asleep, for, except dreams, I do not remember anything until the morn- 
ing, when jonathan woke me. I think that it took me an effort and a little 
time to realise where I was, and that it was Jonathan who was bending over 
me. My dream was very peculiar, and was almost typical of the way that 
waking thoughts become merged in, or continued in, dreams, 

T thought that 1 was asleep, and waiting for Jonathan to come back. I 
was very anxious about him, and I was powerless to act; my feet, and my 
mind and my brain were weighted, so that nothing could proceed at the 
usual pace, And so I slept uneasily and thought. Then it began to dawn 
upon me that the air was heavy, and dank, and cold. 1 put back the clothes 
from my face, and found, to my surprise, that all was dim around, The 
‘gaslight which I had left lit for Jonathan, but turned down, came only like 
å tiny red spark through the fog, which had evidently grown thicker and 
poured into the room. Then it occurred to me that I had shut the window 
before I had come to bed. I would have got out to make certain on the 
point, but some leaden lethargy seemed to chain my limbs and even my 
Will. Flay still and endured; that wasall. I closed my eyes, but could still see 
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through my eyelids. (It is wonderful what tricks our dreams play us, and 
how conveniently we can imagine.) The mist grew thicker and I could see 
now how it came in, for I could see it like smoke—or with the white energy 
of boiling water—pouring in, not through the window, but through the 
joinings of the door. It got thicker and thicker, tillit seemed as if it became. 
Concentrated into a sort of pillar of cloud in the room, through the top of 
Which I could see the light of the gas shining like a red eye. Things began 
to whirl through my brain just as the cloudy column was now whirling in 
the room, and through it all came the scriptural words “a pillar of cloud by 
day and of fire by night.” Wasit indeed some such spiritual guidance that 
‘was coming to me in my sleep? But the pillar was composed of both the 
day- and the night-guiding, for the fire was in the red eye, which at the 
thought got a new fascination for me; till, as T looked, the fire divided, and 
seemed to shine on me through the fog like two red eyes, suchas Lucy told 
me of in her momentary mental wandering when, on the cliff, the dying 
sunlight struck the windows of St. Mary's Church, Suddenly the horror 
Burst upon me chat it was thus that Jonathan had seen those awful women 
growing into reality through the whirling mist in the moonlight, and in 
my dream 1 must have fainted, for all became black darkness. The last 
conscious effort which imagination made was to show mea livid white face 
bending over me out of the mist. I must be careful of such dreams, for 
they would unseat one’s reason if there were too much of them. I would 
get Dr. Van Helsing or Dr. Seward to prescribe something for me which 
Would make me sleep, only that I fear to alarm them. Such a dream at the 
present time would become woven into their fears for me, To-night I shall 
Strive hard to sleep naturally. If do not, I shall to-morrow night get them 
to give me a dose of chloral; that cannot hurt me for once, and it will give 
mea good night sleep Last night tres me more than if Thad notseptat 


2 October, 10 pm. —Last night I slept, but did not dream, I must have slept 
soundly, for L was not waked by Jonathan coming to bed; but the sleep has 
not refreshed me, for to-day I feel terribly weak and spiritless. I spent all 
yesterday trying to read, or lying down dozing: In the afternoon Mr. 
Renfield asked if he might see me. Poor man, he was very gentle, and 
when I came away he kissed my hand and bade God bless me. Some way it 
affected me much; I am crying when I think of him. This is a new 
‘weakness, of which I must be careful. Jonathan would be miserable if he 
knew I had been crying. He and the others were out till dinner-time, and 
they all came in tired. 1 did what 1 could to brighten them up, and 1 
suppose that the effect did me good, for I forgot how tired I was. After 
dinier they sent me to bed, and all went off to smoke together, as they 
said, but I knew that they wanted to tell each other of what had occurred 
to each during the day; I could see from Jonathan's manner that he had 
something important to communicate. I was not sosleepy as Ishould have 
been; so before they went I asked Dr. Seward to give me a little opiate of 
some kind, as I had not slept well the night before. He very kindly made 
‘me upasleeping draught, which he gave to me, telling me that it would do 
me no harm, as it was very mild. .... I have taken it, and am waiting for 
sleep, which still keeps aloof, 1 hope 1 have not done wrong. for as sleep 
begins to flirt with me, a new fear comes: that I may have been foolish in. 
thus depriving myself of ghe power of waking; might want ik. Here 
comes sleep. Good-night. g 
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CHAPTER TWENTY 


JONATHAN HARKERS JOURNAL, 


1 October, evening —1 found Thomas Snelling in his house at Bethnal 
Green, but unhappily he was not in a condition to remember anything, 
‘The very prospect of beer which my expected coming had opened to him 
had proved too much, and he had begun wo early on his expected 
debauch, I learned, however, from his wife, who seemed a decent, poor 
soul, that he was only the assistant to Smollet, who of the two mates was the 
responsible person, So off I drove to Walworth, and found Mr. Joseph 
Smollet at home and in his shirtsleeves, taking alate tea out ofa saucer. He 
is a decent, intelligent fellow, distinctly a good, reliable type of workman, 
and with a headpiece of his own. He remembered all about the incident of 
the boxes, and from a wonderful dog’seared notebook, which he pro- 
duced from some mysterious receptacle about the seat of his trousers, and 
which had hieroglyphical entries in thick, half-obliterated pencil, he gave 
me the destinations of the boxes. There were, he said, six in the cartload 
which he took from Carfax and left at 197, Chicksand Street, Mile End, 
New Town, and another six which he deposited at Jamaica Lane, Be 
mondsey. If then the Count meant to scatter these ghastly refuges of his 
‘over London, these places were chosen as the first of delivery, so that later 
he might distribute more fully. The systematic manner in which this was 
done made me think that he could not mean to confine himself to two 
sides of London, He was now fixed on the far east of the northern shore, 
‘on the east of the southern shore, and on the south. The north and west 
were surely never meant to be left out of this diabolical scheme—Iet alone 
the City itself and the very heart of fashionable London in the south-west 
and west, L went back to Smollet, and asked him if he could tell us if any 
other boxes had been taken from Carfax. 

He replied:— 

“Well, guy'nor, you've treated me wery ‘an’some"—I had given him 
half.asovereign—“an'I'ltell yer all I know. I heard a man by the name of 
Bloxam say four nights ago in the ‘Are an’ ‘Ounds, in Pincher's Alley, as 
‘ow he an’ his mate 'ad 'ad a rare dusty job in a old ‘ouse at Purfect. There 
‘ain't a-many such jobsas his ere, an’ I'm thinkin’ that maybe Sam Bloxam 
‘could tell ye summut.” I asked if he could tell me where to find him. I told 
him that if he could get me the address it would be worth another 
half-sovereign to him. So he gulped down the rest of his tea and stood up, 
saying that he was going to begin the search then and there, At the door 
he stopped, and said:— f 

“Look ere, guv'nor, there ain't no sense in me a'keepin' you 'ere. I may 
find Sam soon, or I mayn't; but anyhow he ain't like to be in a way to tell ye 
much to-night. Sam is a rare one when he starts on the booze. If you can 
give mean envelope with a stamp on it, and put yer address on it, I'l find 
Sut where Sam so be found and postit ye to-night But yd better be u 
arter ‘im soon in the mornin’, or maybe ye won't ketch 'm for Sam gets o 
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main early, never mind the booze the night afore.” 

‘was all practical, so one of the children went off with a penny to 
buy an envelope and a sheet of paper, and to keep the change. When she 
came back, | addressed the envelope and stamped it, and when Smollet 
had again faithfully promised to post the address when found, I took my 
way to home, We're on the track anyhow. I am tired to-night, and want 
sleep. Mina is fast asleep, and looks a little too pale; her eyes look as 
though she had been crying. Poor dear, I've no doubt it frets her to be 
kept in the dark, and it may make her doubly anxious about me and the 
others. But it is best as itis. It is better to be disappointed and worried in 
such a way now than to have her nerve broken, The doctors were quite 
Tight to insist on her being kept out of this dreadful business. 1 must be 
firm, for on me this particular burden of silence must rest. I shall not ever 
enter on the subject with her under any circumstances, Indeed, it may not 
bea hard task, after all, for she herself has become reticent on the subject, 
and has not spoken of the Count or his doings ever since we told her of 
our decision. 


2 October, evening. —A long and trying and exciting day. By the first: 
1 got my directed envelope with a dirty scrap of paper enclosed, on which 
was written with a carpenter's pencil in a sprawling hand:— 

“Sam Bloxam, Korkrans, 4, Poters Cort, Bartel Street, Walworth, Arsk 
for the depite. 

T got the letter in bed, and rose without waking Mina, She looked heavy 
and sleepy and pale, and far from well. I determined not to wake her, but 
that, when I should return from this new search, I would arrange for her 
going back to Exeter. I think she would be happier in our own home, with 
her daily tasks to interest her, than in being here amongst us and in 
ignorance. I only saw Dr. Seward for a moment, and told him where I was 
off to, promising to come back and tell the rest so soon as I should have 
found out anything. I drove to Walworth and found, with some difficulty, 
Potter's Court. Mr, Smollet’s spelling misled me, as I asked for Poter’s 
Court instead of Potter’s Court. However, when I had found the court, I 
had no difficulty in discovering Corcoran’s lodging-house. When I asked 
the man who came to the door for the “depite,” he shook his head, and 
said: "I dunno'm. Thereain’tno such a person ‘ere; I never ‘eard of im in 
all my bloomin’ days. Don't believe there ain't nobody of that kind livin’ 
‘ere oranywheres.” [took out Smollet’s letter, and as I read it it seemed to 
me that the lesson of the spelling of the name of the court might guide me, 
“What are you?" I asked, 

“Tm the depity,” he answered. I saw at once that 1 was on the right 
track; phonetic spelling had again misled me. A half-crown tip put the 
deputy’s knowledge at my disposal, and I learned that Mr. Bloxam, who 
had slept off the remains of his beer on the previous night at Corcoran’s, 
had left for his work at Poplar at five o'clock that morning. He could not 
tell me where the place of work was situated, but he had a vague idea that 
it was some kind of a "new-fangled ware'us"; and with this slender clue I 
had to start for Poplar. It was twelve o'clock before I got any satisfactory 
hint of such a building, and this I got at a coffee-shop, where some 
workmen were having their dinner. One of these suggested that there was 
being erected at Cross Angel Street a new “cold storage” building; and as- 
this suited the condition of a "new-fangled ware'us,” | at once drove to it. 
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An interview with a surly gatekeeper and a surlier foreman, both of whom 
were appeased with the coin of the realm, put me on the track of Bloxam; 
‘he wassent for on my suggesting that I was willing to pay his day's wages to 
his foreman for the privilege of asking him a few questions on a private 
matter. He was a smart enough fellow, though rough of speech and 
bearing. When I had promised to pay for his information and given him 
an earnest, he told me that he had made two journeys between Carfax and 
a house in Piccadilly, and had taken from this house to the latter nine 
great boxes—"main heavy ones"—with a horse and a cart hired by him for 
this purpose. I asked him if he could tell me the number of the house in 
cadilly, to which he replied:— 

‘Well, guv'nor, I forgits the number, but it was only a few doors from a 
big white church or somethink of the kind, not long built. It was a dusty 
‘old ‘ouse, too, though nothin’ to the dustiness of the 'ouse we toked the 
bloomin’ boxes from. 

“How did you get into the houses if they were both empty? 

“There was the old party what engaged me a-waitin’ in the ‘ouse at 
Purfleet, He 'elped me to lift the boxes and put them in the dray. Curse 
me, but he was the strongest chap I ever struck, an’ him a old feller, with a 
white moustache, one that thin you would think he couldn't throw a 
shadder.” 

How this phrase thrilled through me! 

“Why, 'e took up ‘is end o the boxes like they was pounds of tea, and me 
a-puffin’ an' a-blowin' afore 1 could up-end mine anyhow—an' I'm no 
chicken, neither.’ 

How did you get into the house in Piccadilly?” 1 asked. 

“He was there too. He must 'a' started off and got there afore me, for 
when I rung of the bell he kem an’ opened the door 'isselfan''elped me to 
carry the boxes into the 'all.” 

“The whole nine?” 1 asked. 

“Yus; there was five in the first load an’ four in the second. It was main 
dry work, an’ I don't so well remember ‘ow I got 'ome.” I interrupted 
him:— 

“Were the boxes left in the hall?" 

“Yus; it was a big all, an’ there was nothin’ else in it.” I made one more 
attempt to further matters: 

“You didn't have any key? 

“Never used no key nor nothink. The old gent, he opened the door 
'isself an’ shut it again when I druv off. I don't remember the last 
time—but that was the beer.” 

“And you can't remember the number of the house 

"No, sir. But ye needn't have no difficulty about that, It's a igh ‘un with 
a stone front with a bow on it, an’ 'igh steps up to the door. I know them 
steps, avin’ 'ad to carry the boxes up with three loafers what come round 
to earn a copper. The old gent give them shillin's, an’ they seein’ they got 
so much, they wanted more; but 'e took one of them by the shoulder and 
‘was like to throw ‘im down the steps, till the lot of them went away cusin.” 
T thought that with thisdescription I could find the house, so, having paid 
my friend for his information, I started off for Piccadilly. I had gained a 
new painful experience; the Count could, it was evident, handle the 
earth-boxes himself. If so, time was precious; for, now that he had 
achieved a certain amount of distribution, he could, by choosing his own 
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time, complete the task unobserved. At Piccadilly Circus I discharged my 
cab, and walked westward; beyond the Junior Constitutional T came 
across the house described, and was satisfied that this was the next of the 
lairs arranged by Dracula. The house looked as though it had been long 
untenanted. The windows were encrusted with dust, and the shutters 
were up. All the framework was black with time, and from the iron the 
paint had mostly scaled away. It was evident that up to lately there had 
been a large notice-board in front of the balcony; it had, however, been 
roughly torn away, the uprights which had supported it sill remaining, 
Behind the rails of the balcony I saw there were some loose boards, whose 
raw edges looked white. I would have given a good deal to have been able 
{0 see the notice-board intact, as it would, perhaps, have given some clue 
to the ownership of the house. 1 remembered my experience of the 
investigation and purchase of Carfax, and 1 could not but feel that if 1 
could find the former owner there might be some means discovered of 
gaining access to the house. 

‘There was at present nothing to be learned from the Piccadilly side, and 
nothing could be done; so 1 went round to the back to see if anything 
Could be gathered from this quarter. The mews were active, the Piccadilly 
houses being mostly in occupation. I asked one or two of the grooms and 
helpers whom I saw around if they could tell me anything about the 
empty house. One of them said that he heard ithad lately been taken, but 
he couldn't say from whom, He told me however, that up to very lately 
there had been a notice-board of "For-Sale” up, and that perhaps Mitch- 
ell, Sons & Candy, the house agents, could tell me something, as he 
thought he remembered seeing the name of that firm on the board. I did 
not wish to seem too eager, or to let my informant know or guess too 
much, so, thanking him in the usual manner, I strolled away. It was now 
growing dusk, and the autumn night was closing in, so I did not lose any 
time. Having learned the address of Mitchell, Sons & Candy from a 
directory at Berkeley, I was soon at their office in Sackyille Street. 

‘The gentleman who saw me was particularly suave in manner, but 
uncommunicative in equal proportion. Having once told me that the 
Piccadilly house—which throughout our interview he called a “man- 
sion"—was sold, he considered my business as concluded; When I asked 
who had purchased it, he opened his eyes a thought wider, and paused a 
few seconds before replying — 

“It is sold, sir. 

“Pardon me,” 1 said, with equal politeness, but I have a special reason 
for wishing to know who purchased it” bs 

‘Again he paused longer, and raised his eyebrows still more. "It is sold, 
sir,” was again his laconic reply, 

surely,” I said, “you do not mind letting me know so much.” 

“But 1 do mind,” he answered. "The affairs of their clients are absolute- 
ly safe in the hands of Mitchell, Sons & Candy.” This was manifestly a prig 
of the first water, and there was no use arguing with him. I thought L had 
best meet him on his own ground, so I said:— 

ur clients, sir, are happy in having so resolute a guardian of their 
confidence. I am myself a professional man.” Here I handed him my 
card, "In this instance Tam not prompted by curiosity; Lact on the part of 
Lord Godalming, who wishes to know something of the property which 
was, he understood, lately forsale.” These words puta diferent complex- 
ion on affairs. He said:— 
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_“Twould like to oblige you if I could, Mr. Harker, and especially would 1 
like to oblige his lordship. We once carried out a small matter of renting 
some chambers for him when he was the Honourable Arthur Holmwood. 
If you will let me have his lordship’s address I will consult the House on 
the subject, and will, in any case, communicate with his lordship by 
to-night’s post. It will be a pleasure if we can so far deviate from our rules 
as to give the required information to his lordship.” 

1 wanted to secure a friend, and not to make an enemy, so 1 thanked 
him, gave the address at Dr. Seward’s and came away. It was now dark, 
and T'was tired and hungry. I got a cup of tea at the Aérated Bread 
‘Company and came down to Purfleet by the next train, 

T found all the others at home, Mina was looking tired and pale, but she 
madea gallant effort to be bright and cheerful, It wrung my heart to think 
that I had had to keep anything from her and so caused her inquietude, 
Thank God, this will be the last night of her looking onat our conferences, 
and feeling the sting of our not showing our confidence. It took all my 
courage to hold to the wise resolution of keeping her out of our grim task. 
She seemed somehow more reconciled; or else the very subject seems to 
have become repugnant to her, for when any accidental allusion is made 
she actually shudders. 1 am glad we made our resolution in time, as with 
such a feeling as this, our growing knowledge would be torture to her. 

T could not tell the others of the day's discovery till we were alone; so 
after dinnet—followed by a little music to save appearances even amongst 
ourselves—I took Mina to her room and left her to go to bed. The dear 
girl was more affectionate with me than ever, and clung to me as though 
she would detain me; but there was much to be talked of and I came away. 
‘Thank God, the ceasing of telling things has made no difference between 
us, 


‘When I came down again I found the others all gathered round the fire 
in the study. In the train I had written my diary so far, and simply read it 
off to them as the best means of letting them get abreast of my own 
information; when I had finished Van Helsing sai 

“This has been a great day's work, friend Jonathan. Doubtless we are on 
the track of the missing boxes, If we find them all in that house, then our 
work is near the end, But if there be some missing, we must search until 
we find them. Then shall we make our final coup, and hunt the wretch to 
his real death.” We all sat silent awhile and all at once Mr. Morris spoke:— 
fay! how are we going to get into that house?” 
fe got into the other,” answered Lord Godalming quickly. 
ul, Art, this is different. We broke house at Carfax, but we had night 
and a walled park to protect us. It will be a mighty different thing to 
commit burglary in Piccadilly, either by day or night. 1 confess I don’t see 
how we are going to get in unless that agency duck can find us a key o! 
some sort; perhaps we shall know when you get his letter in the morning. 
Lord Godalming’s brows contracted, and he stood up and walked about 
the room. By-and-by he stopped and said, turning from one to another of 


juincey’s head is level. This burglary business is getting serious; we 
Gff once all right; but we have now a rare job on hand—unless we can 
fnd the Counts key basket.” z 

As nothing could well be done before morning, and as it would be at 
least advisable to wait till Lord Godalming should hear from Mitchell's, we 
decided not to take any active step before breakfast time. For a good while 
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we sat and smoked, discussing the matter in its various lights and 
bearings: 1 took the opportunity of bringing this diary right up to the 
moment. I am very sleepy and shall go to bed... 

“Just a line. Mina sleeps soundly and her breathing is regular. Her 
forehead is puckered up into litte wrinkles, as though she thinks even in 
her sleep. She is still t00 pale, but does not look so haggard as she did this 
morning, To-morrow will, 1 hope, mend all this; she will be herself at 
home in Exeter. Oh, But I am sleepy! 


DR, SEWARDS DIARY 


1 October —1 am puzzled afresh about Renfield. His moods change so 
rapidly that I find it difficult to keep touch of them, and as they always 
mean something more than his own well-being, they form a more than 
interesting study. This morning, when I went to see him after his repulse 
of Van Helsing, his manner was that of a man commanding destiny. He 
‘was, in fact, commanding destiny—subjectively. He did not really care for 
any of the things of mere earth; he was in the clouds and looked down on. 
all the weaknesses and wants of us poor mortals. 1 thought 1 would 
improve the occasion and learn something, so 1 asked him:— 

"What about the flies these times?” He smiled on me in quite a superior 
sort to way—such a smile as would have become the face of Malvolio—as 
he answered me:— 

“The fly, my dear sir, has one striking feature; its wings are typical of 
the aérial powers of the psychic faculties. The ancients did well when they 
typified the soul as a butterfly!" 

T thought I would push his analogy to its utmost logically, so I said 

juickly:— 
Oh, it isa soul you are after now, is it?" His madness foiled his reason, 
and a puzzled look spread over his face as, shaking his head with a 
decision which 1 had but seldom seen in him, he said’ 

“Oh, no, oh no! I want no souls. Life is all I want.” Here he brightened 
up; Iam pretty indifferent about it at present. Life is all right; I have all 1 
want. You must get a new patient, doctor, if you wish to study zoophagy!" 

‘This puzzled me a little, so I drew him on: 

“Then you command life; you are a god, I suppose?” He smiled with an 
ineffably benign superiority. 

“Oh no! Far be it from me to arrogate to myself the attributes of the 
Deity. Iam not even concerned in His especially spiritual doings. IF I may 
state my intellectual position 1 am, so far as concerns things purely 
terrestrial, somewhat in the position which Enoch occupied spiritually!” 
‘This was a poser to me. I could not at the moment recall Enoch’s appo- 
siteness; so I had to ask a simple question, though I felt that by so doing I 
was lowering myself in the eyes of the lunati 

“And why with Enoch?” 

“Because he walked with God.” I could not see the analogy, but did not 
like to admit it; so I harked back to what he had denied: 

"So you don't care about life and you don't want souls. Why not?” I put 
my question quickly and somewhat sternly, on purpose to disconcert him. 
‘The effort succeeded; for an instant he unconsciously relapsed into his 
old servile manner, bent low before me, and actually fawned upon me as 
he replied:— 
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“I don't want any souls, indeed, indeed! I don't. I couldn't use them if I 
had them; they would be no manner of use to me. I couldn't eat them 
or—" He suddenly stopped and the old cunning look spread over 
face, like a wind-sweep on the surface of the water. “And doctor, asto life, 
what isitafterall? When you've got all you require, and you know that you 
will never want, that is all. 1 have friends—good friends—like you, Dr. 
Seward”; this was said with a leer or inexpressible cunning, “I know that I 
shall never lack the means of life! 

Tthink that through the cloudiness of his insanity he saw some antagon- 
ism in me, for he at once fell back on the last refuge of such as he—a 
dogged silence, After a short time I saw that for the present it was useless 
to speak to him, He was sulky, and so I came away. 

Later in the day he sent for me. Ordinarily 1 would not have come 
without special reason, but just at present I am so interested in him that I 
would gladly make an effort. Besides, I am glad to have anything to help 
to pass the time. Harker is out, following up clues; and so are Lord 
Godalming and Quincey. Van Helsing sits in my study poring over the 
record prepared by the Harkers; he seems to think that by accurate 
Knowledge of all details he will ight upon some clue, He does not wish to 
be disturbed in the work, without cause. I would have taken him with me 
to see the patient, only I thought that after his last repulse he might not 
care to goagain. There wasalso another reason: Renfield might not speak 
so freely before a third person as when he and I were alone. 

I found him sitting out in the middle of the floor on his stool a pose 
which is generally indicative of some mental energy on his part, When I 
came in, he said at once, as though the question had been waiting on his 


“What about souls?" It was evident then that my surmise had been 
correct. Unconscious cerebration was doing its work, even with the lu 
tic. I determined to have the matter out. “What about them yourself?” I 
asked. He did not reply for a moment but looked all round him, and up 
and down, as though he expected to find some inspiration for an answer. 

“I don't want any souls!" he said in a feeble, apologetic way, The matter 
seemed preying on his mind, and so I determined to use it—to “be cruel 
only to be kind.” So 1 said: 

“You like life, and you want life?” 

“Oh yes! but that is all right; you needn't worry about that!” 

“But,” I asked, “how are we to get the life without getting the soul als 
‘This seemed to puzzle him, so I followed it up: 

“A nice time you'll have some time when you're flying out there, with 
the souls of thousands of flies and spiders and birds and cats buzzing and 
twittering and miauing all round you. You've got their lives, y 
and you must put up with their souls!” Something seemed to affect his 
imagination, for he put his fingers to his ears and shut his eyes, screwing 
them up tightly just as a small boy does when his face is being soaped, 
‘There was something pathetic in it that touched me; it also gave me a 
lesson, for it seemed that before me was. child—only a child, though the 
Features were worn, and the stubble on the jaws was white, It was evident 
that he was undergoing some process of mental disturbance, and, know- 
ing how his past moods had interpreted things seemingly foreign to 
himself, [ thought I would enter into his mind as well as I could and go 
with him, The first step was to restore confidence, so 1 asked him, 
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speaking pretty loud so that he would hear me through his closed ears:— 
Pe Would you like some sugar to get your flies round again?” He seemed 
to wake up all at once, and shook his head. With a laugh he replied: 

“Not much! flies are poor things, after all!” After a pause he added, 
“But I don't want their souls buzzing round me, all the same.” 

“Or spiders?” I went on. T fe 

“Blow spiders! What's the use of spiders? There isn’t anything in them 

to eat oF" —he stopped suddenly, as though reminded of a forbidden 
topic. 
So, sol” I thought to myself, "this is the second time he has suddenly 
stopped at the word ‘drink’; what does it mean?" Renfield seemed himself 
aware of having made a lapse, for he hurried on, as though to distract my 
attention from iti— 

"I don't take any stock at all in such matters. "Rats and mice and such 
small deer,’ as Shakespeare has it, chicken-feed of the larder’ they might 
be called. I'm pastall that sort of nonsense. You mightas well ask a man to 
eat molecules with a pair of chopsticks, as to try to interest me about the 
lesser carnivora, when I know of what is before me.” 

“L see,” I said. “You want big things that you can make your teeth meet 
in? How would you like to breakfast on elephant?” 

‘What ridiculous nonsense are you talking!” He was getting too wide 
awake, so I thought I would press him hard, "I wonder,” I said reflective- 
ly, “what an elephants soul, is like! 

"The effect I desired was obtained, for he at once fell from his high 
horse and became a child again. 

"Į don't want an elephant’s soul, or any sou! at alll” he said. For a few 
moments he sat despondently. Suddenly he jumped to his feet, with his 
eyes blazing and all the signs of intense cerebral excitement. “To hell with 
you and your souls!" he shouted. “Why do you plague me about souls! 
Haven't 1 got enough to worry, and pain, and distract me already, without 
thinking of souls!” He looked so hostile that 1 thought he was in for 
another homicidal fit, so I blew my whistle. The instant, however, that 1 
did so he became calm, and said apologetically:-— 

“Forgive me, Doctor; I forgot myself, You do not need any help. Lam so 
worried in my mind that I am apt to be irritable, If you only knew the 
problem I have to face, and that I am working out, you would pity, and 
tolerate, and pardon me. Pray do not put me in a strait-waistcoat. I want to 
think and I cannot think freely when my body is confined. [am sure you 
will understand!" He had evidently self-control; so when the attendants 
came I told them not to mind, and they withdrew. Renfield watched them 
go; when the door was closed he said, with considerable dignity and 
sweetne: 

“Dr. Seward, you have been very considerate towards me. Believe me 
that Lam very, very grateful to yout” I thought it well to leave him in his 
mood, and so I came away. There is certainly something to ponder over in. 
this man’s state, Several points seem to make what the American inter- 
viewer calls “a story,”, if one could only get them in proper order, Here 
they are:— 

Will not mention “drinking.” 

Fears the thought of being burdened with the “soul” of anything, 

Has no dread of wanting “life” in the future. 

Despises the meaner forms of life altogether, though he dreads being 
haunted by their souls, 
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Logically all these things point one way! he has assurance of some kind 
that he will acquire some higher life, He dreads the consequence—the 
burden of a soul. Then it is a human life he looks to! 

And the assurance—? 

Merciful God! the Count has been to him, and there is some new 
scheme of terror afoot! 


Later—1 went after my round to Van Helsing and told him my suspi 
cion. He grew very grave; and, after thinking the matter over fora while 
asked me to take him to Renfield. I did so. As we came to the door we 
heard the lunatic within singing gaily, as he used to do in the time which 
now seems so long ago, When we entered we saw with amazement that he 
had spread out his sugar as of old; the flies, lethargic with the autumn, 
‘were beginning to buzz into the room. We tried to make him talk of the 
subject of our previous conversation, but he would notattend, He went on 
with his singing, just as though we had not been present. He had got a 
scrap of paper and was folding it into a notebook. We had to come away as 
ignorant as we went in, 
His is a curious case indeed: we must watch him tonight. 


LETTER FROM MITCHELL, SONS & CANDY TO LORD 
GODALMING, 
“My Lord, 

“1 October. 


“We are at all times only too happy to meet your wishes. We beg, with 
regard to the desire of your Lordship, expressed by Mr. Harker on your 
behalf, to supply the following information concerning the sale and 
purchase of No. 347, Piccadilly. The original vendors are the executors of 
the late Mr. Archibald Winter-Suffield. The purchaser isa foreign noble- 
man, Gount de Ville, who effected the purchase himself paying the 
purchase money in notes ‘over the counter,’ if your Lordship will pardon 
tus using so vulgar an expression. Beyond this we know nothing whatever 
of him, 

“We are, my Lord, 
“Your Lordship’s humble servants, 
Mircnert, Sons & Canoy." 


DR. SEWARDS DIARY, 

2 October.—I placed a man in the corridor last night, and told him to 
make an accurate note of any sound he might hear from Renfield's room, 
and gave him instructions that if there should be anything strange he was 
to call me. After dinner, when we had all gathered round the fire in the 
study—Mrs. Harker having gone to bed—we discussed the attempts and 
discoveries of the day. Harker was the only one who had any result, and 
we are in great hopes that his clue may be an important one. 

Before going to bed 1 went round to the patient's room and looked in 
through the observation trap. He was sleeping soundly, and his heart rose 
and fell with regular respiration. 3 

‘This morning the man on duty reported to me that a little after 
midnight he was restless and kept saying his prayers somewhat loudly. 1 

asked him if that was all; he replied that it was all he heard, There was 
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something about his manner so suspicious that I asked him point blank if 
he had been asleep. He denied sleep, but admitted to having “dozed” for a 
while. It is too bad that men cannot be trusted unless they are watched. 

To-day Harker is out following up his clue, and Art and Quincey are 
looking afier horses, Godalming thinks that it will be well to have horses 
always in readiness, for when we get the information which we seek there 
Will be no time to lose, We must sterilise all the imported earth between 
Sunrise and sunset; we shall thus catch the Count at his weakest, and 
without a refuge to fly to. Van Helsing is off to the British Museum 
Joking up some authorities on ancient medicine. The old physicians took 
account of things which their followers do not accept, and the Professor is 
Searching for witch and demon cures which may be useful (0 us later. 

Tsometimes think we must be all mad and that we shall wake to sanity in 
strait-waistcoats. 


“Later —We have met again, We seem at last to be on the track, and our 
work of to-morrow may be the beginning of the end. I wonder if Ren- 
field's quiet has anything to do with this, His moods have so followed the 
doings of the Count, that the coming destruction of the monster may be 
carried to him in some subtle way, If we could only get some hint as to 
what passed in his mind, between the time of my argument with him 
to-day and his resumption of fly-catching, it might afford us a valuable 
clue. Heis now seeming quiet fora spell... Ishe?—That wild yell seemed 
to come from his room .. » 


“The attendant came bursting into my room and told me that Renfield 
had somehow met with some accident. He had heard him yell; and when 
he went to him found him lying on his face on the floor, all covered with 
blood. I must go at once. 


CHAPTER TWENTY-ONE 


DR. SEWARD'S DIARY, 


3 October. —Let me put down with exactness all that happened, as well as 
can remember it, since last I made an entry, Not a detail that I can recall 
must be forgotten; in all calmness I must proceed. 

When I came to Renfield’s room I found him lying on the floor on his 
left side in a glittering pool of blood. When I went to move him, it became 
at once apparent that he had received some terrible injuries; there 
seemed none of that unity of purpose between the parts of the body which 
marks even lethargic sanity. As the face was exposed I could see that it was 
horribly bruised, as though it had been beaten against the floor—indeed 
it was from the face wounds that the pool of blood originated. The 
attendant who was kneeling beside the body said to me as we turned him 
over:— 

“I think, sir, his back is broken. See, both his right arm and leg and the 
whole side of his face are paralysed.” How such a thing could have 
happened puzzled the attendant beyond measure. He seemed quite be- 
wildered, and his brows were gathered in as he said:— 
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“1 can't understand the two things. He could mark his face like that 
beating his own head on the floor. saw a young woman doit once athe 
Eversfield Asylum before anyone could lay hands on her. And I suppose 
he might have broke his neck by falling out of bed, if he got in an awkward 
kink. But for the life of me I can't imagine how the two things occurred. If 
his back was broke, he couldn't beat his head; and if his face was like that 
before the fall out of bed, there would be marks of it." I said to him:— 

“Goto Dr. Van Helsing, and ask him to kindly come here at once. 1 want 
him without an instants delay.” The'man ran off, and within a few 
minutes the Professor, in his dressing-gown and slippers, appeared. 
When he saw Renfield on the ground, he looked keenly at hima moment, 
and then turned to me. I think he recognised my thought in my eyes, for 
he said very quietly, manifestly for the ears of the attendant:— 

“Ah, a sad accident! He will need very careful watching, and much 
attention. I shall stay with you myself; but I shall first dress myself. If you 
will remain I shall in a few minutes join you.” 

‘The patient was now breathing stertorously and it was easy to see that 
he had suffered some terrible injury. Van Helsing returned with extraor- 
dinary celerity, bearing with him a surgical case. He had evidently been 
thinking and had his mind made up; for, almost before he looked at the 
patient, he whispered to me:— 

Send the attendant away. We myst be alone with him when he becomes 
conscious, after the operation.” So I said: 

“I think that will do now, Simmons, We have done all that we can at 
present, You had better go your round, and Dr. Van Helsing will operate. 
Let me know instantly if there be anything unusual anywhere.” 

‘The man withdrew, and we went into a strict examination of the 
patient, The wounds of the face were superficial; the real injury was a 
depressed fracture of the skull, extending right up through the motor 
area. The Professor thought a moment and 

‘We must reduce the pressure and get back to normal conditions, as far 
as can be; the rapidity of the suffusion shows the terrible nature of his 
injury. The whole motor area seems affected. The suffusion of the brain 
will increase quickly, so we must trephine at once or it may be too late.” As 
he was speaking there was a soft tapping at the door. I went over and 
opened it and found in the corridor without, Arthur and Quincey in 
pajamas and slippers: the former spoke:— 

“I heard your man call up Dr. Van Helsing and tell him of an accident. 
So I woke Quincey or rather called for him as he was not asleep. Things 
are moving too quickly and too strangely for sound sleep for any of us 
these times, I've been thinking that to-morrow night will not see things as 
they have been, We'll have to look back—and forward a litle more than 
we have done, May we come in?" I nodded, and held the door open till 
they had entered; then I closed it again. When Quincey saw the attitude 
and state of the patient, and noted the horrible pool on the floor, he said 
sofily:— 

"My God! what has happened to him? Poor, poor devil!" I told him 
briefly, and added that we expected he would recover consciousness after 
the operation—for a short time, at all events, He went at once and sat 
down on the edge of the bed, with Godalming beside him; we all watched 
in patience, 

“We shail wait," said Van Helsing, 


just long enough to fix the best spot 
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for trephining, so that we may most quickly and perfectly remove the 
blood clot; for it is evident that the hamorrhage is increasing.” 

“The minutes during which we waited passed with fearful slowness. I 
had a horrible sinking in my heart, and from Van Helsing’s face 1 
gathered that he felt some fear or apprehension as to what was to come. T 
Greaded the words that Renfield might speak. I was positively afraid to 
think; but the conviction of what was coming was on me, as I have read of 
men who have heard the deathwatch. The poor man’s breathing came in 
uncertain gasps. Each instant he seemed as though he would open his eyes 
and speak; but then would follow a prolonged stertorous breath, and he 
would relapse into a more fixed insensibility. Inured as I was to sick beds 
and death, this suspense grew, and grew upon me. I could almost hear the 
beating of my own heart; and the blood surging through my temples 
sounded like blows from a hammer. The silence finally became agonising, 
Tlooked at my companions, one after another, and saw from their flushed 
facesand damp brows that they were enduring equal torture, There wasa 
nervous suspense over us all, as though overhead some dread bell would 
peal out powerfully when we should least expect it, 

"At last there came a time when it was evident that the patient was 
sinking fast; he might die at any moment. I looked upat the Professor and 
‘aught his eyes fixed on mine. His face was sternly set as he spoke:— 

"There is no time to lose, His words may be worth many lives; I have 
been thinking so, as I stood here. Itmay be there isa soul atstake! We shall 
operate just above the ear.” 

Without another word he made the operation, For a few moments the 
breathing continued to be stertorous. Then there came a breath so pro- 
longed that it seemed as though it would tear open his chest, Suddenly hi 
eyes opened, and became fixed in a wild, helpless stare. This was con 
tinued for a few moments; then it softened intoa glad surprise, and from 
the lips came a sigh of relief. He moved convulsively, and as he did so, 
said: — 

“Til be quiet, Doctor. Tell them to take off the strait-waistcoat. I have 
hada terrible dream, and it has left me so weak that I cannot move. What's 
wrong with my face? it feels ll swollen, and it smarts dreadfully.” He tried 
to turn his head; but even with the effort his eyes seemed to grow glassy 
again so 1 gently put it back. Then Van Helsing said in a quiet grave 
tone:— 

“Tell us your dream, Mr. Renfield." As he heard the voice his face 
brightened, through its mutilation, and he said:— 

“That is Dr. Van Helsing. How good it is of you to be here. Give me 
some water, my lips are dry; and I shall try to tell you. I dreamed”—he 
stopped and seemed fainting. 1 called quietly to Quincey—"The bran- 
dy—it is in my study—quick!” He flew and returned with a glass, the 
decanter of brandy and a carafe of water. We moistened the parched lips, 
and the patient quickly revived. It seemed, however, that his poor injured 
brain had been working in the interval, for, when he was quite conscious, 
he looked at me piercingly with an agonised confusion which I shall never 
forget, and said:— 

“T must not deceive myself; it was no dream, but all a grim reality." 
‘Then his eyes roved round the room: as they caught sight of the two 
figures sitting patiently on the edge of the bed he went on: — 

“PFT were not surealready, I would know from them.” Foran instant his 
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‘eyes closed—not with pain or sleep but voluntarily, as though he were 
bringing all his faculties to bear; when he opened them he said, hurriedly, 
and with more energy than he had yet displayed: — 

“Quick, Doctor, quick, I am dying! I feel I have buta few minutes; and 
then I must go back to death—or worse! Wet my lips with brandy again. L 
have something that 1 must say before I die; or before my poor crushed 
brain dies anyhow. Thank you! It was that night after you left me, when L 
implored you to let me go away. I couldn't speak then, for I felt my tongue 
was tied; but I wasas sane then, except iff that way, as lam now. I wasin an 
agony of despair for along time after you left me; it seemed hours. Then 
there came a sudden peace to me. My brain seemed to become cool again, 
‘and I realised where I was. I heard the dogs bark behind our house, but 
not where he was!" As he spoke, Van Helsing’s eyes never blinked, but his 
hand came out and met mine and gripped it hard. He did not, however, 
betray himself; he nodded slightly and said: “Go on,” in a low voice, 
Renfield proceeded: — 

“He came up to the window in the mist, as I had seen him often before; 
but he was solid then—not a ghost, and his eyes were fierce like a man’s 
when angry. He was laughing with his red mouth; the sharp white teeth 
glinted in the moonlight when he turned to look back over the belt of 
trees, to where the dogs were barking. I wouldn't ask him to come in at 
first, though I knew he wanted to—just as he had wanted all along. Then 
he began promising me things—not in words but by doing them.” He was 
interrupted by a word from the Professor:— 

“How?” 

"By making them happen; just as he used to send in the flies when the 
sun was shining. Great big fat ones with steel and sapphire on their wings; 
and big moths, in the night, with skull and cross-bones on their backs.” 
Van Helsing nodded to him as he whispered to me unconsciously:— 

“The Acherontia Aiteropos of the Sphinges—what you call the ‘Death’s- 
head Moth?” The patient went on without stopping. 

“Then he began to whisper: ‘Rats, rats, rats! Hundreds, thousands, 
ions of them, and every one a life; and dogs to eat them, and cats too. 
Alllives! all red blood, with years of life init; and not merely buzzing flies!” 
T laughed at him, for I wanted to see what he could do. Then the dogs 
howled, away beyond the dark trees in his house. He beckoned me to the 
window. I got up and looked out, and he raised his hands, and seemed to 
call out without using any words, A dark mass spread over the grass, 
‘coming on like the shape of aflame of fire; and then he moved the mist to 
the right and left, and I could see that there were thousands of rats with 
their eyes blazing red—like his, only smaller, He held up his hand, and 
they all stopped; and I thought he seemed to be saying: ‘All these lives will 
I give you, ay, and many more and greater, through countless ages, if you 
will fall down and worship mel’ And then a red cloud, like the color of 
blood, seemed to close over my eyes; and before I knew what I was doing, 
1 found myself opening the sash and saying to him: ‘Come in, Lord and 
Master!" The rats were all gone, but he slid into the room through the 
sash, though it was only open an inch wide—just as the Moon herself has 
often come in through the tiniest crack and has stood before me in all her 
size and splendour.” ; 

His voice was weaker, so I moistened his lips with the brandy again, and 
‘he continued; but it seemed as though his memory had gone on working 
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in the interval for his story was further advanced. I was about to call him 
back to the point, but Van Helsing whispered to me: "Let him go on. Do 
not interrupt him; he cannot go back, and maybe could not proceed at all 
if once he lost the thread of his thought.” He proceeded:— i 

“AN day I waited to hear from him, but he did not send my anything, 
not even a blow-fly, and when the moon got up I was pretty angry wit 
him. When he slid in through the window, though it was shut, and did not 
even knock, 1 got mad with him. He sneered at me, and his white face 
looked out of the mist with his red eyes gleaming, and he went on as 
though he owned the whole place, and I was no one. He didn't even smell 
the same as he went by me. I couldn't hold him. I thought that, somehow, 
Mrs. Harker had come into the room." 

‘The two men sitting on the bed stood up and came over, standing 
behind him so that he could not see them, but where they could hear 
better. They were both silent, but the Professor started and quivered; his 
face, however, grew grimmer and sterner still, Renfield went on without 
noticing: — 

“When Mrs. Harker came in to see me this afternoon she wasn't the 
same; It was like tea after the teapot had been watered.” Here we all 
moved, but no one said a word; he went on:— 

“I didn't know that she was here till she spoke; and she didn’t look the 
same, I don't care for the pale people; I like them with lots of blood in 
them, and hers had all seemed to have run out. I didn’t think of it at the 
time but when she went away I began to think, and it made me mad to 
know that he had been taking the life out of her.” I could feel that the rest 
quivered, as I did, but we remained otherwise still. "So when he came 
to-night I was ready for him, I saw the mist stealing in, and I grabbed it 
tight. [had heard that madmen have unnatural strength; and as I knew I 
wasa madman—at times anyhow—I resolved to use my power. Ay, and he 
feltittoo, for he had come out of the mist to struggle with me. I held tight; 
and I thought I was going to win, for I didn't mean him to take any more 
of her life, till 1 saw his eyes. They burned into me, and my strength 
became like water. He slipped through it, and when I tried to cling to him, 
he raised me up and flung me down. There was a red cloud before me, 
and a noise like thunder, and the mist seemed to steal away under the 
door.” His voice was becoming fainter and his breath more stertorous. 
Van Helsing stood up instinctively 

“We know the worst now,” he said. "He is here, and we know his 
purpose. It may not be too late. Let us be armed—the same as we were the 
other night, but lose no time; there is not an instant to spare.” There was 
no need to put our fear, nay our conviction, into words—we shared them 
in common. We all hurried and took from our rooms the same things that 
we had when we entered the Count's house, The Professor had his ready, 
and as we met in the corridor he pointed to them significantly as he 
sai 

“They never leave me; and they shall not till this unhappy business is 
over. Be wise also, my friends. It is no common enemy that we deal with. 
Alas! alas; that that dear Madam Mina should suffer!” He stopped; 
Yoice was breaking, and I do not know if rage or terror predominated in 
my own heart. 

Outside the Harkers’ door we paused, Art and Quincey held back, and. 
the latter said:— 
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“Should we disturb her: 

“We must,” said Van Helsing grimly. 
break it in." 

“May it not frighten her terribly? It is unusual to break into a lady's 
room!” 

Van Helsing said solemnly, "You are always right; but this is life and 
death. All chambers are alike to the doctor; and even were they not they 
are all as one to me to-night, Friend John, when I turn the handle, if the 
door does not open, do you put your shoulder down and shove; and you 
too, my friends. Now!” 

He turned the handle as he spoke, but the door did not yield. We threw 
‘ourselves against it; with a crash it burst open, and we almost fell headlong 
into the room. The Professor did actually fall, and I saw across him as he 
gathered himself up from handsand knees. What I saw appalled me. I felt 
my hair rise like bristles on the back of my neck, and my heart seemed to 
stand stil, 

The moonlight was so bright that through the thick yellow blind the 
room was light enough to see. On the bed beside the window lay Jonathan 
Harker, his face flushed and breathing heavily as though in a stupor. 
Kneeling on the near edge of the bed facing outwards was the white-clad 
figure of his wife. By her side stood a tall, thin man, clad in black. His face 
was turned from us, but the instant we saw all recognised the Count—in 
every way, even to the scar on his forehead. With his left hand he held 
both Mrs. Harker’s hands, keeping them away with her arms at full 
tensions; his right hand gripped her by the back of the neck, forcing her 
face down on his bosom. Her white nightdress was smeared with blood, 
anda thin stream trickled down the man’s bare breast which was shown by 
his torn-open dress. The attitude of the two had a terrible resemblance to 
achild forcing kitten's nose into a saucer of milk to compel itto drink. As 
‘we burst into the room, the Count turned his face, and the hellish look 
that 1 had heard described seemed to leap into it. His eyes flamed red with 
devilish passion; the great nostrils of the white aquiline nose opened wide 
and quivered atthe edge; and the white sharp teeth, behind the Full ips of 
the blood-dripping mouth, clamped together like those of a wild beast. 
With a wrench, which threw his victim back upon the bed as though 
hurled from a height, he turned and sprang at us. But by this time the 
Professor had gained his feet, and was holding towards him the envelope 
‘which contained the Sacred Wafer. The Count suddenly stopped, just as 
poor Lucy had done outside the tomb, and cowered back, Further and 
further back he cowered, as we, lifting our crucifixes, advanced. The 
moonlight suddenly failed, as a great black cloud sailed across the sky; 
and when the gaslight sprang up under Quincey’s match, we saw nothing 
buta faint vapour. This, as we looked, trailed under the door, which with 
the recoil from its bursting open, had sprung back to its old position. Van 
Helsing, Art, and I moved forward to Mrs. Harker, who by this time had 
drawn her breath and with it had given a scream so wild, so ear-piercing, 
so despairing that it seems to me now that it will ring in my ears till my 
dying day. For a few seconds she lay in her helpless attitude and disarray. 
Her face was ghastly, with a pallor which was accentuated by the blood 
which smeared her lips and cheeks and chin; from her throat trickled a 
thin stream of blood; her eyes were mad with terror, Then she put before 
her face her poor crushed hands, which bore on their whiteness the red 
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mark of the Count's terrible grip, and from behind them came a low 
desolate wail which made the terrible scream seem only the quick express- 
ion of an endless grief. Van Helsing stepped forward and drew the 
coverlet gently over her body, whilst Art, after looking at her face for an 
instant desparingly, ran out of the room, Van Helsing whispered to me; 

"Jonathan is in a stupor such as we know the Vampire can produce. We 
can do nothing with poor Madam Mina for a few moments till she 
recovers herself; I must wake him!” He dipped the end of a towel in cold 
water and with it began to flick him on the face, his wife all the while 
holding her face between her hands and sobbing in a way that was 
heartbreaking to hear. I raised the blind, and looked out of the window. 
‘There was much moonshine; and as I looked I could see Quincey Morris 
run across the lawn and hide himself in the shadow of a great yew-tree, It 
puzzled me to think why he was doing this; but at the instant 1 heard 
Harker's quick exclamation as he woke to partial consciousness, and 
turned to the bed. On his face, as there might well be, was a look of wild 
amazement, He seemed dazed for a few seconds, and then full conscious- 
ness seemed to burst upon him allat once, and he started up. His wife was 
aroused by the quick movement, and turned to him with her arms stretch: 
ed out, as though to embrace him; instantly, however, she drew them in 
again, and putting her elbows together, held her hands before her face, 
and shuddered till the bed beneath her shook 

“In God's name what does this mean?” Harker cried out. “Dr. Seward, 
Dr. Van Helsing, what is it? What has happened? What is wrong? Mina, 
dear, what is it? What does that blood mean? My God, my God! has it come 
to this!" and, raising himself to his knees, he beat his hands wildly 
together. “Good God help us! help her! oh, help het!” With a quick 
movement he jumped from bed, and began to pull on his clothes, —all the 
man in him awake at the need for instant exertion, “What has happened? 
‘Tell me all about it!" he cried without pausing. "Dr. Van Helsing, you love 
Mina, I know. Oh, do something to save her. It cannot have gone too far 
yet. Guard her while I look for him!” His wife, through her terror and 
horror and distress, saw some sure danger to him: instantly forgetting her 
own grief, she seized hold of him, and cried out: 

“No! no! Jonathan, you must not leave me. 1 have suffered enough 
to-night, God knows, without the dread of his harming you. You must 
stay with me. Stay with these friends who will watch over you!” Her 
expression became frantic as she spoke: and, he yielding wo hery she 
pulled him down sitting on the bed side, and clung to him fiercely. 

‘Van Helsing and I tried to calm them both. The Professor held up his 
litle golden crucifix, and said with wonderful calmness:— 

“Do not fear, my dear. We are here; and whilst this is close to you no 
foul thing can approach, You are safe for to-night; and we must be calm 
and take counsel together.” She shuddered and was silent, holding down 
her head on her husband’s breast. When she raised it, his white night-robe 
was stained with blood where her lips had touched, and where the thin 
‘open wound in her neck had sent forth drops. The instant she saw it she 
drew back, with a low wail, and whispered, amidst choking sobs: 

“Unclean, unclean! I must touch him or kiss him no more. Oh, that it 
should be that itis I who am now his worst enemy, and whom he may have 
most cause to fear.” To this he spoke out resolutely: 

“Nonsense, Mina. It is a shame to me to hear such a word. L would not 
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hear it of you; and I shall not hear it from you. May God judge me by my 
deserts, and punish me with more bitter suffering than even this hour, if 
by an act or will of mine anything ever come between us!” He put out his 
arms and folded her to his breast; and for a while she lay there sobbin 

He looked at us over her bowed head, with eyes that blinked damply 
above his quivering nostrils; his mouth was set as steel. After a while her 
sobs became less frequent and more faint, and then he said to me, 
speaking with a studied calmness which I felt tried his nervous power to 

ie utmost 

“And now, Dr. Seward, tell me all about it. Too well I know the broad 
fact; tell me all that has been.” I told him exactly what had happened, and 
he listened with seeming impassiveness; but his nostrils twitched and his 
eyes blazed as I told how the ruthless hands of the Count had held his wife 
in that terrible and horrid position, with her mouth to the open wound in 
his breast. It interested me, even at that moment, to see, that, whilst the 
face of white set passion worked convulsively over the bowed head, the 
hands tenderly and lovingly stroked the ruffled hair, Just as 1 had 
finished, Quincey and Godalming knocked at the door. They entered in 
obedience to our summons. Van Helsing looked at me questioningly. I 
understood him to mean if we were to take advantage of their coming to 
divert if possible the thoughts of the unhappy husband and wife from 
each other and from themselves: so on nodding acquiescence to him he 
asked them what they had seen or done. To which Lord Godalming 

“I could not see him anywhere in the passage, or in any of our rooms. I 
looked in the study but, though he had been there, he had gone. He had, 
however—" He stopped suddenly, looking at the poor drooping figure on 
the bed. Van Helsing said gravely: 

“Goon, friend Arthur. We want here no more concealments. Our hope 
now is in knowing all, Tell freely!” So Art went on:— 

“He had been there, and though it could only have been for a few 
seconds, he made rare hay of the place. All the manuscript had been 
burned, and the blue flames were flickering amongst the white ashes; the 
cylinders of your phonograph too were thrown on the fire, and the wax 
had helped the flames.” Here 1 interrupted, "Thank God there is the 
other copy in the safe!” His face lit for a moment, but fell again as he went 
on: “Iran downstairs then, but could see no sign of him. 1 looked into 
Renfield’s room; but there was no trace there except—!" Again he 
paused. “Go on," said Harker hoarsely; so he bowed his head and 
moistening his lips with his tongue, added: “except that the poor fellow is 
dead.” Mrs. Harker raised her head, looking from one to the other of us 
as she said solemn 

"God's will be done!” I could not but feel that Art was keeping back 
something; but, as I took it that it was with a purpose, I said nothing, Van 
Helsing turned to Morris and asked:— 

“And you, friend Quincey, have you any to tell?" 

"A little,” he answered. “It may be much eventually, but at present 1 
can't say. I thought it well to know if possible where the Count would go 
‘when he left the house. I did not see him; but I saw a bat rise from 
Renfield’s window, and flap westward, 1 expected to see him in some 
shape go back to Carfax; but he evidently sought some other lair. He will 
not be back to-night; for the sky is reddening in the east, and the dawn is 
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dose. We must work to-morrow!" 

He said the latter words through his shut teeth, Fora space of perhapsa 
couple of minutes there was silence, and I could fancy that 1 could hear 
the sound of our hearts beating; then Van Helsing said, placing his hand 
very tenderly on Mrs. Harker's head: 

“And now, Madam Mina—poor, dear, dear Madam Mina—tell us 
‘exactly what happened. God knows that I do not want that you be pained; 
but is is need that we know all, For now more than ever has all work to be 
d sharp, and in deadly earnest. The day is close to us that 
F it may be so; and now is the chance that we may live and 
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“The poor, dear lady shivered, and I could see the tension of her nerves 
as she clasped her husband closer to her and bent her head lower and 
ower still on his breast. Then she raised her head proudly, and held out 
one hand to Van Helsing who took it in his, and, after stooping and 
kissing it reverently, held it fast. The other hand was locked in that of her 
husband, who held his other arm thrown round her protectingly, After a 
pause in which she was evidently ordering her thoughts, she began:— 

"I took the sleeping draught which you had so kindly given me, but for 
a long time it did not act. I seemed to become more wakeful, and myriads 
of horrible fancies began to crowd in upon my mind—all of them con- 
nected with death, and vampires; with blood, and pain, and trouble.” Her 
husband involuntarily groaned as she turned to him and said lovingly: 
“Do not fret, dear. You must be brave and strong, and help me through 
the horrible task. If you only knew what an effort it is to me to tell of this 
fearful thing at all, you would understand how much I need your help. 
Well, I saw I must try to help the medicine to its work with my will, if it was 
to do me any good, so I resolutely set myself to sleep. Sure enough sleep 
must soon have come to me, for I remember no more. Jonathan coming in 
had not waked me, for he lay by my side when next I remember. There 
‘was in the room the same thin white mist that I had before noticed. But I 
forget now if you know of this; you will find it in my diary which I shall 
show you later. I felt the same vague terror which had come to me before 
and the same sense of some presence. I turned to wake Jonathan, but 
found that he slept so soundly that it seemed as if it was he who had taken 
the sleeping draught, and not I. I tried, but I could not wake him. This 
caused me a great fear, and J looked around terrified. Then indeed, my 
heart sank within me: beside the bed, as if he had stepped out of the 
mist—or rather as if the mist had turned into his figure, for it had entirely 
disappeared—stood a tall, thin man, all in black. I knew him at once from 
the description of the others. The waxen face; the high aquiline nose, on 
which the light fell in a thin white line; the parted red lips, with the sharp 
white teeth showing between; and the red eyes that I had seemed to see in 
the sunset on the windows of St. Mary's Church at Whitby. I knew, too, the 
red scar on his forehead when Jonathan had struck him, For an instant 
my heart stood still, and 1 would have screamed out, only that 1 was 
paralysed. In the pause he spoke in a sort of keen, cutting whisper, 
pointing as he spoke to Jonathan:— 

“Silence! If you make a sound I shall take him and dash his brains out 
before your very eyes.’ I was appalled and was too bewildered to do or say 
anything, With a mocking smile, he placed one hand upon my shoulder 
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and, holding me tight, bared my throat with the other, saying as he did so, 
‘First, a little refreshment to reward my exertions, You may as well be 
quiet; itis not the first time, or the second, that your veins have appeased 
my thirst!” I was bewildered, and, strangely enough, I did not want to 
hinder him. I suppose it is a part of the horrible curse that such is, when 
his touch ison his victim. And oh, my God, my God, pity me! He placed his 
reeking lips upon my throat!" Her husband groaned again. She clasped 
his hand harder, and looked at him pityingly, as if he were the injured 
one, and went on:— 

“felt my strength fading away, and 1 wasin a half swoon. How long this 
horrible thing lasted I know not; but it seemed that a long time must have 

before he took his foul, awful, sneering mouth away. I saw it drip 
with the fresh blood!” The remembrance seemed for a while to overpow- 
er her, and she drooped and would have sunk down but for her husband's 
sustaining arm, With a great effort she recovered herself and went on:— 

“Then he spoke to me mockingly, ‘And so you, like the others, would 
play your brains against mine. You would help these men to hunt me and 

strate me in my designs! You know now, and they know in part 
already, and will know in full before long, what it is to cross my path, They 
should have kept their energies for use closer to home, Whilst they played 
‘wits against me—against me who commanded hundreds of years before 
they were born—I was countermining them. And you, their best beloved 
‘one, are now to me, flesh of my flesh; blood of my blood; kin of my kin; 
my bountiful wine-press for a while; and shall be later on my companion 
and my helper. You shall be avenged in turn; for not one of them but shall 
minister to your needs. But as yet you are to be punished for what you 
have done. You have aided in thwarting me; now you shall come to my 
call. When my brain says “Come!” to you, you shall cross land or sea to do 
my bidding; and to that end this!” With that he pulled open his shirt, and 
with his long sharp nails opened a vein in his breast. When the blood 
began to spurt aut, he took my hands in one of his, holding them tight, 
and with the other seized my neck and pressed my mouth tothe wound, so 
that I must either suffocate or swallow some of the—Oh my God! my God! 
what have I done? What have I done to deserve such a fate, 1 who have 
tried to walk in meekness and righteousness all my days. God pity me! 
Look down on a poor soul in worse than mortal peril; and in mercy pity 
those to whom she is dear!” Then she began to rub her lips as though to 
cleanse them from pollution. 

‘As she was telling her terrible story, the eastern sky began to quicken, 
and everything became more and more clear. Harker was still and quiet; 
‘but over his face, as the awful narrative went on, came a grey look which 
deepened and deepened in the morning light, till when the first red 
streak of the coming dawn shot up, the flesh stood darkly out against the 
whitening hair. i 

We have arranged that one of us is to stay within call of the unhappy 
pair till we can meet together and arrange about taking action. 

‘Of this Lam sure: the sun rises to-day on no more miserable house in all 
the great round of its daily course, 
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CHAPTER TWENTY-TWO 


JONATHAN HARKER'S JOURNAL 


3 October —As I must do something or go mad, I write this diary. Itis now 
six o'clock, and we are to meet in the study in half an hour and take 
something to eat; for Dr, Van Helsing and Dr. Seward are agreed that if 
we do not eat we cannot work our best: Our best will be, God knows, 
required to-day. I must keep writing at every chance, for I dare notstop to 
think, All, big and litte, must go down; perhaps at the end the litle things 
may teach us most. The teaching, big or little, could not have landed Mina 
or me anywhere worse than we are to-day. However, we must trust and 
hope. Poor Mina told me just now, with the tears running down her dear 
cheeks, that itis in trouble and trial that our faith is tested—that we must 
keep on trusting; and that God will aid us up to the end, The end! oh my 
God! what end? - , . To work! To work! 

When Dr. Van Helsing and Dr. Seward had come back from seeing 
poor Renfield, we went gravely into what was to be done, First, Dr. 
Seward told us that when he and Dr. Van Helsing had gone down to the 
room below they had found Renfield lying on the floor, all in a heap. His 
face was all bruised and crushed in, and the bones of the neck were 
broken, 

Dr. Seward asked the attendant who was on duty in the passage if he 
had heard anything. He said that he had been siting down—he confessed. 
to half dozing—when he heard loud voices in the room, and then Ren- 
field had called out loudly several times, “God! God! God!" after that 
there was a sound of falling, and when he entered the room he found him 
lying on the floor, face down, just as the doctors had seen him, Van 
Helsing asked if he had heard “voices” or “a voice," and he said he could 
not say: that at first it had seemed to him as if there were two, but as there 
was no one in the room it could have been only one. He could swear to it, if 
required, that the word “God” was spoken by the patient. Dr. Seward said 
to us, when we were alone, that he did not wish to go into the matter; the 
‘question of an inquest had to be considered, and it would never do to put 
forward the truth, as no one would believe it. As it was, he thought that on 
the attendant’s evidence he could give a certificate of death by misadven- 
ture in falling from bed. In case the coroner shauld demand it, there 
‘would be a formal inquest, necessarily to the same result, 

When the question began to be discussed as to what should be our next 
step, the very first thing we decided was that Mina should be in full 
confidence: that nothing of any sort—no matter how painful—should be 
kept from her, She herself agreed as to its wisdom, and it was pitiful to see 
her so brave and yet so sorrowful, and in such a depth of despair, “There 
must be no concealment," she said, "Alas! we have had too much already, 
And besides there is nothing in all the world that can give me more pain 
than I have already endured—than I suffer now! Whatever may happen, 
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itmust be of new hope or of new courage to me!" Van Helsing was looking 
at her fixedly as she spoke, and said, suddenly but quietly:— 

“But dear Madam Mina, are you not afraid; not for yourself, but for 
others from yourself, after what has happened?" Her face grew set in its 
lines, but her eyes shone with the devotion of a martyr as she answered:— 

“Ah no! for my mind is made up!” 

“To what?” hê asked gently, whilst we were all very still; for each in our 
‘own way we had a sort of vague idea of what she meant. Her answer came 
with direct simplicity, as though she were simply stating a fact:— 

“Because if I find in myself—and I shall watch keenly for it—a sign of 
harm to any that I love, 1 shall 

“You would not kill yourself?” he asked, hoarsely, 

“L would; if there were no friend who loved me, who would save me 
such a pain, and so desperate an effort!” She looked at him meaningly as 
she spoke. He was sitting down; but now he rose and came close toher and 
put his hand on her head as he said solemnly:— 

“My child, there is such an one if it were for your good. For myself 1 
could hold it in my account with God to find such an euthanasia for you, 
evenat this moment if it were best. Nay, were if safe! But my child—" fora 
moment he seemed choked, and a great sob rose in his throat; he gulped it 
down and went on:— 

“There are here some who would stand between you and death. You 
must not die. You must not die by any hand; but least of all by your own. 
Until the other, who has fouled your sweet life, is true dead you must not 
die; for if he is still with the quick Un-Dead, your death would make you 
even as he is. No, you must live! You must struggle and strive to live, 
though death would seem a boon unspeakable. You must fight Death 
himself, though he come to you in pain or in joy; by the day, or the night; 
in safety or in peril! On your living soul I charge you that you do not 
die—nay, nor think of death—till this great evil be past." The poor dear 
grew white as death, and shook and shivered, as I have seen a quicksand 
shake and shiver at the incoming of the tide. We were all silent; we could 
do nothing. At length she grew more calm and turning to him said, 
sweetly, but oh! so sorrowfully, as she held out her hand:— 

“I promise you, my dear friend, that if God will let me live, I shall strive 
to do so; tll, if it may be in His good time, this horror may have passed 
away from me.” She was so good and brave that we all felt that our hearts 
were strengthened to work and endure for her, and we began to discuss 
what we were to do. I told her that she was to have all the papers in the 
safe, and all the papers or diaries and phonographs we might hereafter 
‘use; and was to keep the record as she had done before. She was pleased 
with the prospect of anything to do—if “pleased” could be used in connec- 
tion with so grim an interest. 

‘As usual Van Helsing had thought ahead of everyone else, and was 
prepared with an exact ordering of our work. È 

“It is perhaps well,” he said, “that at our meeting after our visit to 
Carfax we decided not to do anything with the earth-boxes that lay there. 
Had we done so, the Gount must have guessed our purpose, and would 
doubtless have taken measures in advance to frustrate such an effort with 

to the others; but now he does not know our intentions. Nay, 
‘more, in all probability, he does not know that such a power exists to usas 
‘can sterilise his lairs, so that he cannot use them as of old. We are now so 
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much further advanced in our knowledge as to their disposition that, 
when we have examined the house in Piccadilly, we may track the very last 
of them. To-day, then, is ours; and in it rests our hope, The sun that rose 
on our sorrow this morning guards us in its course. Until it sets to-night, 
that monster must retain whatever form he now has. He is confined 
within the limitations of his earthly envelope. He cannot melt into thin air 
nor disappear through cracks or chinks or crannies. If he go through a 
doorway, he must open the door like a mortal. And so we have this day to 
hunt out all his lairs and sterilise them. So we shall, if we have not yet catch 
him and destroy him, drive him to bay in some place where the catching 
and the destroying shall be, in time, sure.” Here I started up for I could 
not contain myself at the thought that the minutes and seconds so pre- 
iously laden with Mina’s life and happiness were flying from us, since 
whilst we talked action was impossible, But Van Helsing held up his hand 
warningly. “Nay, friend Jonathan,” he said, “in this, the quickest way 
home is the longest way, so your proverb say. We shall all act and act with 
desperate quick, when the time has come, But think, in all probable the 
key of the situation is in that house in Piccadilly, The Count may have 
many houses which he has bought. Of them he will have deeds of purch- 
ase, keys and other things. He will have paper that he write on; he will 
have his book of cheques. There are many belongings that he must have 
somewhere; why not in this place so central, so quiet, where he come and 
go by the front or the back atall hour, when in the very vast of the traffic 
there is none to notice. We shall go there and search that house; and when 
we learn what it holds, then we do what our friend Arthur call, in his 
phrases of hunt, stop the earths’ and so we run down our old fox—so? is it 
not?” 

“Then let us come at once,” I cried, “we are wasting the precious, 

ious time!” The Professor did not move, but simpl 

‘And how are we to get into that house in Piccadilly?” 
“Any way!” I cried, "We shall break in if need be.” 
“And your police; where will they be, and what will they say?” 

1 was staggered; but I knew that if he wished to delay he had a good 
reason for it. So I said, as quietly as 1 could:— 


“Don't wait more than need be; you know, lam sure, what torture Lam 


“Ah, my child, that I do; and indeed there is no wish of me to add to 
your anguish. But just think, what can we do, until all the world be at 
‘movement. Then will come our time. I have thought and thought, and it 
seems to me that the simplest way is the best of all. Now we wish to get into 
the house, but we have no key: is it not so?” I nodded. 

“Now suppose that you were, in truth, the owner of that house, and 
could not still get it; and think there was to you no conscience of the 
housebreaker, what would you do?” 

“I should get a respectable locksmith, and set him to work to pick the 
Jock for me.” 

“And your police, they would interfere, would they not?" 

“Oh, no! not if they knew the man was properly employed.” 

“Then,” he looked at me as keenly as he spoke, “all that isin doubt is the 
conscience of the employer. and the belief of your policemen as to 
whether or no that employer has a good conscience or a bad one. Your 
police must indeed be zealous men and clever—oh, so clever!—in reading 
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the heart, that they trouble themselves in such matter, No, no, my friend 
Jonathan, you go take the lock off a hundred empty house in this your 
London, or of any city in the world; and if you do it as such things are 
rightly done, and at the time such things are rightly done, no-one will 
interfere. I have read of a gentleman who owned a so fine house in 
London, and when he went for months of summer to Switzerland and 
lock up his house, some burglar came and broke window at back and got 
in, Then he went and made open the shutters in front and walk out and in 
through the door, before the very eyes of the police. Then he have an 
auction in that house, and advertised it, and put up big notice; and when 
the day come he sell off by a great auctioneer all the goods of that other 
‘man who own them. Then he go to a builder, and he sell him that house, 
‘making an agreement that he pull it down and take all away within a 
certain time. And your police and other authority help him all they can. 
And when that owner come back from his holiday in Switzerland he find 
‘only an empty hole where his house had been. This was all done en règle; 
and in our work we shall be en règle too. We shall not go so early that the 
policemen, who have then little to think of, shall deem it strange; but we 
shall go after ten o'clock, when there are many about, and such things 
‘would be done were we indeed owners of the house: 

1 could not but see how right he was and the terrible despair of Mina’s 
face became relaxed in thought; there was hope in such good counsel 
Van Helsing went on:— 

“When once within that house we may find more clu 
of us can remain there whilst the rest find the other places where there be 
more earth-boxes—at Bermondsey and Mile End.” 

Lord Godalming stood up. “T can be of some ute here,” he sid“ shall 
wire to my people to have horses and carriages where they will be most 
convenient,” 

“Look here, old fellow," said Morris, it isa capital idea to have all ready 
in case we want to go horsebacking; but don't you think that one of your 
snappy carriages with its heraldic adornments in a byway of Walworth or 
Mile End would attract too much attention for our purposes? It seems to 
me that we ought to take cabs when we go south or east; and even leave 
them somewhere near the neighbourhood we are going to." 

“Friend Quincey is right!” said the Professor. “His head is what you call 
in plane with the horizon. Itis a difficult thing that we goto do, and wedo 
not want no peoples to watch us if so it may." 

Mina took a growing interest in everything and I was rejoiced to see that 
the exigency of affairs was helping her to forget for a time the terrible 
experience of the night. She was very, very pale—almost ghastly, and so 
thin that her lips were drawn away, showing her teeth in somewhat of 
prominence. I did not mention this las, lest it should give her needless 
Pain; but it made my blood run cold in my veins to think of what had 
Occurred with poor Lucy when the Count had sucked her blood. As yet 
there was no sign of the teeth growing sharper; but the time as yet was 
short, and there was time for fear. 

‘When we came to the discussion of the sequence of our efforts and of 
the disposition of our forces, there were new sources of doubt. It was 
finally agreed that before starting for Piccadilly we should destroy the 
‘Count’s lair close at hand. In case he should find it out too soon, we should 
thus be still ahead of him in our work of destruction; and his presence in 
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his purely material shape, and at his weakest, might give us some new 
chue. 

‘As to the disposal of forces, it was suggested by the Professor that, after 
‘our visit to Carfax, we should all enter the house in Piccadilly; that the two 
doctors and I should remain there, whilst Lord Godalming and Quincey 
found the lairs at Walworth and Mile End and destroyed them. It was 
possible, if not likely, the Professor urged, thatthe Count might appear in 
Piccadilly during the day, and that if so we might be able to cope with him 
then and there. Atany rate, we might be able to follow him in force. To 
this plan I strenuously objected, in so far as my going was concerned, for L 
said that I intended to stay and protect Mina. I thought that my mind was 
made up on the subject; but Mina would not listen to my objection. She 
said that there might be some law matter in which I could be useful; that 
‘amongst the Count's papers might be some clue which I could understand 
out of my experience in Transylvania; and that, as it was, all the strength 
wwe could muster was required to cope with the Count's extraordinary 
power, I had to give in, for Mina’s resolution was fixed; she said thatit was 
the last hope for her that we should all work together. “As for me,” she 
said, “I have no fear. Things have been as bad as they can be; and 
‘whatever may happen must have in it some element of hope or comfort. 
Go, my husband! God can, if He wishes it, guard me as well alone as with 
any one present.” So I started up crying out: “Then in God's name let us 
come at once, for we are losing time. The Count may come to Piccadilly 
earlier than we think.” z 

“Not so!” said Van Helsing, holding up his hand. 

“But why?" I asked. 

“Do you forget,” he said, with actually a smile, “that last night he 
banqueted heavily, and will sleep late?” 

Did I forget! shall 1 ever—can I ever! Can any of us ever forget that 
terrible scene! Mina struggled hard to keep her brave countenance; but 
the pain overmastered her and she put her hands before her face, and 
shuddered whilst she moaned. Van Helsing had not intended to recall her 
frightful experience. He had simply lost sight of her and her part in the 
affair in his intellectual effort, When it struck him what he said, he was 
horrified at his thoughtlessness and tried to comfort her. “Oh, Madam 
Mina,” he said, "dear, dear Madam Mina, alas! that I of all who so 
reverence you should have said anything so forgetful. These stupid old 
lips of mine and this stupid old head do not deserve so; but you will forget 
it, will you not?” He bent low beside her as he spoke; she took his hand, 
and looking at him through her tears, said hoarsely:— 

lo, 1 shall not forget, for it is well that I remember; and with it 1 have 
so much in memory of you that is sweet, that I take it all together. Now, 
you must all be going soon. Breakfast is ready, and we must all eat that we 
‘may be strong.” 

Breakfast was a strange meal to us all. We tried to be cheerful and 
encourage each other, and Mina was the brightest and most cheerful of 
us. When it was over, Van Helsing stood up and said:— 
jow, my dear friends, we go forth to our terrible enterprise; Are we all 
armed, as we were on that night when first we visited our enemy's lair; 
armed against ghostly as well as carnal attack?" Weall assured him. "Then 
itis well, Now, Madam Mina, you are in any case quite safe here until the 
sunset; and before then we shall return—if—We shall return! But before 
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we go let me see you armed against personal attack. I have myself, since 
you came down, prepared your chamber by the placing of things of which 
‘we know, so that He may not enter. Now let me guard yourself. On your 
forehead Itouch this piece of Sacred Wafer in the name of the Father, the 

‘There wasa fearful scream which almost froze our hearts to hear, Ashe 
had placed the Wafer on Mina’s forehead, it had seared it—had burned 
into the flesh as though it had been a piece of white-hot metal. My poor 
darling’s brain had told her the significance of the fact as quickly as her 
nerves received the pain of it; and the two so overwhelmed her that her 
overwrought nature had its voice in that dreadful scream. But the words 
toher thought came quickly; the echo of the scream had not ceased to ring 
on the air when there came the reaction, and she sank on her knees on the 
floor in an agony of abasement. Pulling her beautiful hair over her face, as 
the leper of old his mantle, she wailed out:— 

“Unclean! Unclean! Even the Almighty shuns my polluted flesh! 1 must 
bear this mark of shame upon my forehead until the Judgment Day.” 
They all paused, I had thrown myself beside her in an agony of helpless 
grief, and putting my arms around held her tight, Fora few minutes our 
sorrowful hearts beat together, whilst the friends around us turned away 
their eyes that ran tears silently, Then Van Helsing turned and said 
gravely; so gravely that. I could not help feeling that he was in some way 
Inspired, and was stating things outside himself:— 

“It may be that you may have to bear that mark till God Himself see fit, 
as He most surely shall, on the Judgment Day, to redress all wrongs of the 
earth and of His children that He has placed thereon, And oh, Madam 
Mina, my dear, my dear, may we who love you be there to see, when that 
red scar, the sign of God's knowledge of what has been, shall pass away, 
and leave your forehead as pureas the heart we know. For so surely as we 
live, that scar shall pass away when God sees right to lift the burden that is 
hard upon us. Till then we bear our Cross, as His Son did in obedience to 
His Will. It may be that we are chosen instruments of His good pleasure, 
and that we ascend to His bidding as that other through stripes and 
shame; through tears and blood; through doubts and fears, and all that 
makes the difference between God and man.” 

"There was hope in his words, and comfort; and they made for resigna- 
tion, Mina and I both felt so, and simultaneously we each took one of the 
old man’s hands and bent over and kissed it, Then without a word we all 
knelt down together, and, all holding hands, swore to be true to each 
other. We men pledged ourselves to raise the veil of sorrow from the head 
of her whom, each in his own way, we loved; and we prayed for help and 
lance in the terrible task which lay before us. 

It was then time to start. So I said farewell to Mina, a parting which 
neither of us shall forget to our dying day; and we set out. 

‘Toone thing I have made up my mind: if we find out that Mina must be 
a vampire in the end, then she shall not go into that unknown and terrible 
land alone. I suppose itis thus that in old times one vampire meant many; 
just as their hideous bodies could only rest in sacred earth, so the holiest 
Tove was the recruiting sergeant for their ghastly ranks. 

We entered Carfax without trouble and found all things the same as on 
the first occasion. It was hard to believe that amongst so prosaic surround- 
ings of neglect and dust and decay there was any ground for such fear as 
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already we knew. Had not our minds been made up, and had there not 
been terrible memories to spur us on, we could hardly have proceeded 
with our task. We found no papers, or any sign of use in the house; and in 
the old chapel the great boxes looked just as we had seen them last. Dr- 
Van Helsing said to us solemnly as we stood before them:— f 

“And now, my friends, we have a duty here to do, We must sterilise this 
earth, so sacred of holy memories, that he has brought from a far distant 
land for such fell use. He has chosen this earth because it has been holy. 
‘Thus we defeat him with his own weapon, for we make it more holy still. It 
was sanctified to such use of man, now we sanctify it to God.” As he spoke 
he took from his bag a screwdriver and awrench, and very soon the top of 
one of the cases was thrown open. The earth smelled musty and close; but 
we did not somehow seem to mind, for our attention was concentrated on 
the Professor. Taking from his box a piece of the Sacred Wafer he laid it 
reverendy on the earth, and then shutting down the lid began to screw it 
home, we aiding him as he worked. 

‘One by one we treated in the same way each of the great boxes, and left 
them as we had found them to all appearance; butin each wasa portion of 
the Host. 

‘When we closed the door behind us, the Professor said solemnly:— 

So much is already done, If it may be that with all the others we can be 
so successful, then the sunset of this evening may shine on Madam Mina's 
forehead all white as ivory and with no stain!” 

As we passed across the lawn on our way to the station to catch our train 
we could see the front of the asylum. 1 looked eagerly, and in the window 
of my own room saw Mina, I waved my hand to her, and nodded to tell 
that our work there was successfully accomplished. She nodded in reply 
to show that she understood, The last 1 saw she was waving her hand in 
farewell. It was with a heavy heart that we sought the station and just 
caught the train, which was steaming in as we reached the platform. 

T have written this in the train. 


Piccadilly, 12:30 o'clock—Just before we reached Fenchurch Street 
Lord Godalming said to me 

“Quincey and I will find a locksmith, You had better not come with us in 
case there should be any difficulty; for under the circumstances it 
Wouldn't seem so bad for us to break into an empty house. But you are a 
solicitor and the Incorporated Law Society might tell you that you should 
have known better.” I demurred as to my not sharing any danger even of 
odium, but he went on: “Besides, it will attract less attention if there are 
not too many of us. My title will make it allright with the locksmith, and 
‘with any policeman that may come along. You had better go with Jack and 
the Professor and stay in the Green Park, somewhere in sight of the 
house; and when you see the door opened and the smith has gone away, 
do you all come across. We shall be on the lookout for you, and shall let 
you in.” 

“The advice is good!" said Van Helsing, so we said no more, Godalming 
and Morris hurried off in a cab, we following in another. At the corner of 
Arlington Street our contingent got out and strolled into the Green Park, 
My heart beat as 1 saw the house on which so much of our hope was 
centred, looming up grim and silent in its deserted condition amongst its 
more lively and spruce-looking neighbours. We sat down on a bench 
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within good view, and began to smoke cigars so as to attract as litle 
attention as possible, The minutes seemed to pass with leaden feet as we 
waited for the coming of the others. 

‘Atlength we saw a four-wheeler drive up. Outof it, in leisurely fashion, 
got Lord Godalming and Morris; and down from the box descended a 
thick-set working man with his rush-woven basket of tools. Morris paid 
the cabman, who touched his hat and drove away. Together the two 
ascended the steps, and Lord Godalming pointed out what he wanted 
done. The workman took off his coat leisurely and hung it on one of the 
spikes of the rail, saying something to a policeman who just then saun- 
tered along. The policeman nodded acquiescence, and the man kneeling 
down placed his bag beside him. After searching through it, he took outa 
selection of tools which he produced to lay beside him in orderly fashion. 
‘Then he stood up, looked into the keyhole, blew into it, and turning to his 
employers, made some remark. Lord Godalming smiled, and the man 
lifted a good-sized bunch of keys; selecting one of them, he began to 
probe the lock, as if feeling his way with it. After fumbling about for a bit 
he tried a second, and then a third, All at once the door opened under a 
slight push from him, and he and the two others entered the hall. We sat 
still; my own cigar burnt furiously, but Van Helsing’s went cold 
altogether, We waited patiently as we saw the workman come out and 
bring in his bag. Then he held the door partly open, steadying it with his 
knees, whilst he fitted a key to the lock. This he finally handed to Lord 
Godalming, who took out his purse and gave him something. The man 
touched his hat, took his bag, put on his coat and departed: not a soul took 
the slightest notice of the whole transaction. 

‘When the man had fairly gone, we three crossed the streetand knocked 
at the door. It was immediately opened by Quincey Morris, beside whom 
stood Lord Godalming lighting a cigar. 

“The place smells so vilely,” said the latter as we came in, It did indeed 
smell vilely—like the old chapel at Carfax—and with our previous experi- 
ence it was plain to us that the Count had been using the place pretty 
freely, We moved to explore the house, all keeping together in case of 
attack; for we knew we had a strong and wily enemy to deal with, and as 
yet we did not know whether the Count might not be in the house. In the 
dining-room; which lay at the back of the hall, we found eight boxes of 
earth. Eight boxes only out of the nine, which we sought! Our work was 
notover, and would never be until we should have found the missing box. 
First we opened the shutters of the window which looked out across a 
narrow stone-flagged yard at the blank face of a stable, pointed to look 
like the front of a miniature house. There were no windows in it, so we 
were not afraid of being overlooked. We did not lose any time in examin- 
ing the chests. With the tools which we had brought with us we opened 
them, one by one, and treated them as we had treated those others in the 
old chapel, It was evident to us that the Count was not at present in the 
house, and we proceeded to search for any of his effects. 

‘After a cursory glance atthe rest of the rooms, from basement to attic, 
we came to the conclusion that the dining-room contained any effects 
which might belong to the Count; and so we proceeded to minutely 
examine them. They lay in a sort of orderly disorder on the great dining- 
room table. There were title deeds of the Piccadilly house in a great 
bundle; deeds of the purchase of the houses at Mile End and Bermond- 
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sey; notepaper, envelopes, and pens and ink. All were covered up in thin 
iia Sen 
brush, a brush and comb, and ajug and basin—the latter containing dirty 
water which was reddened as if with blood. Last of all was a litle heap of 
Keys of all sorts and sizes, probably those belonging to the other houses. 
When we had examined this last find, Lord Godalming and Quincey 
Morris, taking accurate notes of the various addresses of the houses in the 
East and the South, took with them the keys in a great bunch, and set out 
to destroy the boxes in these places. The rest of us are, with what patience 
we can, waiting their return—or the coming of the Count, 


CHAPTER TWENTY-THREE 


DR. SEWARD'S DIARY. 


3 October —The time seemed terrible long whilst we were waiting for 
the coming of Godalming and Quincey Morris. The Professor tried to 
keep our minds active by using them all the time. I could see his benefi- 
cent purpose, by the side glances which he threw from time to time at 
Harker. The poor fellow is overwhelmed in a misery that is appalling to 
see. Last night he was a frank, happy-looking man, with strong, youthful 
face, full of energy, and with dark brown hair, To-day he is a drawn, 
haggard old man, whose white hair matches well with the hollow burning 
yes and grief-written lines of his face. His energy is still intact; in fact, he 
is like a living flame. This may yet be his salvation, for, if all go well, it will 
tide him over the despairing period; he will then, in a kind of way, wake 
again to the realities of life. Poor fellow, 1 thought my own trouble was bad 
enough, but his—! The Professor knows this well enough, and is doing his 
best to keep his mind active. What he has been saying was, under the 
circumstances, of absorbing interest. So well as I can remember, here it 
is 


I have studied, over and over again since they came into my hands, all 
the papers relating to this monster; and the more I have studied, the 
greater seems the necessity to utterly stamp him out. All through there 
are signs of his advance; not only of his power, but of his knowledge of it. 
As I learned from the researches of my friend Arminius of Buda-Pesth, 
he was in life a most wonderful man. Soldier, statesman, and alchemist— 
which latter was the highest development of the science-knowledge of his 
time, He had a mighty brain, a learning beyond compare, and a heart that 
knew no fear and no remorse. He dared even to attend the Scholomance, 
and there was no branch of knowledge of his time that he did not essay 
Well, in him the brain powers survived the physical death; though it 
would seem that memory was not all complete. In some faculties of mind 
he has been, and is, only a child; but he is growing, and some things that 
were childish at the first are now of man's stature, He is experimenting, 
and doing it well; and if it had not been that we have crossed his path he 
‘would be yet—he may be yet if we fail—the father or furtherer of a new 
order of beings, whose road must lead through Death, not Life.” 
Harker groaned and said, "And this is all arrayed against my darling! 
But how is he experimenting? The knowledge may help us to defeat 
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“He has all along, since his coming, been trying his power, slowly but 
surely; that big child-brain of his is working. Well for us, it is, as yet, a 
child-brain; for had he dared, at the first, to attempt certain things he 

ipt igs 
would long ago have been beyond our power, However, he means to 
succeed, and a man who has centuries before him can afford to wait and 
go slow. Festina lente may well be his motto.” 

“1 fail to understand,” said Harker wearily, “Oh, do be more plain to 
me! Perhaps grief and trouble are dulling my brain.” 

‘The Professor laid his hand tenderly on his shoulder as he spoke:— 

“Ah, my child, I will be plain. Do you not see how, of late, this monster 
has been creeping into knowledge experimentally. How he has been 
making use of the zoophagous patient to effect his entry into friend 
John’s home; for your Vampire, though in all afterwards he can come 
when and how he will, must at the first make entry only when asked 
thereto by an inmate. But these are not his most important experiments. 
Do we not see how at the first all these so great boxes were moved by 
others. He knew not then but that must be so. But all the time that so great 
child-brain of his was growing, and he began to consider whether he 
might not himself move the box. So he began to help; and, when he found 
that this be all right, he try to move them all alone. And so he progress, 
and he scatter these graves of him; and none but he know where they are 
hidden, He may have intend to bury them deep in the ground, So that he 
only use them in the night, or atsuch time as he can change his form, they 
do him equal well; and none may know these are his hiding-place! But, my 
child, do not despair; this knowledge come to him just too late! Already all 
of his lairs but one be sterilise as for him; and before the sunset this shall 
be so, Then he have no place where he can move and hide. I delayed this 
‘morning that so we might be sure, Is there not more at stake for us than 
for him? Then why we not be even more careful than him? By my clock it 
is one hour, and already, if all be well, friend Arthur and Quincey are on 
their way tous. To-day is our day, and we must go ure, if slow, and lose no 
chance. See! there are five of us when those absent ones return.” 

‘Whilst he was speaking we were startled by a knock at the hall door, the 
double postman’s knock of the telegraph boy. We all moved out to the hall 
With one impulse, and Van Helsing, holding up his hand to us to keep 
silence, stepped to the door and opened it. The boy handed in a despatch. 
The Professor closed the door again, and, after looking at the direction, 
opened it and read aloud. 

"Look out for D. He has just now, 12:45, come from Carfax hurriedly 
and hastened towards the South, He seems to be going the round and may 
want to see you: Mina. 

“There was a pause broken by Jonathan Harker’s voi 

“Now, God be thanked, we shall soon meet!” Van Helsing turned to 
him quickly and said — 

“Ged will actin His own way and time. Do not fear, and do not rejoice as 
yet; for what we wish for at the moment may be our undoings. 
2ST care for nothing now,” he answered hotly, “except to wipe out this 
brute from the face of creation. I would sell my soul to do it!” 

“Oh, hush, hush, my child!" said Van Helsing, "God does not purchase 
souls in this wise; and the Devil, though he may purchase, does not keep 
faith, But God is merciful and just, and knows your pain and your 
devotion to that dear Madam Mina. Think you, haw her pain would be 
doubled, did she but hear your wild words, Do not fear any of us, we are 
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all devoted to this cause, and to-day shall see the end. The time is coming 
for action; to-day this Vampire is limited to the powers of man and tll 
sunset he may not change. It will take him time to arrive here—see, it is 
twenty minutes past one—and there are yet some times before he can 
hither come, be he never so quick. What we must hope for is that my Lord 
Arthur and Quincey arrive first.” 

‘About halfan hour after we had received Mrs. Harker’s telegram, there 
came a quiet, resolute knock at the hall door. It was just an ordinary 
knock, such as is given hourly by thousands of gentlemen, but it made the 
Professor's heart and mine beat loudly. We looked at each other, and 
together moved out into the hall; we each held ready to use our various 
armaments—the spiritual in the left hand, the mortal in the right. Van 
Helsing pulled back the latch, and holding the door half open, stood back, 
having both hands ready for action, The gladness of our hearts must have 
shown upon our faces when on the step, close to the door, we saw Lord 
Godalming and Quincey Morris. They came quickly in and closed the 
door behind them, the former saying, as they moved along the hall:— 

“Itisall right. We found both places; six boxes in each and we destroyed 
them all!” 

"Destroyed?" asked the Professor. 

“For him!” We were silent for a minute, and then Quincey said:— 

“There's nothing to do but wait here. If, however, he doesn’t turn up by 
five o'clock, we must start off; for it won't do to leave Mrs. Harker alone 
after sunset.” 

“He will be here before long now,” said Van Helsing, who had been 
consulting his pocket-book. "Nota bene, in Madam's telegram he went 
south from Carfax, that means he went to cross the river, and he could 
only do so at slack of tide, which should be something before one o'clock. 
‘That he went south has a meaning for us. He is as yet only suspicious; and 
he went from Carfax first to the place where he would suspect interfer- 
ence least. You must have been at Bermondsey only a short time before 
him. That he is not here already shows that he went to Mile End next. This 
took him some time; for he would then have to be carried over the river in 
some way, Believe me, my friends, we shall not have long to wait now, We 
should have ready some plan of attack, so that we may throw away no 
chance. Hush, there is no time now. Have all your arms! Be ready!” He 
held up a warning hand as he spoke, for we all could hear a key softly 
inserted in the lock of the hall door. 

I could not but admire, even at such a moment, the way in which a 
dominant spirit asserted itself, In all our hunting parties and adventures 
indifferent parts of the world, Quincey Morris had always been the one to 
arrange the plan of action, and Arthur and I had been accustomed to 
‘obey him implicitly. Now, the old habit seemed to be renewed instinctive- 
ly. With a swift glance around the room, he at once laid out our plan of 
attack, and, without speaking a word, with a gesture, placed us each in 
position. Van Helsing, Harker, and I were just behind the door, so that 
when it was opened the Professor could guard it whilst we two stepped 
between the incomer and the door. Godalming behind and Quincey in 
front stood just out of sight ready to move in front of the window. We 
waited in a suspense that made the seconds pass with nightmare slowness. 
The slow, careful steps came along the hall; the Count was evidently 
prepared for some surprise—at least he feared it. 
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Suddenly with a single bound he leaped into the room, winning a way 
past us before any of us could raise a band to stay him. There was 
something so panther-like in the movement—something so unhuman, 
thatit seemed to sober us all from the shock of his coming. The first to act 
was Harker, who, with a quick movement, threw himself before the door 
Jeading into the room in the front of the house. As the Count saw us, a 
horrible sort of snarl passed over his face, showing the eye-tecth long and. 
pointed; but the evil smile as quickly, passed into a cold stare of lion-like 
disdain. His expression again changed as, with a single impulse, we all 
advanced upon him. It was a pity that we had not some better organised 
plan of attack, for even at the moment I wondered what we were to do. 1 
did not myself know whether our lethal weapons would avail us anything. 
Harker evidently meant to try the matter, for he had ready his great 
Kukri knife and made a fierce and sudden cut at him. The blow was a 
powerful one; only the diabolical quickness of the Count's leap back saved 
him. A second less and the trenchant blade had shorne through his heart. 
Asit was, the point just cut the cloth of his coat, makinga wide gap whence 
a bundle of bank-notes and a stream of gold fell out. The expression of 
the Count's face was so hellish, that for a moment I feared for Harker, 
though I saw him throw the terrible knife aloft again for another stroke. 
Instinctively I moved forward with a protective impulse, holding the 
Crucifix and Wafer in my left hand. 1 felt a mighty power fly along my 
arm; and it was without surprise that I saw the monster cower back before 
a similar movement made spontaneously by each one of us. It would be 
impossible to describe the expression of hate and baffled malignity—of 
anger and hellish rage—which came over the Count's face. His waxen hue 
became greenish-yellow by the contrast of his burning eyes, and the red 
scar on the forehead showed on the pallid skin like a palpitating wound. 
‘The next instant, with a sinuous dive he swept under Harker's arm, ere 
his blow could fall, and, grasping a handful of the money from the floor, 
dashed across the room threw himself at the window. Amid the crash and 
glitter of the falling glass, he tumbled into the flagged area below. 
‘Through the sound of the shivering glass I could hear the “ting” of the 
gold, as some of the sovereigns fell on the flagging, 

We ran oyer and saw him spring unhurt from the ground, He, rushing 
up the steps, crossed the flagged yard, and pushed open the stable door. 
There he turned and spoke to us:— 

“You think to baffle me, you—with your pale faces all in a row, like 
sheep in a butcher's. You shall be sorry yet, each one of you! You think 
you have left me without a place to rest; but I have more. My revenge is 

Just begun! I spread it over centuries, and time is on my side, Your girls 
that you all love are mine already; and through them you and others shall 
yet be mine—my creatures, to do my bidding and to be my jackals when I 
Want to feed. Bah!” With a contemptuous sneer, he passed quickly 
through the door, and we heard the rusty bolt creak as he fastened it 
behind him. A door beyond opened and shut. The first of us to speak was 
the Professor, as, realising the difficulty of following him through the 
stable, we moved toward the hall. 

"We have learnt something—much! Notwithstanding his brave words, 
he fears us; he fears time, he fears want! For if not, why he hurry so? His 
very tone betray him, or my ears deceive, Why take that money? You 
follow quick. You are hunters of wild beast, and understand itso. For me, 
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1 make sure that nothing here may be of use to him, if so that he return.” 
As he spoke he put the money remaining into his pocket; took the 
title-deeds in the bundle as Harker had left them, and swept the remain- 
ing things into the open fireplace, where he set fire to them with a match, 

‘Godalming and Morris had rushed out into the yard, and Harker had 
lowered himself from the window to follow the Count. He had, however, 
bolted the stable door; and by the time they had forced it open there was 
no sign of him. Van Helsing and I tried to make inquiry atthe back of the 
house; but the mews was deserted and no one had seen him depart. 

Tt was now late in the afternoon, and sunset was not far off. We had to 
recognise that our game was up; with heavy hearts we agreed with the 
Professor when he said:— 

Let us go back to Madam Mina—poor, poor dear Madam Mina. All we 
‘can do just now is done; and we can there, at least, protect her. But we 
need not despair. There is but one more earth-box, and we must try to 
find it; when that is done all may yet be well.” I could see that he spoke as 
bravely as he could to comfort Harker. The poor fellow was quite broken 
down; now and again he gave a low groan which he could not suppress— 
he was thinking of his wife. 

With sad hearts we:came back to my house, where we found Mrs, 
Harker waiting us, with an appearance of cheerfulness which did honour 
to her bravery and unselfishness. When she saw our faces, her own 
becameas pale as death: for a second or two her eyes were closed as if she 
were in secret prayer; and then she said cheerfully:— 

“I can never thank you all enough. Oh, my poor darling!” As she spoke, 
she took her husband's grey head in her hands and kissed it—"Lay your 
poor head here and rest it, All will yet be well, dear! God will protect us 
‘He so will it in His good intent.” The poor fellow groaned. There was no 
place for words in his sublime misery. 

We had a sort of perfunctory supper together, and I think it cheered us 
all up somewhat. It was, perhaps, the mere animal heat of food to hungry 
people—for none of us had eaten anything since breakfast—or the sense 
of companionship may have helped us; but anyhow we were all less 

rable, and saw the morrow as not altogether without hope. True to 
our promise, we told Mrs. Harker everything which had passed; and 
although she grew snowy white at times when danger had seemed to 
threaten her husband, and red at others when his devotion to her was 
manifested, she listened bravely and with calmness. When we came to the 
part where Harker had rushed at the Countso recklessly, she clung to her 
husband's arm, and held it tight as though her clinging could protect him 
from any harm that might come. She said nothing, however, till the 
narration was all done, and matters had been brought right up to the 
present time, Then without letting go her husband's hand she stood up 
amongst us and spoke. Oh, that I could give any idea of the scene; of that 
sweet, sweet, good, good woman in all the radiant beauty of her youth and 
animation, with the red scar on her forehead, of which she was conscious, 
and which we saw with grinding of our teeth—remembering whence and 
how it came; her loving kindness against our grim hate; her tender faith 
against all our fearsand doubting; and we, knowing that so far as symbols 
vent, she with all her goodness and purity and faith, was outcast from 

“Jonathan” she said, and the word sounded like musicon her lipsit was 
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so full of love and tenderness. "Jonathan dear, and you all my true, true 
friends, I want you to bear something in mind through all this dreadful 
time. I know that you must fight—that you must destroy even as you 
destroyed the false Lucy so that the true Lucy might live hereafter; but itis 
not a work of hate. That poor soul who has wrought all this misery is the 
saddest case of all. Just think what will be his joy when he, too, is destroyed 
in his worser part that his better part may have spiritual immortality. You 
must be pitiful to him, too, though it, may not hold your hands from his 
destruction." 

‘As she spoke I could see her husband's face darken and draw together, 
as though the passion in him were shrivelling his being to its core. 
Instinctively the clasp on his wife's hand grew closer, till his knuckles 
looked white. She did not flinch from the pain which I knew she must 
have suffered, but looked at him with eyes that were more appealing than 
ever. As she stopped speaking he leaped to his feet, almost tearing his 
hand from hers as he spoke: 

“May God give to my hand just for long enough to destroy that 
‘earthly life of him which we are aiming at. If beyond it I could send his 
soul for ever and ever to burning hell 1 would do it!” 

“Oh, hush! oh, hush! in the name of the good God. Don't say such 
things, Jonathan, my husband; or you will crush me with fear and horror. 
Just think, my dear—I have been thinking all this long, long day of 
it—that... perhaps... .some day... I, t00, may need such pity; and that 
some other like you and with equal cause for anger—may deny it to mel 
Oh, my husband! my husband, indeed I would have spared you such a 
thought had there been another way; but I pray that God may not have 
treasured your wild words, except as the heart-broken wail of a very 
loving and sorely stricken man, Oh, God, et these poor white hairs go in 
evidence of what he has suffered, who all his life has done no wrong, and 
‘on whom so many sorrows have come.” 

We men were all in tears now. There was no resisting them, and we 
weptopenly. She wept, too, to see that her sweeter counsels had prevailed. 
Her husband flung himself on his knees beside her, and putting his arms 
round her, hid his face in the folds of her dress. Van Helsing beckoned to 
us and we stole out of the room, leaving the two loving hearts alone with 
their God. 

Before they retired the Professor fixed up the room against any coming 
of the Vampire, and assured Mrs, Harker that she might rest in peace: 
She tried to school herself to the belief, and, manifestly for her husband's 
sake, tried to seem content. It was a brave struggle; and was, I think and 
believe, not without its reward, Van Helsing had placed at hand a bell 
which either of them was to sound in case of any emergency. When they 
had retired, Quincey, Godalming, and I arranged that we should sit up, 
dividing the night between us, and watch over the safety of the poor 
striken lady. The first watch falls to Quincey, so the rest of us shall be off 
to bed as soon as we can. Godalming has already turned in, for his is the 
second watch, Now that my work is done I, too, shall go to bed. 


JONATHAN HARKER'S JOURNAL 


3-4 October, close to midnight —1 thought yesterday would never end, 
“There was over me a yearning for sleep, in some sort of blind belief that to 
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wake would be to find things changed, and that any change must now be 
for the better. Before we parted, we discussed what our next step Was to 
be, but we could arrive at no result. All we knew was that one carth-box 
remained, and that the Count alone knew where it was. If he chooses to lie 
hidden, he may baffle us for years; and in the meantime!—the thought 
toohorrible, I dare not think of it even now. This I know: that ifever there 
wasa woman who wasall perfection, that one is my poor wronged darling. 
Tove her a thousand times more for her sweet pity of last night, pity that 
made my own hate of the monster seem despicable. Surely God will not 
permit the world to be the poorer by the loss of such a creature. This is 
hope to me. We are all drifting reefwards now, and faith is our only 
anchor. Thank God! Mina is sleeping, and steeping without dreams. 1 
Fear what her dreams might be like, with such terrible memories to 
ground them in, She has not been so calm, within my seeing, since the 
sunset. Then, fora while, there came over her face a repose which was like 
spring after the blasts of March. I thought at the time that it was the 
softness of the red sunset on her face, but somehow now I think it has a 
deeper meaning. I am not sleepy myself, though 1 am weary—weary to 
death. However, I must try to sleep; for there is to-morrow to think of, 
and there is no rest for me until... 


Later —1 must have fallen asleep, for I was awaked by Mina, who was 
sitting up in bed, with a startled look on her face. I could see easily, for we 
did not leave the room in darkness; she had placed a warning hand over 
my mouth, and now she whispered in my ear:— 

“Hush! there is someone in the corridor!” I got up softly, and crossing 
the room, gently opened the door. 

Just outside, stretched on a mattress, lay Mr. Morris, wide awake. He 

ised a warning hand for 
“Hush! go back to bed; itis all right. One of us will be here all night. We 
don’t mean to take any chances!” 

His look and gesture forbade discussion, so I came back and told Mina. 
She sighed and positively a shadow of a smile stole over her poor, pale face 
as she put her arms round me and said softly:— 

"Oh, thank God for good brave men!” With a sigh she sank back again 
to sleep. I write this now as I am not sleepy, though I must try again. 


4 October, morning —Once again during the night I was wakened by 
Mina. This time we had all had a good sleep, for the grey of the coming 
dawn was making the windows into sharp oblongs, and the gas flame was 
like a speck rather than a disc of light. She said to me hurriedly:— 

"Go, call the Professor. I want to see him at once.” 

Why?" I asked. 

have an idea. I suppose it must have come in the night and matured 
without my knowing it. He must hypnotise me before the dawn, and then 
I shall be able to speak. Go quick, dearest; the time is getting close." I went 
to the door. Dr. Seward was resting on the mattress, and, seeing me, he 
sprang to his feet. 

“Ts anything wrong?” he asked, in alarm, 
"No," I replied; “but Mina wants to see Dr, Van Helsing at once." 

will go,” he said, and hurried into the Professor's room. 
In two or three minutes later Van Helsing was in the room in his 
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dressing-gown, and Mr. Morris and Lord Godalming were with Dr. 
Seward at the door asking questions, When the Professor saw Mina a 
smile—a positive smile ousted the anxiety of his face; he rubbed his hands 
as he said: 

“Oh, my dear Madam Mina, this is indeed a change. See! friend 
Jonathan, we have got our dear Madam Mina, as of old, back to us 
to-day!” Then turning to her, he said, cheerfully: “And what am I do for 
you? For at this hour you do not want me for nothings." 

“I want you to hypnotise me!” she said. “Doit before the dawn, for I feel 
that then I can speak, and speak freely. Be quick, for the time is short!” 
Without a word he motioned her to sit up in bed. 

Looking fixedly at her, he commenced to make passes in front of her, 
from over the top of her head downward, with each hand in turn. Mina 
feel at him fixedly for a few minutes, during which my own heart beat 

ke a trip hammer, for I felt that some crisis was at hand. Gradually her 
eyes closed, and she sat, stock stil; only by the gentle heaving of her 
bosom could one know that she was alive. The Professor made a few more 
passes and then stopped, and I could see that his forehead was covered 
with great beads of perspiration. Mina opened her eyes; but she did not 
seem the same woman. There was a faraway look in her eyes, and her 
voice had a sad dreaminess which was new to me. Raising his hand to 
impose silence, the Professor motioned to me to bring the others in, They 
‘came on tip-toe, closing the door behind them, and stood at the foot of the 
bed, looking on, Mina appeared not to see them. The stillness was broken 
by Van Helsing’s voice speaking in a low level tone which would not break 
the current of her thoughts:— 

“Where are you?” The answer came in a neutral way:— 

“I do not know. Sleep has no place it can call its own.” For several 
minutes there was silence. Mina sat rigid, and the Professor stood staring 
at her fixedly; the rest of us hardly dared to breathe. The room was 
growing lighter; without taking his eyes from Mina’s face, Dr. Van Hels- 
ing motioned me to pull up the blind. I did so, and the day seemed just 
upon us. A red streak shot up, and a rosy light seemed to diffuse itself 
through the room. On the instant the Professor spoke again:— 

"Where are you now?” The answer came dreamily, but with intention; 
it were as though she were interpreting something, I have heard her use 
the same tone when reading her shorthand notes. 

“I do not know. It is all strange to me!” 

“What do you see?” 

“I can see nothing; 

“What do you hear: 
voice, 

“The lapping of water. Itis gurgling by, and little waves leap. I can hear 
them on the outside.” $ 

“Then you are on a ship?” We all looked at each other, trying to glean 
something each from the other. We were afraid to think, The answer 
came quick:— 

“Oh, yes!” 

“What else do you hear?” R 

“The sound of men stamping overhead as they run about. There is the 
creaking of a chain, and the loud tinkle as the check of the capstan falls 
into the rachet." 


it is all dan ; 
" T could detect the strain in the Professor's patient 
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“What are you doing?” 

“Pm still—oh, so still Itis like death!” The voice faded away intoa deep 
breath as of one sleeping, and the open eyes closed again. 

By this time the sun had risen, and we were all in the full light of day. 
Dr. Van Helsing placed his hands on Mina’s shoulders, and laid her head 
down softly on her pillow. She lay like a sleeping child for a few moments, 
‘and then, with a long sigh, awoke and stared in wonder to see all around 
her. “Have 1 been talking in my sleep?” was all she said. She seemed, 
however, to know the situation without telling, though she was eager to 
Know what she had told, The Professor repeated the conversation, and 
she sai 

“Then there is not a moment to Jose: it may not be yet too late!" Mr. 
Morris and Lord Godalming started for the door but the Professor's calm 
voice called them back:— 

"Stay, my friends, That ship, wherever it was, was weighing anchor 
whilst she spoke. There are many ships weighing anchor at the moment in 
Your so great Port of London, Which of them is it that you seek? God be 
thanked that we have once again a clue, though whither it may lead us we 
know not, We have been blind somewhat, blind after the manner of men, 
since when we can look back we see what we might have seen looking 
forward if we had been able to see what we might have seen! Alas, but that 
sentence is a puddle; is it not? We can know now what was in the Count's 
mind, when he seize that money, though Jonathan's so fierce knife put 
him in the danger that even he dread. He meant escape. Hear me, 
ESCAPE! He saw that with but one earth-box left, and a pack of men 
following like dogs after a fox, this London was no place for him. He have 
take his last earth-box on board a ship, and he leave the land, He think to 
escape, but no! we follow him. Tally Ho! as friend Arthur would say when 
he put on his red frock! Our old fox is wily; oh! so wily, and we must follow 
with wile. I, too, am wily and I think his mind ina little while. In meantime 
we may rest and and in peace, for there are waters between us which he do 
not want to pass, and which he could not if he would—unless the ship 
were to touch the land, and then only at full or slack tide. See, and thesun 
is just rose, and all day to sunset is to us. Let us take bath, and dress, and 
have breakfast which we all need, and which we can eat comfortably since 
hebe noin the same land with. Minalooked at him appealing as she 
asked:— 

“But why need we seek him further, when heis gone away from us?” He 
took her hand and patted it as he replied: — 

“Ask me nothings as yet. When we have breakfast, then I answer all 
questions.” He would say no more, and we separated to dress. 

After breakfast Mina repeated her question. He looked at her gravely 
for a minute and then said sorrowfully: 

“Because my dear, dear Madam Mina, now more than ever must we 
find him even if we have to follow him to the jaws of Hell!” She grew paler 
as she asked faintly: — 

“Why: 

“Because,” he answered solemnly, “he can live for centuries, and you 
are but mortal woman. Time is now to be dreaded—since onċe he put that 
mark upon your throat." 

1 was just in time to catch her as she fell forward in a faint. 
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CHAPTER TWENTY-FOUR 


DR, SEWARD'S PHONOGRAPH DIARY, SPOKEN 
BY VAN HELSINI 
This to Jonathan Harker. 

‘You are to stay with your dear Madam Mina. We shall go to make our 
search—if I can call it so, for it is not search but knowing, and we seek 
confirmation only. But do you stay and take care of her to-day. This is 
your best and most holiest office, This day nothing can find him here. Let 
metell you thatso you will know what we four know already, for I have tell 
them. He, our enemy, have gone away; he have gone back to his Castle in 
‘Transylvania I know itso well, asif a great hand of fire wrote it on the wall, 
He have prepare for this in some way, and that last earth-box was ready to 
ship somewheres. For this he took the money; for this he hurry atthe last, 
lest we catch him before the sun go down. It was his last hope, save that he 
might hide in the tomb that he think poor Miss Lucy, being as he thought 
like him, keep open to him. But there was not of time. When that fail he 
make straight for his last resource—his last earthwork I might say did 1 
wish double entente, He is clever, oh, so clever! he know that his game here 
was finish; and so he decide he go back home. He find ship going by the 
route he came, and he go in it. We go off now to find what ship, and 
whither bound; when we have discover that, we come back and tell you all, 
Then we will comfort you and poor dear Madam Mina with new hope, 
For it will be hope when you think it over: that all is not lost, This very 
creature that we pursue, he take hundreds of years to get so far as 
London; and yet in one day, when we know of the disposal of him we drive 
him out. He is finite, though he is powerful to do much harm and suffers 
not as we do. But we are strong, each in our purpose; and we are all more 
strong together. Take heart afresh, dear husband of Madam Mina. This 
battle is but begun, and in the end we shall win—so sure as that God sits on 
high to watch over His children, Therefore be of much comfort till we 
return, 


Van Hexsine. 


JONATHAN HARKER'S JOURNAL, 
4 October-—When I read to Mina, Van Helsing’s message in the phono- 
‘ph, the poor girl brightened up considerably. Already the certainty 
Brat the Count is out of the country has given her comfort; and comfort is 
strength to her. For my own part, now that his horrible danger is not face 
to face with us, it seems almost impossible to believe in ít. Even my own 
terrible experiences in Castle Dracula seem like a long-forgotten dream. 
Here in the crisp autumn air in the bright sunlight— 
‘Alas! how can I disbelieve! In the midst of my thought my eye fell on the 
red scar on my poor darling’s white forehead. Whilst that lasts, there can 
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be no disbelief, And afterwards the very memory of it will keep faith 
crystal clear. Mina and I fear to be idle, so we have been over all the diaries 
again and again. Somehow, although the reality seems greater each time, 
ike pain and the fear seem less. There is something of a guiding purpose 
‘manifest throughout, which is comforting. Mina says that perhaps we are 
the instruments of ultimate good. It may be! I shall try to think as she 
does. We have never spoken to each other yet of the future, It is better t0 
wait till we see the Professor and the others after their investigations. 

“The day is running by more quickly than Lever thoughtaday could run 
for me again. It is now three o'clock. 


MINA HARKER’ JOURNAL. 


5 October, 5 p.st—Our meeting for report. Present: Professor Van 
Helsing, Lord Godalming, Dr. Seward, Mr. Quincey Morris, Jonathan 
Harker, Mina Harker. 

Dr. Van Helsing described what steps were taken during the day to 
discover on what boat and whither bound Count Dracula made his 
escape:— 

“As knew that he wanted to get back to Transylvania, I felt sure that he 
must go by the Danube mouth; or by somewhere in the Black Sea, since by 
that way he come. It was a dreary blank that was before us. Omne ignotum 
ro magnifico; and so with heavy hearts we start to find what ships leave for 
the Black Sea last night. He was in sailing ship, since Madam Mina tell of 
sails being set. These not so important as to go in your list of the shipping 
in the Times, and so we go, by suggestion of Lord Godalming, to your 
Lloyd's, where are note of all ships that sail, however so small. There we 
find that only one Black-Sea-bound ship go out with the tide. She is the 
Czarina Catherine, and she sail from Doolitte’s Wharf for Varna, and 
thence on to other parts and up the Danube, ‘Soh!’ said I, 'this is the ship 
whereon is the Count. So off we go to Doolittle’s Wharf, and there we find 
a man in an office, From him we inquire of the goings of the Czarina 
Catherine. He swear much, and he red face and loud of voice, but he good 
fellow all the same; and when Quincey give him something from his 
pocket which cracked as he roll it up, and put itin a so small bag which he 
have hid deep in his clothing, he still better fellow and humble servant to 
us, He come with us, and ask many men who are rough and hot; these be 
better fellows too when they have been no more thirsty. They say much of 
blood and bloom, and of others which I comprehend not, though I guess 
what they mean; but nevertheless they tell us all things which we want to 
know. 

“They make known to us among them, how last afternoon at about five 
o'clock comes a man so hurry. A tall man, thin and pale, with high nose 
and teeth so white, and eyes that seem to be burning, That he be all in 
black, except that he have a hat of straw which suit not him or the time. 
‘That he scatter his money in making quick inquiry as to what ship sails for 
the Black Sea and for where, Some took him to the office and then to the 
ship, where he will not go aboard but halt at shore end of gang-plank, and 
ask that the captain come to him. The captain come, when told that he will 
be pay well; and though he swear much at the first he agree toterm, Then 
the thin man go and some one tell him where horse and cart can be hired. 
He go there and soon he come again, himself driving carton which a great 
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box; this he himself lift down, though it take several to putin on truck for 
the ship, He give much talk to captain as to how and where his box is to be 
place; but the captain like itnot and swear at him in many tongues, and tell 
him that if he like he can come and see where it shall be, But he say ‘no’ 
that he come not yet, for that he have much to do. Whereupon the capt 
tell him that he had better be quick—with blood—for that his ship will 
leave the place—of blood—before the turn of the tide—with blood. Then 
the thin man smileand say that of course he must go when he think fit; but 
he will be surprise if he go quite so soon. The captain swear again, 
polyglot, and the thin man make him bow, and thank him, and say that he 
Will so far intrude on his kindness as to come aboard before the sailing. 
Final the captain, more red than ever, and in more tongues, tell him that 
he doesn’t want no Frenchmen—with bloom upon them and also with 
blood—in his ship—with blood on her also. And so, after asking where 
there might be close at hand a ship where he might purchase ship forms, 
he departed. 

"No one knew where he went ‘or bloomin’ well cared,’ as they said, for 
they had something else to think of—well with blood again; for it soon 
became apparent to all that the Czarina Catherine would not sail as was 
expected. A thin mist began to creep up from the river, and it grew, and 
grew; till soon a dense fog enveloped the ship and all around her. The 
Captain swore polyglot—yery polglot—polylot with bloom and blood: 
but he could do nothing. The water rose and rose; and he began to fear 
that he would lose the tide altogether. He was in no friendly mood, when 
{just at full ide, the thin man came up the gangplank again and asked to 
see where his box has been stowed. Then the captain replied that he 
wished that he and his box—old and with much bloom and blood—were 
in hell. But the thin man did not be offended, and went down with the 
‘mate and saw where it was place, and came up and stood awhile on deck in 
fog. He must have come off by himself, for none notice him, Indeed they 
thought not of him; for soon the fog begin to melt away, and all was clear 
again. My friends of the thirst and the language that was of bloom and 
blood laughed, as they told how the captain's swears exceeded even his 
usual polyglot, and was more than ever full of picturesque, when on 
questioning other mariners who were on movement up and down on the 
river that hour, he found that few of them had seen any of fog at all, 
except where it lay round the wharf. However, the ship went out on the 
ebb tide; and was doubtless by morning far down the river mouth. She 
was by then, when they told us, well out to sea. 

“And so, my dear Madam Mina, it is that we have to rest for a time, for 
our enemy is on the sea, with the fog at his command, on his way to the 
Danube mouth. To sail a ship takes time, go she never so quick; and when 
westart we go on land more quick, and we meet him there. Our best hope 
isto come on him when in the box between sunrise and sunset; for then he 
can make no struggle, and we may deal with him as we should, There are 
days for us, in which we can make ready our plan. We know all about 
where he go; for we have seen the owner of the ship, who have shown us 
invoices and all papers that can he. The box we seek is to be landed in 
‘Varna, and to be given to an agent, one Ristics who will there present his 
credentials; and so our merchant friend will have done his part, When he 
ask if there be any wrong, for that so, he can telegraph and have inquiry 
madeat Varna, we say no’; for whatis to be done is not for police or of the 
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customs. It must be done by us alone and in our own way” 

When Dr. Van Helsing had done speaking, 1 asked him if he were 
certain that the Count had remained on board the ship. He replied: “We 
have the best proof of that: your own evidence, when in the hypnotic 
trance this morning.” I asked him again if it were really necessary that 
they should pursue the Count, for oh! I dread Jonathan leaving me, and I 
know that he would surely go if the others went. He answered in growing 
passion, at first quietly, As he went on, however, he grew mare angry an 
More forceful, till in the end we could not but see wherein was at least 
some of that personal dominance which made him so long a master 
amongst men:— 

“Yer, it is necessary—necessary—necessary! For your sake in the first, 
and then for the sake of humanity. This monster has done much harm 
already, in the narrow scope where he find himself, and in the short time 
‘when as yet he was only as a body groping hisso small measure in darkness 
and not knowing. All this have I told these others; you, my dear Madam 
Mina, will learn it in the phonograph of my friend John, or in that of your 
husband. I have told them how the measure of leaving his own barren 
land—barren of peoples—and coming to a new land where life of man 
teems till they are like the multitude of standing corn, was the work of 
centuries. Were another of the Un-Dead, like him, to try todo what he has 
done, perhaps not all the centuries of the world that have been, or that will 
be, could aid him. With this one, all the forces of nature that are occultand 
deep and strong must have worked together in some wondrous way. The 
‘very place, where he have been alive, Un-Dead for all these centuries, is 
full of strangeness of the geologic and chemical world. There are deep 
caverns and fissures that reach none know whither, There have been 
volcanoes, some of whose openings still send out waters of strange prop- 
erties, and gases that kill or make to vivify. Doubtless, there is something. 
‘magnetic oF electric in some of these combinations of occult forces which 
work for physical life in strange ways; and in himself were from the first 
some great qualities. In a hard and warlike time he was celebrate that he 
have more iron nerve, more subtle brain, more braver heart, than any 
man. In him some vital principle have in strange way found their utmost; 
and as his body keep strong and grow and thrive, so his brain grow too. All 
this without that diabolic aid which is surely to him; for it have to yield to 
the powers that come from, and are, symbolic of good. And now this is 
‘what he is to us. He have infect you—oh, forgive me, my dear, that I must 
say such; but itis for good of you that I speak. He infect you in such wise, 
that even if he do no more, you have only to live—to live in your own old, 
sweet way; and so in time, death, which is of man’s common lot, and with 
God's sanction, shall make you like to him. This must not be! We have 
sworn together that it must not, Thus are we ministers of God's own wish: 
that the world, and men for whom His Son die, will not be given over to 
monsters, whose very existence would defame Him. He have allowed us 
to redeem one soul already, and we go out as the old knights of the Cross 
to redeem more, Like them we shall travel towards the sunrise; and like 
them, if we fall, we fall in good cause.” He paused and I sai 

“But will not the Count take his rebuff wisely? Since he has been driven 
from England, will he not avoid it, as a tiger does the village from which he 
has been hunted?” 

“Aha!” he said, “your simile of the tiger good, for me, and I shall adopt 
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him. Your man-eater, as they of India call the tiger who has once tasted 
blood of the human, care no more for the other prey, but prowl un- 
ceasingly ill he get him. This that we hunt from our village isa tiger, too, a 
man-eater, and he never cease to prowl. Nay, in himself he is not one to 
retire and stay afar, In his life, his living life, he go over the Turkey 
frontier and attack his enemy on his own ground; he be beaten back, but 
did he stay? No! He come again, and again, and again. Look at his 
persistence and endurance. With the child-brain that was to him he have 
long since conceive the idea of coming toa great city, What doeshedo? He 
find out the place of all the world most of promise for him. Then he 
deliberately set himself down to prepare for the task. He find in patience 
just how is his strength, and what are his powers. He study new tongues. 
He learn new social life; new environment of old ways, the politic, the law, 
the finance, the science, the habit of a new land and a new people who 
have come to be since he was. His glimpse that he have had, whet his 
appetite only and enkeen his desire. Nay, it help him to grow as to 
brain; for it all prove to him how right he was at the first in his surmises, 
He have done this alone; all alone! from a ruin tomb in a forgotten land. 
What more may he not do when the greater world of thought is open to 
him. He that can smile at death, as we know him; who can flourish in the 
midst of diseases that kill off whole peoples. Oh, if such an one was to 
come from God, and not the Devil, what a force for good might he not be 
in this old world of ours. But we are pledged to set the world free. Our toil 
must be in silence, and our efforts allin secret; for in this enlightened age, 
when men believe not even what they see, the doubting of wise men would 
be his greatest strength. It would be at once his sheath and his armour, 
and his weapons to destroy us, his enemies, who are willing to peril even 
‘our own souls for the safety of one we love—for the good of mankind, and 
for the honour and glory of God,” 

‘After a general discussion it was determined that for tonight nothing be 
definitely settled; that we should all sleep on the facts, and try to think out 
the proper conclusions. Tomorrow, at breakfast, we are to meet again, 
and, after making our conclusions known to one another, we shall decide 
on some definite course of action, 

—I feel a wonderful peace and rest to-night. It is as if some haunting 
presence were removed from me. Perhaps. 

My surmise was not finished, could not be; for 1 caught sight in the 
mirror of the red mark upon my forehead; and I knew that I was still 
unclean, 


DR. SEWARD'S DIARY, 
5 October—We all rose early, and I think that sleep did much for each 
and all of us. When we met at early breakfast there was more general 
cheerfulness than any of us had ever expected to experience again. 
Itis really wonderful how much resilience there isin human nature, Let 
any obstructing cause, no matter what, be removed in any way—even by 
death—and we fly back to first principles of hope and enjoyment. More 
than once as we sat around the table, my eyes opened in wonder whether 
the whole of the past days had not been a dream. It was only when I 
‘caught sight of the red blotch on Mrs, Harker's forehead that 1 was 
brought back to reality. Even now, when I am gravely revolving the 
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matter, it is almost impossible to realise that the cause of all our trouble is 
Til existent. Even Mes, Harker seems to lose sight of her trouble for 
whole spells; it is only now and again, when something recalls it to her 
mind, that she thinks of her terrible scar. We are to meet here in my study 
in half an hour and decide on our course of action. 1 see only one 
immediate difficulty, 1 know it by instinct rather than reason: we shall all 
have to speak frankly; and yet I fear that in some mysterious way poor 
Mrs. Harker's tongue is tied. I know that she forms conclusions of her own, 
and from all that has been I can guess how brilliant and how true they 
must be; but she will not, or cannot, give them utterance, I have men- 
tioned this to Van Helsing, and he and I are to talk it over when we are 
alone, I suppose it is some of that horrid poison which has got into her 
‘eins beginning to work. The Count had his own purposes when he gave 
her what Van Helsing called “the Vampire's baptism of blood.” Well, 
there may be a poison that distils itself out of good things; in an age when 
the existence of ptomainesisa mystery we should not wonder at anything! 
One thing I know: that if my instinct be true regarding poor Mrs, Hi 
ker's silences, then there is a terrible difficulty—an unknown danger—in 
the work before us, The same power that compels her silence may compel 
her speech. I dare not think further; for so I should in my thoughts 
dishonour a noble woman! 

‘Van Helsing is coming to my study a little before the others. I shall ry to 
‘open the subject with him. 


Later—When the Professor came in, we talked over the state of things. 1 
could see that he had something on his mind which he wanted to say, but 
felt some hesitancy about broaching the subject. After beating about the 
bush a little, he said suddenly: — 

“Friend John, there is something that you and I must talk of alone, just 
at the first at any rate. Later, we may have to take the others into our 
confidence”; then he stopped, so I waited; he went on: 

“Madam Mina, our poor dear Madam Mina is changing.” A cold shiver 
Yan through me to find my worst fears thus endorsed, Van Helsing 
continued:— 

“With the sad experience of Miss Lucy, we must this time be warned 
before things go too far. Our task is now in reality more difficult than 
ever, and this new trouble makes every hour of the direst importance. I 
‘can see the characteristics of the vampire coming in her face, It is now but 
very, very slight; but it is to be seen if we have eyes to notice without to 
prejudge. Her teeth are some sharper, and at times her eyes are more 
hard, But these are not all, there is to her the silence now often; as so it was 
with Miss Lucy. She did not speak, even when she wrote that which she 
‘wished to be known later. Now my fear is this, If ìt be that she can, by our 
hypnotic trance, tell what the Count see and hear, is it not more true that 
he who have hypnotise her first, and who have drink of her very blood 
and make her drink of his, should, if he will, compel her mind to disclose 
to him that which she know?" I nodded acquiescence; he went on:— 

“Then, what we must dois to prevent this; we must keep her ignorant of 
our intent, and so she cannot tell what she know not. This isa painful task! 
Oh, so painful that it heart-break me to think of; but it must be. When 
to-day we meet, I must tell her that for reason which we will not to speak 
she must not more be of our council, but be simply guarded by us.” He 
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wiped his forehead, which had broken out in profuse perspiration at the 
thought of the pain which he might have to inflict upon the poor soul 
already so tortured. I knew that it would be some sort of comfort to him if 
T told him that I also had come to the same conclusion; for at any rate it 
would take away the pain of doubt. 1 told him, and the effect was as 1 
expected. 

Itis now close to the time of our general gathering. Van Helsing has 
gone away to prepare for the meeting, and his painful part of it. 1 really 
believe his purpose is to be able to pray alone. 


Later —At the very outset of our meeting a great personal relief was 
experienced by both Van Helsing and myself. Mrs. Harker had sent a 
message by her husband to say that she would not join us at present, as she 
thought it better that we should be free to discuss our movements without 
her presence to embarrass us, The Professor and I looked at each other 
for an instant, and somehow we both seemed relieved. For my own part, 1 
thought that if Mrs. Harker realised the danger herself, it was much pain 
as well as much danger averted. Under the circumstances we agreed, by a 
questioning look and answer with finger on lip, to preserve silence in our 
suspicions, until we should have been able to confer alone again, We went 
at once into our Plan of Campaign. Van Helsing roughly put the facts 
before us first:— 

“The Czarina Catherine left the Thames yesterday morning. It will take 
her at the quickest speed she has ever made at least three weeks to reach 
‘Varna; but we can travel overland to the same place in three days, Now, if 
we allow for two days less for the ship's voyage, owing to such weather 
influences as we know that the Count can bring to bear; and if we allow a 
whole day and night for any delays which may occur to us, then we have a 
margin of nearly two weeks. Thus, in order to be quite safe, we must leave 
here on 17th at latest. Then we shall at any rate be in Varna a day before 
the ship arrives, and able to make such preparations as may be necessary. 
OF course we shall all go armed—armed against evil things, spirtual as 
well as physical.” Here Quincey Morris added:— 

Tunderstand that the Count comes from a wolf country, and it may be 
that he shall get there before us. I propose that we add Winchesters to our 
armament. I have a kind of belief in a Winchester when there is any 
trouble of that sort around. Do you remember, Art, when we had the pack 
after us at Tobolsk? What wouldn't we have given then for a repeater 
apiece!” 

PrGood!" said Van Helsing, “Winchesters it shall be. Quincey’s head is 
level at all times, but most so when there is to hunt, metaphor be more 
dishonour to science than wolves be of danger to man. In the meantime 
we can do nothing here; and as I think that Varva is not familiar to any of 
us, why not go there more soon? It is as long to wait here as there, 
To-night and to-morrow we can get ready, and then, if all be well, we four 
can set out on our journey.” 

“We four?" said Harker interrogatively, looking from one to another of 


“Of course!” answered the Professor quickly, “you must remain to take 
care of your so sweet wife!” Harker was lent forawhile and then said in a 
hollow voice:— 

Let us talk of that part of it in the morning. 1 want to consult with 
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“Mina.” I thought that now was the time for Van Helsing to warn him not 
to disclose our plans to her; but he took no notice: T looked at him 
significantly and coughed. For answer he put his finger on his lips and 
turned away. 


JONATHAN HARKER'S JOURNAL. 


5 October, afternoon—For some time after our meeting this morning L 
could not think. The new phases of things leave my mind in a state of 
wonder which allows no room for active thought. Mina’s determination 
not to take any part in the discussion set me thinking; and as I could not 
argue the matter with her, I could only guess. I am as far as ever from a 
solution now. The way the others received it too, puzzled me; the last ime 
Wwe talked of the subject we agreed that there was to be no more conceal- 
ment of anything amongst us. Mina is sleeping now, calmly and sweetly 
like a litle child. Her lips are curved and her face beams with happiness. 
‘Thank God, there are such moments still for her. 


Later-—How strange it all is, 1 sat watching Mina’s happy sleep, and 
came as near to being happy myself as 1 suppose I shall ever be, As the 
evening drew on, and the earth took its shadows from the sun sinking 
lower, the silence of the room grew more and more solemn to me, All at 
once Mina opened her eyes, and looking at me tenderly, said:— 

“Jonathan, I want you to promise me something on your word of 
honour. A promise made to me, but made holily in God's hearing, and not 
tobe broken though I should go down on my knees and implore you with 

jitter tears. Quick, you must make it to me at once.’ 
‘Mina," I said, “a promise like that, I cannot make at once, I may have 
no right to make it. 

“But, dear one,” she said, with such spiritual intensity that her eyes were 
like pole stars, “it is 1 who wish it; and itis not for myself. You can ask Dr. 
Van Helsing if Iam not right; if he disagrees you may do as you will. Nay, 
more, if you all agree, later, you are absolved from the promise. 

'I promise!” 1 said, and for a moment she looked supremely happy; 
though to me all happiness for her was denied by the red scar on her 
forehead, She said:— 

“Promise me that you will not tell me anything of the plans formed for 
the campaign against the Count, Not by word, or inference, or implica- 
tion; not at any time whilst this remains to me!” and she solemnly pointed 
to the scar. I saw that she was in earnest, and said solemnly:— 

“I promise!” and as I said it I felt that from that instant a door had been 
shut between us. 


Later, midnight —Mina had been bright and cheerful all the evening, So 
much so that all the rest seemed to take courage, as if infected somewhat 
with her gaiety; as a result even I myself felt as if the pall of gloom which 
‘weighs us down were somewhat lifted. We all retired early. Mina is now 
sleeping like a little child; it is a wonderful thing that her faculty of sleep 
remains to her in the midst of her terrible trouble, Thank God for it, for 
then at least she can forget her care. Perhaps her example may affect me 
as her gaiety did tonight, I shall try it. Oh! for a dreamless sleep. 
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6 October, morning —Another surprise, Mina woke me early, about the 
same time as yesterday, and asked me to bring Dr. Van Helsing. I thought 
that it was another occasion for hypnotism, and without question went for 
the Professor. He had evidently expected some such call, for I found him 
dressed in his room. His door was ajar, so that he could hear the opening 
of the door our room, He came at once: as he passed into the room, he 
asked Mina if the others might come, too. 
__ "No," she said quite simply, “it will not be necessary, you can tell them 
just as well. I must go with you on your journey.” 

Dr. Van Helsing was as startled as 1 was. After a moment's pause he 
asked:— 

"But why?” 

“You must take me with you. I am safer with you, and you shall be safer, 
100.” 

“But why, dear Madam Mina? You know that your safety is our solem- 
nest duty. We go into danger, to which you are, or may be, more liable 
than any of us from—from circumstances—things that have been.” He 
paused, embarrassed, 

As she replied, she raised her finger and pointed to her forehea 

“1 know. That is why I must go. I can tell you now, whilst the sun is 

coming up: I may not be able again. 1 know that when the Count wills me 1 
must go. I know that if he tells me to come in secret, I must come by wile; 
by any device to hoodwink—even Jonathan.” God saw the look that she 
turned on meas she spoke, and if there be indeed a Recording Angel that 
look is noted to her everlasting honour. I could only clasp her hand. I 
could not speak; my emotion was too great for even the relief of tears. She 
went on: 
You men are brave and strong: You are strong in your numbers, for 
you can defy that which would break down the human endurance of one 
who had to guard alone. Besides, 1 may be of service, since you can 
hypnotise me and so learn that which even I myself do not know." Dr. Van 
Helsing said very gravely:— 

“Madam Mina, you are, as always, most wise, You shall with us come; 
and together we shall do that which we go forth to achieve,” When he had 
spoken, Mina’s long spell of silence made me look at her. She had fallen 
back on her pillow asleep: she did not even wake when I had pulled up the 
blind and let in the sunlight which flooded the room. Van Helsing 
motioned to me to come with him quietly. We went to his room, and 
within a minute Lord Godalming, Dr. Seward, and Mr, Morris were with 
us also. He told them what Mina had said, and went on:— 

“Tn the morning we shall leave for Varna. We have now to deal with a 
new factor: Madam Mina, Oh, but her soul is true. It is to her an agony to 
tell us so much as she has done; but it is most right, and we are warned in 
time, There must be no chance lost, and in Varna we must be ready to act 
the instant when that ship arrives.” 

“What shall we do exactly?” asked Mr. Morris laconically 

‘The Professor paused before replying:— 

“We shall at the first board that ship: then when we have identified the 
box, we shall place a branch of the wild rose on it. This we shall fasten, for 
when itis there none can-emerge: so at least says the superstition. And to 
superstition must we trust at the first; it was man’s faith in the early, and it 
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have its root in faith still. Then, when we get the opportunity that we seek, 
when none are near to see, we shall open the box, and—and all will be 
well.” 

“I shall not wait for any opportunity,” said Morris. “When I see the box 
1 shall open it and destroy the monster, though there were a thousand 
men looking on, and if 1 am to be wiped out for it the next moment!" I 
grasped his hand instinctively and found it as firm as a piece of steel. I 
think he understood my look; 1 hope he did. 

"Good boy,” said Dr. Van Helsing, “Brave boy. Quincey is all man. God 
bless him for it, My child, believe me none of us shall lag behind or pause 
from any fear. I do but say what we may do—what we must do. But, 
indeed, indeed we cannot say what we shall do. There are so many things 
which may happen, and their ways and their ends are so various that until 
the moment we may not say. We shall all be armed, in all ways; and when 
the time for the end has come, our effort shall not be lack. Now let us 
to-day put all our affairs in order. Let all things which touch on others 
dear to us, and who on us depend, be complete; for none of us can tell 
‘what, or when, or how, the end may be. As for me, my own affairs are 
regulate; and as I have nothing else to do, I shall go make arrangements 
for the travel. 1 shall have all tickets and so forth for our journey.” 

‘There was nothing further to be said, and we parted. I shall now settle 
up all my affairs of earth, and be ready for whatever may come. 


Later—It is all done; my will is made, and all complete, Mina if she 
survive is my sole heir. If it should not be so, then the others who have 
been so good to us shall have remainder. 

Tt is now drawing towards the sunset; Mina’s uneasiness calls my atten- 
tion to it. Lam sure that there is something on her mind which the time of 
exact sunset will reveal, These occasions are becoming harrowing times 
for us all, for each sunrise and sunset opens up some new danger—some 
new pain, which, however, may in God's will be means to a good end. I 
write all these things in the diary since my darling must not hear them 
now; but if it may be that she can see them again, they shall be ready 

She is calling to me. 


CHAPTER TWENTY-FIVE 


DR. SEWARD'S DIARY. 


11 October, Evening —Jonathan Harker has asked me to note this, as he 
says he is hardly equal to the task, and he wants an exact record kept. 

think that none of us were surprised when we were asked to see Mrs. 
Harker a little before the time of sunset. We have of late come to under- 
stand that sunrise and sunset are to her times of peculiar freedom; when 
her old self can be manifest without any controlling force subduing or 
restraining her, or inciting her to action. This mood or condition begins 
some half hour or more before actual sunrise or sunset, and lasts tll either 
the sun is high, or whilst the clouds are still aglow with the rays streaming 
above the horizon. At first there isa sort of negative condition, as if some 
tie were loosened, and then the absolute freedom quickly follows; when, 
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however, the freedom ceases the change-back or relapse comes quickly, 
preceded only by a spell of warning silence. € tggi 
To-night, when we met, she was somewhat constrained, and bore all the 
signs of an internal struggle. I put it down myself to her making a violent 
effort at the earliest instant she could do so. A very few minutes, however, 
gave her complete control of herself; then, motioning her husband to sit 
beside her on the sofa where she was half reclining, she made the rest of us 
bring chairs up close, Taking her husband's hand in hers began:— 

“Weare all here together in freedom, for perhaps the last time! 1 know, 
dear; I know that you will always be with me to the end,” This was to her 
husband whose hand had, as we could see, tightened upon hers. “In the 
‘morning we go out upon our task, and God alone knows what may be in 
store for any of us. You are going to be so good to me as to take me with 
you. I know that all that brave earnest men can do fora poor weak woman, 
‘whose soul perhapsis lost—no, no, not yet, but is atany rate at stake—you 
will do. But you must remember that I am notas you are. There isa poison 
in my blood, in my soul, which may destroy me; which must destroy me, 
unless some relief comes to us. Oh, my friends, you know as well as I do, 
that my soul is at stake; and though I know there is one way out for me, 
you must not and I must not take it!” She looked appealingly to us all in 
turn, beginning and ending with her husband. 

‘What is that?” asked Van Helsing in a hoarse voice, “What is that way, 
which we must not—may not—take?” 

“That I may die now, either by my own hand or that of another, before 
the greater evil is entirely wrought, I know, and you know, that were L 
‘once dead you could and would set free my immortal spirit, even as you 
did my poor Lucy's. Were death, or the fear of death, the only thing that 
stood in the way I would not shrink to die here, now, amidst the friends 
who love me. But death is notall. I cannot believe that to die in such a case 
when there is hope before us and a bitter task to be done, is God's will 
‘Therefore, I, on my part, give up here the certainty of eternal rest, and go 
out into the dark where may be the blackest things that the world or the 
nether world holds!” We were all silent, for we knew instinctively that this 
was only a prelude, The faces of the others were set, and Harker's grew 
ashen grey; perhaps he guessed better than any of us what was coming. 
She continued:— 

“This is what 1 can give into the hotch-pot.” I could not but note the 
quaint legal phrase which she used in such a place, and with all serious- 
ness. “What will each of you give? Your lives I know,” she went on quickly, 
“that is easy for brave men. Your lives are God's, and you can give them 
back to Him; but what will you give to me?” She looked again questioning- 
ly, but this time avoided her husbands face. Quincey seemed to under- 
stand: he nodded, and her face lit up. "Then I shall tell you plainly what 1 
‘want, for there must be no doubtful matter in this connection between us 
how. You must promise me, one and all—even you, my beloved hus- 
band—that, should the time come, you will kill me.” 

“What is that time?” The voice was Quincey’s, but it was low and 
strained. 

“When you shall be convinced that Lam so changed thatitis better that I 

that I may live. When I am thus dead in the flesh, then you will, 
without a moment's delay, drive a stake through me and cut off my head; 
or do whatever else may be wanting to give me rest!” 
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Quincey was the first to rise after the pause, He knelt dawn before her 
and taking her hand in his said solemaly:— 

"Tm only a rough fellow, who hasn't, perhaps, lived as a man should to 
win such a distinction, but I swear to you by all that I hold sacred and dear 
that, should the time ever come, I shall not flinch from the duty that you 
have serus. And I promise you, too, that I shall make all certain, for if Tam 
only doubtful I shall take it that the time has come!" 

"My true friend!” was all she could say amid her fast-falting tears, as, 
bending over, she kissed his hand. 

swear the same, my dear Madam Mina!” said Van Helsing. 

“And I!" said Lord Godalming, each of them in turn kneeling to her to 
take the oath. 1 followed, myself. Then her husband turned to her 
wan-eyed and with a greenish pallor which subdued the snowy whiteness 
GE his hair, and kod = 

“And must I, too, make such a promise, oh, my wife? 

‘ou too, my dearest,” she said, with infinite yearning of pity in her 
voice and eyes, "You must not shrink, You are nearest and dearest and all 
the world tome; oursoulsare knit into one, forall life and all time. Think, 
dear, that there have been times when brave men have killed their wives 
and their womenkind, to keep them from falling into the hands of the 
enemy. Their hands did not falter any the more because those that they 
loved implored them to slay them. It is men's duty towards those whom 
they love, in such time of sore trial! And oh, my dear, if itis to be that 1 
must meet death at any hand, let it be at the hand of him that loves me 
best. Dr. Van Helsing, I have not forgotten your mercy in poor Lucy's case 
to him who loved"—she stopped with a flying blush, and changed her 
phrase—“to him who had best right to give her peace. If that time shall 
come again, I look to you to make ita happy memory of my husband’s life 
that it was his loving hand which set me free from the awful thrall upon 
me." 

“Again I swear!” came the Professor's resonant voice, Mrs, Harker 
smiled, positively smiled, as with a sigh of relief she leaned back and 
said- 

‘And now one word of warning, a warning which you must never 
forget: this time, ifit ever come, may come quickly and unexpectedly, and 
in such case you must lose no time in using your opportunity, At such a 
time T myself might be-nay iF the tie even comes, shall be—eagucd 
with your enemy against you. 

“One more request”; she became very solemn as she said this, "it is not 
vital and necessary like the other, but I want you to do one thing for me, if 
you will.” We all acquiesced, but no one spoke; there was no need to 
speaki— 

“I want you to read the Burial Service.” She was interrupted by a deep 
groan from her husband; taking his hand in hers, she held it over her 
heart, and continued: "You must read it over me some day. Whatever 
may be the issue of all this fearful state of things, it will bea sweet thought 
toall or some of us. You, my dearest, will 1 hope read it, for then it will be 
in your voice in my memory for ever—come what may!” 

‘But oh, my dear one,” he pleaded, "death is afar off from you.” 
“Nay,” she said, holding up a warning hand. “I am deeper in death at 
this moment than if the Weight of an earthly grave lay heavy upon me!" 

“Oh, my wife, must I read it?” he said, before he began, 


me ETS 


— | ee 
© pRacuLa on 


“It would comfort me, my husband!” was all she said; and he began to 
read when she had got the book ready, v 
How can {how could any one—tell of that strange scene, its solemni- 
ty, its gloom, its sadness, its horror; and, withal, its sweetness. Even a 
sceptic, who can see nothing but a travesty of bitter truth in anything holy 
or emotional, would have been melted to the heart had he seen that little 
group of loving and devoted friends kneeling round that stricken and 
sorrowing lady; or heard the tender passion of her husband's voice, as in 
tones so broken with emotion that often he had to pause, he read the 
simple and beautiful service from the Burial of the Dead. I—I cannot go 
on—words—and—v-voice—F-fail m-me! 


She was right in her instinct. Strange as it all was, bizarre as it may 
hereafter seem even to us who felt its potent influence at the time, it 
comforted us much; and the silence, which showed Mrs. Harker’s coming 
relapse from her freedom of soul, did not seem so full of despair to any of 
us as we had dreaded. 


JONATHAN HARKER'S JOURNAL, 


15 October, Varna.—We left Charing Cross on the morning of the 12th, 
got to Paris the same night, and took the places secured for us in the 
Orient Express. We travelled night and day, arriving here at about five 
o'dock. Lord Godalming went to the Consulate to see if any telegram had 
arrived for him, whilst the rest of us came on to this hotel—"the Odessus.” 
‘The journey may have had incidents; I was, however, too eager to get on, 
to care for them. Until the Czarina Catherine comes into port there will be 
no interest for me in anything in the wide world. Thank God! Mina is well, 
and looks to be getting stronger; her colour is coming back. She slee] 
great deal; throughout the journey she slept nearly all the time, Before 
sunrise and sunset, however, she is very wakeful and alert; and it has 
become a habit for Van Helsing to hypnotise her at such times, At first, 
some effort was needed, and he had to make many passes; but now, she 
seems to yield at once, as if by habit, and scarcely any action is needed. He 
seems to have power at these particular moments to simply will, and her 
thoughts obey him. He always asks her what she can see and hear. She 
answers to the first: — 

“Nothing; all is dark.” And to the secon 

“L can hear the waves lapping against the ship, and the water rushing 
by. Canvas and cordage strain and masts and yards creak, The wind is 
igh—I can hear it in the shrouds, and the bow throws back the foam." It 
is evident that the Czarina Catherine is still at sea, hastening on her way to 
Varna. Lord Godalming has just returned. He had four telegrams, one 
each day since we started, and all to the same effect: that the Czarina 
Catherine had not been reported to Lloyd's from anywhere. He had 
arranged before leaving London that his agent should send him every day 
2 telegram saying if the ship had been reported. He was to havea message 
even if she were not reported, so that he might be sure that there was a 
watch being kept at the other end of the wire. 

‘We had dinner and went to bed early. To-morrow we are to see the 
Vice-Consul, and to arrange, if we can, about getting on board the ship as 
soon as she arrives, Van Helsing says that our chance will be to get on the 
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boat between sunrise and sunset. The Count, even if he takes the form of 
a bat, cannot cross the running water of his own volition, and so cannot 
leave the ship. As he dare not change to man's form without suspicion— 
which he evidently wishes to avoid—he must remain in the box. If, then, 
we can come on board after sunrise, he is at our mercy; for we can open 
the box and make sure of him, as we did of poor Lucy, before he wakes. 

What mercy he shall get from us will not count for much. We think that we 
shall not have much trouble with officials or the seamen. Thank God! this 
is the country where bribery can do anything, and we are well supplied 
with money. We have only to make sure that the ship cannot come into 
port between sunset and sunrise without our being warned, and we shall 
be safe, Judge Moneybag will settle this case, I think! 


16 October—Mina’s report still the same: lapping waves and rushing 
water, darkness and favouring winds. We are evidently in good time, and 
when we hear of the Czarina Catherine we shall be ready. As she must pass 
the Dardanelles we are sure to have some report. 


17 October —Everything is pretty well fixed now, I think, to welcome the 
Count on his return from his tour. Godalming told the shippers that he 
fancied that the box sent aboard might contain something stolen from a 
friend of his, and got a half consent that he might open it at his own risk. 
The owner gave him a paper telling the Captain to give him every facility 
in doing whatever he chose on board the ship, and also a similar author- 
isation to his agent at Varna, We have seen the agent, who was much 
impressed with Godalming’s kindly manner to him, and we are all satis- 
fied that whatever he can do to aid our wishes will be done, We have 
already arranged what to do in case we get the box open. If the Count is 
there, Van Helsing and Seward will cut off his head at once and drive a 
stake through his heart, Morris and Godalming and 1 shall prevent 
interference, even if we have to use the arms which we shall have ready. 
‘The Professor says that if we can so treat the Count's body, it will soon 
after fall into dust. In such case there would be no evidence against us, in 
case any suspicion of murder were aroused. But even if it were not, we 
should stand or fall by our act, and perhaps some day this very script may 
be evidence to come between some of us and a rope. For myself, I should 
take the chance only too thankfully ifit were to come, We mean to leave no 
stone unturned to carry out our intent. We have arranged with certain 
officials that the instant the Czarina Catherine is seen, we are to be in- 
formed by a special messenger. 


24 October —A whole week of waiting. Daily telegrams to Godalming, 
but only the same story: "Not yet reported.” Mina's morning and evening 


hypnotic answer is unvaried: lapping waves, rushing water, and creaking 
masts, 


‘TELEGRAM, RUFUS SMITH, LLOYD'S, LONDON. TO LORD 
GODALMING, CARE OF H. B. M. VICECONSUL, VARA. 


124 Ortober — Czarina Catherine reported this morning from 
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DR. SEWARD'S DIARY, 


__ 25 October —How I miss my phonograph! To write diary with a pen is 
irksome to me; but Van Helsing says | must, We were all wild with 
excitement yesterday when Godalming got his telegram from Lloyd's, 1 
know now what men feel in battle when the call to action is heard. Mrs. 
Harker, alone of our party, did not show any signs of emotion. Afterall, it 
is not strange that she did not; for we took special care not to let her know 
anything about it, and we all tried not to show any excitement when we 
were in her presence. In old days she would, I am sure, have noticed, no 
matter how we might have tried to conceal it; but in this way she is greatly 
changed during the past three weeks, The lethargy grows upon her, and 
though she seems strong and well, and is getting back some of her colour, 
Van Helsing and I are not satisfied. We talk of her often; we have not, 
however, said a word to the others. It would break poor Harker’s heart— 
certainly his nerve—if he knew that we had even a suspicion on the 
subject, Van Helsing examines, he tells me, her teeth very carefully, whilst 
she is in the hypnotic condition, for he says that so long as they do not 
begin to sharpen there is no active danger of a change in her. If this 
change should come, it would be necessary to take steps! -. . We both know 
what those steps would have to be, though we do not mention our 
thoughts to each other. We should neither of us shrink from the task— 
awful though it be to contemplate. “Euthanasia” is an excellent and a 
comforting word! I am grateful to whoever invented it. 

It is only about 24 hours’ sail from the Dardanelles to here, at the rate 
the Czarina Catherine has come from London. She should therefore arrive 
some time in the morning; but as she cannot possibly get in before then, 
Wwe made all about to retire early. We shall get up at one o'clock, soas to be 
ready, 


* DRACULA 603 


25 October, Noon.—No news yet of the ship’s arrival. Mrs, Harker's 
hypnotic report this morning was the same as usual, so it is possible that 
we may get news at any moment, We men are all in a fever of excitement, 
‘except Harker, who is calm; his hands are cold as ice, and an hour ago T 
found him whetting the edge of the great Ghoorka knife which he now 
always carries with him. It will be a bad lookout for the Count if the edge 
Of that "Kukri" ever touches his throat, driven by that stern, ice-cold 
hand! 

‘Van Helsing and I were a little alarmed about Mrs, Harker to-day. 
About noon she got into asort of lethargy which we did not ike; although 
we kept silence tothe others, we were neither of us happy about it, She 
had been restlessall the morning, so that we were at first glad to know that 
she was sleeping, When, however, her husband mentioned casually that 
‘she was sleeping so soundly that he could not wake her, we went to her 
Toom to see for ourselves, She was breathing naturally and looked so well 
and peaceful that we agreed that the sleep was better for her than 
anything else. Poor girl, she has so much to forget that itis no wonder that 
sleep, if it brings oblivion to her, does her good. 


Later —Our opinion was justified, for when after a refreshing sleep of 
some hours she woke up, she seemed brighter and better than she had 
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been for days. At sunset she made the usual hypnotic report. Wherever he 
may be in the Black Sea, the Count is hurrying to his destination. To his 
doom, I trust! 


26 October —Another day and no tidings of the Czarina Catherine. She 
‘ought to be here by now. That she isstill journeying somewhere is apparent, 
for Mrs, Harker’s hypnotical report at sunrise was still the same. It is 
possible that the vessel may be lying by, at times, for fog; some of the 
steamers which came in last evening reported patches of fog both to north 
and south of the port. We must continue our watching, as the ship may 
now be signalled any moment. 


27 October, Noon.—Most strange; no news yet of the ship we wait for: 
Mrs. Harker reported last night and this morning as usual: “lapping 
waves and rushing water,” though she added that "the waves were very 
faint.” The telegrams from London have been the same: “no further 
report.” Van Helsing is terribly anxious, and told me just now that he 
fears the Count is escaping us. He added significantly:— 

*I did not like that lethargy of Madam Mina’s. Souls and memories can 
do strange things during trance.” I was about to ask him more, but Harker 
Just then came in, and he held up a warning hand. We must try to-nightat 
sunset to make her speak more fully when in her hypnotic state. 


TELEGRAM, RUFUS SMITH, LLOYD'S, LONDON, TO LORD 
GODALMING, CARE OF H. B. M. VICE-CONSUL, VARNA. 
“28 October —Czarina Catherine reported entering Galatz at 
one o'clock to-day.” 


DR. SEWARD'S DIARY. 


“28 October-—When the telegram came announcing the arrival in 
Galatz 1 do not think it was such a shock to any of us as might have been 
expected. True, we did not know whence, or how, or when, the bolt would 
come; but I think we all expected that something strange would happen, 
‘The delay of arrival at Varna made us individually satisfied that things 
would not be just as we had expected; we only waited to learn where the 
change would occur. None the less, however, was it a surprise. I suppose 
that nature works on such a hopeful basis that we believe againseourselves 
that things will be as they ought to be, not as we should know that they will 
be. Transcendentalism is a beacon to the angels, even if it be a will-o™the- 
wisp to man. It was an odd experience and we all took it differently. Van 
Helsing raised his hand over his head fora moment, as though in remons- 
trance with the Almighty; but he said not a word, and in a few seconds 
stood up with his face sternly set. Lord Godalming grew very pale, and sat 
breathing heavily. I was myself half stunned and looked in wonder at one 
after another. Quincey Morris tightened his belt with that quick move- 
ment which I knew so well; in our old wandering days it meant “action.” 
Mrs. Harker grew ghastly white, so that the scar on her forehead seemed 
to burn, but she folded her hands meekly and looked up in prayer, 
Harker smiled—actually smiled—the dark, bitter smile of one who is 
without hope; but at the same time his action belied his words, for his 
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hands instinctively sought the hilt of the great Kukri knife and rested 
there, "When does the next train start for Galatz?” said Van Helsing to us 
generally, 

“At 6:30 to-morrow morning!” We all started, for the answer came 
from Mrs. Harker. ss 

“How on earth do you know?" said Art. 

“You forget—or perhaps you do not know, though Jonathan does and 
so does Dr. Van Helsing—that 1 am the train fiend, At home in Exeter 1 
always used to make up the time-tables, so as to be helpful to my husband. 
1 found it so useful sometimes, that I always make a study of the time- 
tables now. I knew that if anything were to take us to Castle Dracula we 
should go by Galatz, or at any rate through Bucharest, so I learned the 
times very carefully. Unhappily there are not many to learn, as the only 
train to-morrow leaves as I say. 

“Wonderful woman!” murmured the Professor. 

"Can't we geta special?” asked Lord Godalming. Van Helsing shook his 
head: “I fear not. This land is very different from yours or mine; even if 
we did have a special, it would probably not arrive as soon as our regular 
train, Morever, we have something to prepare. We must think. Now let us 
organize. You, friend Arthur, go to the train and get the tickets and 
arrange that all be ready for us to go in the morning. Do you, friend 
Jonathan, go to the agent of the ship and get from him letters to the agent 
in Galatz, with authority to make search the ship justas it was here. Morris 
Quincey, you see the Vice-Consul, and get his aid with his fellow in Galatz 
and all he can do to make our way smooth, so that no times be lost when 
over the Danube. John will stay with Madam Mina and me, and we shall 
consult, For so if time be long you may be delayed; and it will not matter 
when the sun set, since Lam here with Madam to make report.” 

“And I,” said Mrs. Harker brightly, and more like her old self than she 
had been for many a long day, “shall try to be of use in all ways, and shall 
think and write for you as I used to do. Something is shifting from me in 
some strange way, and I feel freer than I have been of late!” The three 
younger men looked happier at the moment as they seemed to realise the 
Significance of her words; but Van Helsing and I, turning to each other, 
met each a grave and troubled glance. We said nothing at the time, 
however. 

‘When the three men had gone out to their tasks Van Helsing asked 
Mrs, Harker to look up the copy of the diaries and find him the part of 
Harker’s journal at the Castle, She went away to get it; when the door was 
shut upon her he said to me:— 

“We mean the same! speak out!” 

“There is some change. It is a hope that makes me sick, for it may 
deceive us” 

‘Quite so, Do you know why I asked her to get the manuscript?” 
“Nol” said L, “unless it was to get an opportunity of seeing me alone.’ 
“You are in part right, friend John, but only in part. 1 want to tell you 

ig. And oh, my friend, Lam taking a great—a terrible—risk; but I 
believe itis right. Inthe moment when Madam Mina said those words that 
arrest both our understanding, an inspiration came to me, In the trance 
of three days ago the Count sent her his spirit to read her mind; or more 
Tike he took her to see him in his earth-box in the ship with water rushing, 
_justasit go free at rise and set of sun. He learn then that we are here; for 
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she have more to tellin her open life with eyes to see and ears to hear than 
he, shut, as he is, in his coffin-box. Now he make his most effort to escape 
us, At present he want her not. i 

"He is sure with his so great knowledge that she will come at his call; but 
he cut her off—take her, as he can do, out of his own power, that so she 
come not to him. Ah! there 1 have hope that our man-brains, that have 
been of man so long and that have not lost the grace of God, will come 
higher than his child-brain that lie in his tomb for centuries, that grow not 
yet to our stature, and that do only work selfish and therefore small. Here 
comes Madam Mina; nota word to her of her trance! She know it not; and 
it would overwhelm her and make despair just when we want all her hope, 
all her courage; when most we want all her great brain which is trained 
like man’s brain, but is of sweet woman and havea special power which the 
‘Count give her, and which he may not take away altogether—though he 
think no so. Hush! let me speak, and you shall learn. Oh, John, my friend, 
we are in awful straits. I fear, as I never feared before, We can only trust 
the good God. Silence! here she comes! 

1 thought that the Professor was going to break down and have hyster- 
ics, just as he had when Lucy died, but with a great effort he controlled 
himself and was at perfect nervous poise when Mrs. Harker tripped into 
the room, bright and happy-looking, and, in the doing of work, seemingly 
forgetful of her misery. As she came in, she handed a number of sheets of 
typewriting to Van Helsing. He looked over them gravely, his face bright- 
ening tp as he read. Then holding the pages between his finger and 
thumb he said:— 

“Friend John, to you with so much of experience already—and you, 
too, dear Madam Mina, that are young—here is a lesson: do not fear ever 
to think. A half-thought has been buzzing often in my brain, but I fear to 
Jet him loose his wings. Here now, with more knowledge, I go back to 
where that half-thought come from and I find that he be no half-thought 
atall; that bea whole thought, though so young that he is not yet strong as 
use his little wings, Nay, like the ‘Ugly Duck’ of my friend Hans Andersen, 
he be no duck-thought at all, but a big swan-thought that sail nobly on big 
wings, when the time come for him to try them. See I read here what 
Jonathan have written: 

“That other of his race who, in a later age, again and again, brought his 
forces over The Great River into Turkey-land; who, when he was beaten 
back, came again, and again, and again, though he had to come alone 
from the bloody field where his troops were being slaughtered, since he 
knew that he alone could ultimately triumph.” 

“What does this tell us? Not much? no! The Count's child-thought see 
nothing; therefore he speak so free. Your man-thought see nothing; my 
man-thought see nothing, till just now. No! But there comes another 
word from some one who speak without thought because she, too, know 
not what it mean—what it might mean. Just as there are elements which 
Test, yet when in nature's course they move on their way and they touch— 
then pouf! and there comes a flash of light, heaven wide, that blind and 
Kill and destroy some; but that show up all earth below for leagues and 
leagues. Is it not so? Well, shall explain. To begin, have you ever study 
the philosophy of crime? Yes’ and 'No,’ You, John, yes; for itis a study of 
insanity. You, no, Madam Mina; for crime touch you not—not but once. 
Still, your mind works true, and argues not a particulari ad universale. 
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‘There is this peculiarity in criminals. Itis so constant, in all countries and 
at all times, that even police, who know not much from philosophy, come 
to know itempirically, that itis. That is to be empiric. The criminal always 
‘work at one crime—that is the true criminal who seems predestinate to 
crime, and who will none other. This criminal has not full man-brain, He 
is clever and cunning and resourceful; but he be not of man-stature as to 
brain, He be of child-brain in much, Now this criminal of ours is predes- 
timate to crime also; he, too, have child-brain, and itis of the child to do 
what he have done. The litle bird, the little fish, the litle animal learn not 
by principle, but empirically; and when he learn to do, then there is to the 
ground to stare from to do mor. ‘Dos pon, said Archimedes. ‘Give mea 

fulcrum, and I shall move the world!’ To do once, isthe fulcrum whereby 
child-brain become man-brain; and until he have the purpose to do more, 
he continue to do the same again every time, just as he have done before! 
‘Oh, my dear, I see that your eyesare opened, and that to you the lightnin 
flash sow alte leagues,” for Ms Flarker began to dap her hands and 
her eyes sparkled. He went on:— 

“Now you shall speak, Tell us two dry men of science what you see with 
those so bright eyes.” He took her hand and held it whilst she spoke. His 
finger and thumb closed on her pulse, as 1 thought instinctively and 
unconsciously, as she spoke:— 

“The Count is a criminal and of criminal type. Nordau and Lombroso 
would so classify him, and gud criminal he is of imperfectly formed mind. 
Thus, in a difficulty he has to seek resource in habit. His past isa clue, and 
the one page of it that we know—and that from his own lips—tells that 
once before, when in what Mr. Morris would call a ‘tight place,’ he went 
back to his own country from the land he had tried to invade, and thence, 
without losing purpose, prepared himself fora new effort. He came again 
better equipped for his work and won, So he came to Landon to invadea 
new land. He was beaten, and when all hope of success was lost, and his 
existence in danger, he fled back over the sea to his home; justas formerly 
he had fled back over the Danube from Turkey-land. 

“Good, good! oh, you so clever lady!” said Van Helsing, enthusiastical- 
1y, as he stooped and kissed her hand. A moment later he said to me, as 
calmly as though we had been having a sick-room consultation:— 

"Seventy-two only; and in all this excitement. I have hope.” Turning to 
her again, he said with keen expectation:— 

“But go on. Go on! there is more to tell if you will. Be not afraid; John 
and I know. I do in any case, and shall tell you if you are right. Speak, 

ithout fear!” 
will try to; but you will forgive me if 1 seem egotistical 
fay! fear not, you must be egotist, for it is of you that we think.” 
chen, as he is criminal he is selfish; and as his intellect is small and his 
action is based on selfishness, he confines himself to one purpose. That 

urpose is remorseless. As he fled back over the Danube, leaving his 

forces to be cut to pieces, so now he is intent on being safe, careless of all, 
So his own selfishness frees my soul somewhat from the terrible power 
which he acquired over me on that dreadful night. I felt it! Oh, 1 felt itt 
Thank God, for His great mercy! My soul is freer than it has been since 
that awful hour; and all that haunts me is a fear lest in some trance or 
dream he may have used my knowledge for his ends.” The Professor 
stood up:— 
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“He has so used your mind; and by it he has left us here in Varna, whilst 
the ship that carried him rushed through enveloping fog up to Galatz, 
where, doubtless, he had made preparation for escaping from us, But his 
child-mind only saw so far; and it may be that, as ever is in God's 
Providence, the very thing that the evil-doer most reckoned on for his 
selfish good, turns out to be his chiefest harm. The hunter is taken in his 
‘own snare, as the great Psalmist says. For now that he think heis free from 
every trace of us all, and that he has escaped us with so many hours to him, 
then his selfish child-brain will whisper him to sleep. He think, too, thatas 
he cut himself off from knowing your mind, there can be no knowledge of 
him to you; there is where he fail! That terrible baptism of blood which he 
give you makes you free to go to him in spirit, as you have as yet done in 
your times of freedom, when the sun rise and set. At such times you go by 
my volition and not by his; and this power to good of you and others, you 
have won from your suffering at his hands. This is now all more precious 
that he know it not, and to guard himself have even cut himself off from 
his knowledge of our where. We, however, are not selfish, and we believe 
that God is with us through all this blackness, and these many dark hours. 
‘We shall follow him; and we shall not flinch; even if we peril ourselves that 
we become like him. Friend John, this has been a great hour; and it have 
done much to advance us on our way. You must be scribe and write him all 
down, so that when the others return from their work you can give it to 
them; then they shall know as we do.” 

‘And so I have written it whilst we wait their return, and Mrs. Harker has 
written with her typewriter all since she brought the MS. to us. 


CHAPTER TWENTY-SIX 


DR. SEWARD'S DIARY 


29 October —This written in the train from Varna to Galatz, Last night 
we all assembled a little before the time of sunset. Each of us had done his 
work as wells he could; so far as thought, and endeavour, and opportun- 
ity go, we are prepared for the whole of our journey, and for our work 
when we get to Galatz, When the usual time came round Mrs, Harker 
prepared herself for her hypnotic effort; and after a longer and more 
Serious effort on the part of Van Helsing than has been usually necessary, 
she sank into the trance. Usually she speaks on a hint; but this time the 
Professor had to ask her questions, and to ask them pretty resolutely, 
before we could learn anything; at last her answer came: 

“I can see nothing; we are still; there are no waves lapping, but only a 
steady swirl of water softly running against the hawser. I can hear men's 
voices calling, near and far, and the roll and creak of oars in the rowlocks. 
A gun is fired somewhere; the echo of it seems far away, There is 
tramping of feet overhead, and ropes and chains are dragged along. 
Whatis this? There sa gleam of light; I can feel the air blowing upon me.” 

Here she stopped; She had risen, a if impulsively, from where she lay 
on the sofa, and raised both her hands, palms upward, as if lifting a 
weight. Van Helsing and I looked at each other with understanding, 
Quincey raised his eyebrows slightly and looked at her intently, whilst 
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Harker's hand instinctively closed round the hilt of his Kukri. There wasa 
Jong pause. We all knew that the time when she could speak was passing: 
‘but we felt that it was useless to say anything, Suddenly she sat up, and, as 
she opened her eyes, said sweetly 

“Would none of you like a cup of tea? You must all be so tired!" We 
could only make her happy, and so acquiesced. She bustled off to get tea; 
when she had gone Van Helsing said: 

“You see, my friends, He is close to land: he has left his earth-chest, But 
he has yet to get on shore. In the night he may lie hidden somewhere; but 
if he be not carried on shore, or if the ship do not touch it, he cannot 
achieve the land. In such case he can, if it be in the night, change his form 
and can jump or fly on shore, as he did at Whitby. But if the day come 
before he get on shore, then, unless he be carried he cannot escape. And if 
he be carried, then the customs men may discover what the box contain. 
Thus, in fine, if he escape not on shore to-night, or before dawn, there will 
be the whole day lost to him. We may then arrive in time; for if he escape 
notat night we shall come on him in daytime, boxed up and at our mercy; 
for he dare not be his true self, awake and visible, lest he be discovered.” 

“There was no more to be said, we waited in patience until the dawn; at 
which time we might learn more from Mrs, Harker. 

Early this morning we listened, with breathless anxiety, for her re- 
sponse in her trance. The hypnotic stage was even longer in coming than 
before; and when it came the time remaining until full sunrise was so 
short that we began to despair. Van Hesling seemed to throw his whole 
soul into the effort; at last, in obedience to his will she made reply:— 

“Allis dark. I hear lapping water, level with me, and some creaking as of 
wood." She paused, and the red sun shot up. We must wait till to-night, 

‘And so it is that we are travelling towards Galatz in an agony of 
expectation. We are due to arrive between two and three in the morning; 
but already, at Bucharest, we are three hours late, so we cannot possibly 
get in úll well after sun-up. Thus we shall have two more hypnotic 
messages from Mrs. Harker, either or both may possibly throw more light 
‘on what is happening, 


Later Sunset has come and gone. Fortunately it came at a time when 
there was no distraction; for had it occurred whilst we were atastation, we 
might not have secured the necessary calm and isolation, Mrs. Harker 
yielded to the hypnotic influence even less readily than this morning. Lam 
in fear that her power of reading the Count’s sensations may dieaway, just 
when we want it most, It seems to me that her imagination is beginning to 
‘work. Whilst she has been in the trance hitherto she has confined herself 
to the simplest of facts. If this goes on it may ultimately mislead us, If I 
thought that the Count's power over her would die away equally with her 
power of knowledge it would be a happy thought; but Lam afraid that it 
Thay not be so. When she did speak, her words were enigmatical:— 
“Something is going on: I can feel it pass me like a cold wind. 1 can hear, 
far off, confused sounds—as of men talking in strange tongues, fierce- 
falling water, and the howling of wolves.” She stopped and a shudder ran 
through her, increasing in intensity for a few seconds, till, at the end, she 
shook as though in a palsy. She said no more, even in answer to the 
Professor's imperative questioning. When she woke from the trance, she 
was cold, and exhausted, and languid, but her mind was all alert. She 
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could not remember anything, butasked what she had said; when she was 
told, she pondered over it deeply for a long time and in silence. 


30 October, 7 4.n.—We are near Galatz now, and 1 may not have time to 
write later, Sunrise this morning was anxiously looked for by us all 
Knowing of the increasing difficulty of procuring the hypnotic trance, 
Van Helsing began his passes earlier than usual. They produced no 
effect, however, until the regular time, when she yielded with a still 
greater difficulty, only a minute before the sun rose, The Professor lost 
no time in his questioning; her answer came with equal qi 

“All is dark. I hear water swirling by, level with my ears, and the 
‘creaking of wood on wood. Cattle low far off. There is another sound, a 
queer one like—" She stopped and grew white, and whiter still. 

“Go on; go on! Speak, I command you!" said Van Helsing in an 
agonised voice. At the same time there was despair in his eyes, for the 
risen sun was reddening even Mrs. Harker’s pale face. She opened her 
eyes, and we all started as she said, sweetly and seemingly with the utmost 
unconcern:- 

“Oh, Professor, why ask me to do what you know I can't? T don't 
remember anything.” Then, seeing the look of amazement on our faces, 
she said, turning from one to the other with a troubled look:— 

“What have I said? What have I done? I know nothing, only that I was 
Iying here, half asleep, and heard you say 'go on! speak, I command you! 
It seemed so funny to hear you order me about, as if I were a bad child 1" 

“Oh, Madam Mina," he said, sadly, “it is proof, if proof be needed, of 
how 1 love and honour you, when a word for your good, spoken more 
earnest than ever, can seem so strange because itis to order her whom I 
am proud to obey!" 

"The whistles are sounding; we are nearing Galatz, We are on fire with 
anxiety and eagerness. 


MINA HARKER'S JOURNAL. 


30 October —Mr. Morris took me to the hotel where our rooms had been 
ordered by telegraph, he being the one who could best be spared, since he 
does not speak any foreigan language. The forces were distributed much 
as they had been at Varna, except that Lord Godalming went to the 
Vice-Gonsul, as his rank might serve as an immediaet guarantee of some 
sort to the official, we being in extreme hurry. Jonathan and the two 
doctors went to the shipping agent to learn particulars of the arrival of the 
Czarina Catherine, 


Later—Lord Godalming has returned. The Consul is away, and the 
-Consul is sick; so the routine work has been attended to by a clerk. 
He was very obliging, and offered to do anything in his power, 


JONATHAN HARKER'S JOURNAL, 


30 October —At nine o'clock Dr, Van Helsing, Dr, Seward, and I called 
on Messrs, Mackenzie & Steinkoff, the agents of the London firm of 
Hapgood. They had received a wire from London, in answer to Lord 
Godialming’s telegraphed request, asking them to show us any civility in 
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their power. They were more than kind and courteous, and took us at 
once on board the Czarina Catherine, which lay at anchor out in the river 
harbour, There we saw the Captain, Donelson by name, who told us of his 
Voyage. He said that in all his life he had never had so favourable a run, 

"Man!" he said, "but it made us afeard, for we expeckit that she should 
have to pay for it wi’ some rare piece o' ill luck, so as to keep up the 
average. It's no canny to run frae London tothe Black Sea wi'a wind ahint 
ye, as though the Deil himself were blawin’ on yer sail for his ain purpose. 
An’ a’ the time we could no speer a thing. Gin we were nigh a ship, or a 
port, or a headland, a fog fell on us and travelled wi' us, till when after it 
had lifted and we looked out, the deil a thing could we see, We ran by 
Gibraltar wi'oot bein’ able to signal; an’ till we came to the Dardanellesand. 
had to waitto get our permit to pass, we never were within hallo aught. At 
first I inclined to slack off sail and beat about till the fog was lifted; but 
whiles, I thocht that if the Deil was minded to get us into the Black Sea 
quick, he was like to do it whether we would or no. If we had a quick 
voyage it would be no to our miscredit wi’ the owners, or no hurt to our 
traffic; an’ the Old Mon who had served his ain purpose wad be decently 
grateful to us for no hinderin’ him.” This mixture of simplicity and 
cunning, of superstition and commercial reasoning, aroused Van Hels- 
ing, who said:— 

“Mine friend, that Devil is more clever than he is thought by some; and 
he know when he meet his match!” The skipper was not displeased with 
the compliment, and went on:— 

“When we got past the Bosphorus the men began to grumble; some o° 
them, the Roumanians, came and asked me to heave overboard a big box 
which had been put on board by a queer lookin’ old man just before we 
had started frae London. I had seen them speer at the fellow, and put out 
their twa fingers when they saw him, to guard against the evil eye. Man! 
but the supersteetion of foreigners is pairfectly rideeculous! I sent them 
aboot their business pretty quick; but as just after a fog closed in on us 1 
felt a wee bit as they did anent something, though I wouldn't say it was 
agin the big box. Well, on we went, and as the fog didn't let up for five days 
Tjoost let the wind carry us; for if the Deil wanted to get somewheres— 
well, he would fetch it up a'reet. An’ if he didn't, well, we'd keep a sharp 
lookout anyhow. Sure eneuch, we had a fair way and deep water all the 
time; and two days ago, when the mornin’ sun came through the fog, we 
found ourselves just in the river opposite Galatz, The Roumanians were 
wild, and wanted me right or wrong to take out the box and fling it in the 
river, I had to argy wi’ them aboot it wi’ a handspike; an’ when the last o' 
them rose off the deck wi’ his head in his hand, I had convinced them that, 
evil eye or no evileye, the property and the trust of my owners were better 
in my hands than in the river Danube. They had, mind ye, taken the box 
‘on the deck ready to fling in and as it was marked Galatz via Varna, 1 
thocht I'd let it lie till we discharged in the port an’ get rid o't althegither. 
We didn’t do much clearin’ that day, an’ had to remain the nicht at 
anchor; but in the mornin’, braw an’ airly an hour before sun-up, a man 
came aboard wi' an order, written to him from England, to receive a box 
marked for one Count Dracula, Sure eneuch the matter was one ready to 
his hand. He had his papers a’ reet, an’ glad I was to be rid o' the dam’ 
thing, for I was beginnin’ masel' to feel uneasy at it, If the Deil did have 
any luggage aboord the ship I'm thinkin it was nane ither than that same!” 


<N 


asked Dr. Van Helsing 
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“What was the name of the man who took it 
with restrained eagerness. 

“T'I be tellin’ ye quick!” he answered, an 
produced a receipt signed “Immanuel Hi a 
was the address. We found out that this was all the Captain knew; so with 
thanks we came away. 5 

We found Hildesheim in his office, a Hebrew of rather the Adelphia 
‘Theatre type, with a nose like a sheep, and a fez. His arguments were 

inted with specie—we doing the punctuation—and with a little bar- 
gaining he told us what he knew. This turned out to be simple but 
important. He had received a letter from Mr. de Ville of London, telling 
him to receive, if possible before sunrise so as to avoid customs, a box 
which would arrive at Galatz in the Czarina Catherine. This he wasto give in 
charge to a certain Petrof Skinsky, who dealt with the Slovaks who traded 
down the river to the port. He had been paid for his work by an English 
bank note, which had been duly cashed for gold at the Danube Interna- 
tional Bank, When Skinsky had come to him, he had taken him tothe ship 
and handed over the box, so as to save porterage, That was all he knew, 

‘We then sought for Skinsky, but were unable to find him. One of his 
neighbours, who didnot seem to bear him any affection, said that he had 
gone away two days before, no one knew whither. This was corroborated 
by his landlord, who had received by messenger the key of the house 
together with the rent due, in English money. This had been between ten 
and eleven o'clock last night, We were at a standstill a 

Whilst we were talking one came running and breathlessly gasped out 
that the body of Skinsky had been found inside the wall of the churchyard 
of St. Peter, and that the throat had been torn open as if by some wild 
animal. Those we had been speaking with ran off to see the horror, the 
man crying out, “This is the work of a Slovak!” We hurried away lest we 
should have been in some way drawn into the affair, and so detained, 

‘As we came home we could arrive at no definite conclusion. We were all 
convinced that the box was on its way, by water, to somewhere; but where 
that might be we would have to discover. With heavy hearts we came 
home to the hotel to Mina. 

‘When we met together, the first thing was to consult as to taking Mina 
again into our confidence. Things are getting desperate, and itis atleast a 
chance, though a hazardous one. As a preliminary step, I was released 
from my promise to her 


MINA HARKER'S JOURNAL. 


30 October, evening —They were so tired and worn out and dispirited 
that there was nothing to be done till they had some rest; so I asked them 
all to lie down for half an hour whilst I should enter everything up to the 
‘moment. I feel so grateful to the man who invented the “Traveller's” 
typewriter, and to Mr. Morris for getting this one for me. I should have 
felt quite astray doing the work if T had to write with a pen. . 

It is all done; poor dear, dear Jonathan, what he must have suffered, 
what must he be suffering now. He lies on the sofa hardly seeming to 
breathe, and his whole body appears in collapse, His brows are knit; his 
face is drawn with pain. Poor fellow, maybe he is thinking, and I can see 
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his face all wrinkled up with the concentration of his thoughts. Oh! If 1 
could only help at all... . I shall do what I can, 

T have asked Dr. Van Helsing, and he has got me all the papers that 1 
have not yet seen. ... Whilst they are resting, I shall go over all carefully, 
and perhaps I may arrive at some conclusion. 1 shall try to follow the 
Professor’s example, and think without prejudice on the facts before 
me... 


1 do believe that under God's providence 1 have made a discovery. 1 
shall get the maps and look over them, . . 


Lam more than ever sure that I am right. My new conclusion is ready, so 
I shall get our party together and read it. They can judge it; itis well to be 
accurate, and every minute is precious, 


MINA HARKER'S MEMORANDUM— 


Entered in her Journal) 


Grud of inguiry— Count Dracula's problem is to get back to his own 
place. 

(a) He must be brought back by some one. This is evident; for had he 
power to move himself as he wished he could go either as man, or wolf, or 
bat, or in some other way. He evidently fears discovery or interference, in 
the state of helplessness in which he must be—confined as he is between 
dawn and sunset in his wooden box. 

(0) How is he to be taken?—Here a process of exclusions may help us. By 
road, by rail, by water? 

1. Ay Road.—Thereare endless difficulties, especially in leaving the city 

(2) There are people; and people are curious, and investigate. A hint, a 
surmise, a doubt as to what might be in the box, would destroy him. 

O) There are, or there may be, customs and octroi officers to pass. 

G) His pursuers might follow. This is his highest fear; and in order to 
prevent his being betrayed he has repelled, so far as he can, even his 
victim—me! 

2. By Rail—There is no one in charge of the box. It would have to take 
its chance of being delayed; and delay would be fatal, with enemies on the 
track. True, he might escape at night; but what would he be, if left in a 
strange place with no refuge that he could fly to? This is not what he 
intends: and he does not mean to risk it. 

$. By Water—Here is the safest way, in one respect, but with most 
danger in another. On the water he is powerless except at night; even then 
he can only summon fog and storm and snow and his wolves. But were he 
wrecked, the living water would engulf him, helpless; and he would 
indeed be lost. He could have the vessel drive to land; but if it were 
unfriendly land, wherein he was not free to move, his position would still 
be desperate 

‘We know from the record that he was on the water; so what we have to 
do is to ascertain what water. 

"The first thing is to realize exactly what he has done as yet; we may, 
then, get a light on what his later task is to be. 

‘Firstly We must differentiate between what he did in London as part 
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of his general plan of action, when he was pressed for moments and had 
to arrange as best he could, 

Secondly —We must see, as well as we can surmise it from the facts we 
know of, what he has done here. 

Asto the first, he evidently intended to arrive at Galatz, and sentinvoice 
to Varna to deceive us lest we should ascertain his means of exit from 
England; his immediate and sole purpose then was to escape. The proof 
of this, is the letter of instructions sent to Immanuel Hildesheim to clear 
and take away the box before sunrise, There ìs also the instruction to Petrof 
Skinsky. These we must only guess at; but there must have been some 
letter or message, since Skinsky came to Hildesheim. 

‘That, so far, his plans were successful we know. The Czarina Catherine 
made a phenomenally quick journey—so much so that Captain Donel- 
son's suspicions were aroused; but his superstition united with his canni- 
ness played the Gount’s game for him, and he ran with his favouring wind 
through fogs and all till he brought up blindfold at Galatz, That the 
Count’s arrangements were well made, has been proved, Hildesheim 
cleared the box, took it off, and gave it to Skinsky. Skinsky took it—and 
here we lose the trail. We only know that the box is somewhere on the 
water, moving along. The customs and the octroi, if there be any, have 
been avoided. 

Now we come to what the Count must have done after his arrival—on 
land, at Galatz. 

‘The box was given to Skinsky before sunrise, At sunrise the Count 
could appear in his own form. Here, we ask why Skinsky was chosen at all 
toaid in the work? In my husband's diary, Skinsky is mentioned as dealing 
with the Slovaks who trade down the river to the port; and the man's 
remark, that the murder was the work of a Slovak, showed the general 
feeling against his class, The Count wanted isolation. 

My surmise is this: that in London the Count decided to get back to his 
castle by water, as the most safe and secret way. He was brought from the 
castle by Szgany, and probably they delivered their cargo to Slovaks who 
took the boxes to Varna, for there they were shipped for London. Thus 
the Count had knowledge of the persons who could arrange this service. 
‘When the box was on land, before sunrise or after sunset, he came out 
from his box, met Skinsky and instructed him what to do as to arranging 
the carriage of the box up some river. When this was done, and he knew 
that all was in train, he blotted out his traces, as he thought, by murdering 
his agent. 

Thave examined the map and find that the river most suitable for the 
Slovaks to have ascended is either the Pruth or the Sereth. I read in the 
typescript that in my trance I heard cows low and water swirling level with 
my ears and the creaking of wood. The Count in his box, then, was on a 
river in an open boat—propelled probably either by oars or poles, for the 
banks are near and itis working against stream. There would be no such 
sound if floating down stream, 

Of course it may not be either the Sereth or the Pruth, but we may 
possibly investigate Further. Now of these two, the Pruth is the more easily 
navigated, but the Sereth is at Fundu, joined by the Bistritza which runs 
up round the Borgo Pass. The loop it makes is manifestly as close to 
Dracula's castle as can be got by water. 
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MINA HARKERS JOURNAL continued. 


When I had done reading, Jonathan took me in his arms and kissed me. 
‘The others kept shaking me by both hands, and Dr. Van Helsing said: 

“Our dear Madam Mina is once more our teacher, Her eyes have been 
where we were blinded. Now we are on the track once again, and this time 
we may succeed: Our enemy isat his most helpless; and if we can come on 
him by day, on the water, our task will be over. He has a start, but he is 
powerless to hasten, as he may not leave his box lest those who carry him 
may suspect; for them to suspect would be to prompt them to throw him 
in the stream where he perish. This he knows, and will not, Now men, to 
our Council of War; for, here and now, we must plan what each and all 
shall do.” 

“I shall get a steam launch and follow him,” said Lord Godalming. 

“And I, horses to follow on the bank lest by chance he land,” said Mr. 
Morris. 

*Good!" said the Professor, “both good. But neither must go alone. 
‘There must be force to overcome force if need be; the Slovak is strong and 
rough, and he carries rude arms.” All the men smiled, for amongst them 
they carried a small arsenal, Said Mr. Mortis: 

“T have brought some Winchesters; they are pretty handy in a crowd, 
and there may be wolves. The Count, if you remember, took some other 
precautions; he made some requisitions on others that Mrs. Harker could 
hot quite hear or understand. We must be ready at all points." Dr. Seward 


“I think 1 had better go with Quincey, We have been accustomed to 
hunt together, and we two, well armed, will be a match for whatever may 
come along. You must not be alone, Art. It may be necessary to fight the 
Slovaks, and a chance thrust—for I don't suppose these fellows carry 
‘guns—would undo all our plans. There must be no chances, this time; we 
Shall not rest until the Count's head and body have been separated, and 
Wwe are sure that he cannot reincarnate.” He looked at Jonathan as he 
spoke, and Jonathan looked at me. I could see that the poor dear was torn 
about in his mind. Of course he wanted to be with me; but then the boat 
service would, most likely, be the one which would destroy the . . the 

the... Vampire. (Why did I hesitate to write the word?) He was silent 
awhile, and during his silence Dr. Van Helsing spoke:— 

"Friend Jonathan, this is to you for twice reasons, First, because you are 
youngand brave and can fight, and all energies may be needed at the last; 
‘ind again that it is your right to destroy him—that—which has wrought 
such so to you and yours, Be not afraid for Madam Mina; she will be my 
tare, if 1 may. 1 am old. My legs are not so quick to run as once; and Tam 
nor used to ride so long or to pursue as need be, or to fight with lethal 
weapons, But I can be of other service; I can fightin other way. And I can 
die, f need be, as well as younger men. Now let mesay that what I would is 
this: while you, my Lord Godalming and friend Jonathan go in your so 
swift lile steamboat up the river, and whilst John and Quincey guard the 
bank where perchance he might be landed, I will take Madam Mina right 
into the heart of the enemy's country. Whilst the old fox is tied in his box, 
floating on the running stream whence he cannot escape to land —where 
he dares notraise the lid of his coffin-box lest his Slovak carriers should in 
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fear leave him to perish—we shall go in the track where Jonathan went— 
from Bistritz over the Borgo, and find our way to the Castle of Dracula 
Here, Madam Mina’s hypnotic power will surely help, and we shall find 

our way—all dark and unknown otherwise—after the first sunrise when 

we are near that fateful place, There is much to be done, and other places 

to be made sanctify, so that the nest of vipers be obliterated.” Here 
Jonathan interrupted him hotly:— ‘ 

“Do you mean to say, Professor Van Helsing, that you would bring 
Mina, in her sad case and tainted as she is with that devil's illness, right into 
the jaws of his deathtrap? Not for the world! Not for Heaven or Hell!” He 
became almost speechless for a minute, and then went on:— 

“Do you know what the place is? Have you seen that awful den of hellish 
famy—with the very moonlight alive with grisly shapes, and every speck 
of dust that whirls in the wind a devouring monster in embryo? Have you 
felt the Vampire's lips upon your throat?” Here he turned to me, and as 
his eyes lit on my forehead he threw up his arms with a cry: “Oh, my God, 
what have we done to have this terror upon us!" and he sank down on the 
sofa in a collapse of misery. The Professor's voice, as he spoke in clear, 
sweet tones, which seemed to vibrate in the air, calmed us all:— 

“Oh, my friend, it is because I would save Madam Mina from that awful 
place that 1 would go. God forbid that I should take her into that place. 
‘There is work—wild work—to be done there, that her eyes may not see. 
We men here, all save Jonathan, have seen with their own eyes what is to 
bbe done before that place can be purify. Remember that we are in terrible 
straits. If the Count escape us this time—and he is strong and subtle and 
cunning—he may choose to sleep him for a century, and then in time our 
dear one”—he took my hand—“would come to him to keep him company, 
and would be as those others that you, Jonathan, saw. You have told us of 
their gloating lips; you heard their ribald laugh as they clutched the 
moving bag that the Count threw to them, You shudder; and well may it 
be. Forgive me that I make you so much pain, but it is necessary, My 
friend, isit nota dire need for the which I am giving, possibly, my life? Ifit 
were that any one went into that place to stay, itis I who have to goto keep 
them company.” 

"Do as you will," said Jonathan, with a sob that shook him all over, “we 
are in the hands of God!" 


Later —Oh, it did me good to see the way that these brave men worked. 
How can women help loving men when they are so earnest, and so true, 
and so brave! And, too, it made me think of the wonderful power of 
money! What can it not do when itis properly applied; and what might it 
do when basely used. 1 felt so thankful that Lord Godalming is rich, and 
that both he and Mr. Morris, who also has plenty of money, are willing to 
spend itso freely. For if they did not, our little expedition could not start, 
either so promptly or so well equipped, as it will within another hour. It 
not three hours since it was arranged what part each of us was to do; and 
now Lord Godalming and Jonathan have a lovely steam launch, with 
steam up ready to start ata moment's notice. Dr, Seward and Mr, Morris 
have half a dozen good horses, well appointed. We have all the maps and 
appliances of various kinds that can be had, Professor Van Helsing and 1 
are to leave by the 11:40 train to-night for Veresti, where we are to get a 
carriage to drive to the Borgo Pass. We are bringing a good deal of ready 
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‘money, as we are to buy a carriage and horses. We shall drive ourselves, 
for we have no one whom we can trust in the matter. The Professor know: 
something of a great many languages, so we shall get on all right. We have 
all got arms, even for me a large-bore revolver; Jonathan would not be 
happy unless I was armed like the rest. Alas! Lcahnot carry one arm that 
the rest do; the scar on my forehead forbids that. Dear Dr. Van Helsing 
‘comforts me by telling me that I am fully armed as there may be wolves; 
the weather is getting colder every hour, and there are snow-flurries 
which come and go as warnings. 


Later. —It took all my courage to say good-bye to my darling. We may 
never meet again. Courage, Mina! the Professor is looking at you keenly; 
his look is a warning. There must be no tears now—unless it may be that 
God will let them fall in gladness. 


JONATHAN HARKERS JOURNAL. 


October 30. Night—1 am writing this in the light from the furnace door 
of the steam launch: Lord Godalming is firing up. He is an experienced 
hand at the work, as he has had for years a launch of his own on the 
‘Thames, and another on the Norfolk Broads. Regarding our plans, we 
finally decided that Mina’s guess was correct, and thatif any waterway was 
chosen for the Count’s escape back to his Castle, the Sereth and then the 
Bistritza at its junction, would be the one. We took it, that somewhere 
about the 47th degree, north latitude, would be the place chosen for 
crossing the country between the river and the Carpathians. We have no 
fear in running at good speed up the river at night; there is plenty of 
‘water, and the banks are wide enough apart to make steaming, even in the 
dark, easy enough. Lord Godalming tells me to sleep for a while, as itis 
‘enough for the present for one to be on watch. But I cannot sleep—how 
can I with the terrible danger hanging over my darling, and her going out 
into that awful place. .. . My only comfort is that we are in the hands of 
God. Only for that faith it would be easier to die than to live, and so be quit 
of all the trouble, Mr. Morris and Dr. Seward were off on their long ride 
before we started; they are to keep up the right bank, far enough off to get 
on higher lands where they can see a good stretch of river and avoid the 
following of its curves. They have, for the first stages, two men to ride and 
lead their spare horses—four in all, so as not to excite curiosity, When 
they dismiss the men, which shall be shortly, they shall themselves look 
after the horses, It may be necessary for us to join forces; if so they can 
mount our whole party. One of the saddles has a movable horn, and can 
be easily adapted for Mina, if required. 

Itis a wild adventure we are on. Here, as we are rushing along through 
the darkness, with the cold from the river seeming to rise up and strike us; 
with all the mysterious voices of the night around us, it all comes home. 
We seem to be drifting into unknown places and unknown ways; 
whole world of dark and dreadful things. Godalming is shutting the 
furnace door. .. - 


31 October —Still hurrying along. The day has come, and Godalming is 
sleeping, Lam on watch. The morning is bitterly cold; the furnace heat is 
grateful, though we have heavy fur coats. As yet we have pasted only a few 
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open boats, but none of them had on board any box or package of 
anything like the size of the one we seek, The men were scared every time 
Wwe turned our electric lamp on them, and fell on their knees and prayed. 
1 November, evening —No news all day; we have found nothing of the 
kind we seek. We have now passed into the Bistritza; and if we are wrong 
in our surmise our chance is gone. We have overhauled every boat, big 
and little. Early this morning, one crew took us for a Government boat, 
and treated us accordingly. We saw in this a way of smoothing matters, so 
at Fundu, where the Bistritza runs into the Sereth, we got a Roumanian 
flag which we now fly conspicuously. With every boat which we have 
overhauled since then this trick has succeeded; we have had every defer- 
ence shown to us, and not once any objection to whatever we chose to ask 
or do. Some of the Slovaks tell us that a big boat passed them, going at 
‘more than usual speed as she had a double crew on board. This was before 
they came to Fundu, so they could not tell us whether the boat turned into 
the Bistritza or continued on up the Sereth, At Fundu we could not hear 
of any such boat, so she muse have pasted there in the night, Tam feeling 
very sleepy; the cold is perhaps beginning to tell upon me, and nature 
must have rest some tint. Godalming inst that he shall Keep the first 
watch. God bless him for all his goodness to poor dear Mina and me. 


2 November, morning —It is broad daylight. That good fellow would not 
wake me. He says it would have been asin to, for I slept peacefully and was 
forgetting my trouble. It seems brutally selfish to me to have slept so long, 
and let him watch all but he was quite right. I am a new man this 
morning; and as I sit here and watch him sleeping, I can do all that is 
necessary both as to minding the engine, steering, and keeping watch. 1 
can feel that my strength and energy are coming back to me. | wonder 
where Mina is now, and Van Helsing. They should have got to Veresti 
about noon on Wednesday. It would take them some time to get the 
‘carriage and horses; so if they had started and travelled hard, they would 
be about now at the Borgo Pass. God guide and help them ! I am af 
think what may happen. If we could only go faster ! but we cannot; the 
‘engines are throbbing and doing their utmost. I wonder how Dr. Seward 
and Mr. Morris are getting on, There seem to be endless streams running 
down the mountains into this river, but as none of them are very large—at 
present, at all events, though they are terrible doubtless in winter and 
when the snow melts—the horsemen may not have met much obstruction. 
Thope that before we get to Strasba we may sce them, for if by that time we 
have not overtaken the Count, it may be necessary to take counsel 
together what to do next. 


DR SEWARD'S DIARY. 


2 November. —Three days on the road, No news, and no time to write tif 
there had been, for every moment is precious. We have had only the rest 
needful for the horses; but we are both bearing it wonderfully. Those 
adventurous days of ours are turning up useful. We must push on: we 
shall never feel happy till we get the launch in sight again. 


3 November —We heard at Fundu that the launch had gone up the 
Bistritza. I wish it wasn't so cold. There are signs of snow coming; and if it 
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falls heavy it will stop us. In such case we must get a sledge and go on, 
Russian fashion, 


4 November —To-day we heard of the launch having been detained by 
an accident when trying to force a way up the rapids. The Slovak boats get 
up all right, by aid of a rope and steering with knowledge. Some went up 
only a few hours before. Godalming is an amateur fitter himself, and 
evidently it was he who put the launch in trim again. Finally, they got up 
the rapids all right, with local help and are off on the chase afresh. I fear 
that the boat is not any better for the accident; the peasantry tell us that 
after she got upon smooth water again, she kept stopping every now and 
again so long as she was in sight, We most push on harder than ever) our 
help may be wanted soon, 


MINA HARKER'S JOURNAL 


31 October, Arrived at Veresti at noon. The Professor tells me that this 
morning at dawn he could hardly hypnotise me at all, and that all I could 
say was: “dark and quiet.” He is off now buying a carriage and horses. He 
says that he will later on try to buy additional horses, so that we may be 
able to change them on the way. We have something more than 70 miles 
before us. The country is lovely, and most interesting; if only we were 
under different conditions, how delightful it would be to see it all. If 
Jonathan and I were driving through it alone what a pleasure it would be. 
‘To stop and see people, and learn something of their life, and to fill our 
minds and memories with all the colour and picturesqueness of the whole 
wild, beautiful country and the quaint people! But alas!— 


Later —Dr. Van Helsing has returned. He has got the carriage and 
horses; we are to have some dinner, and to start in an hour. The landlady 
is putting us up a huge basket of provisions; it seems enough for a 
‘company of soldiers. The Professor encourages her, and whispers to me 
that it may be a week before we can get any good food again. He has been 
shopping too, and has sent home such a wonderful lot of fur coats and 
wraps, and all sorts of warm things, There will not be any chance of our 
being cold. 


We shall soon be off. Lam afraid to think what may happen to us, We 
are truly in the hands of God. He alone knows what may be, and I pray 
Him, with all the strength of my sad and humble soul, that He will watch 
‘over my beloved husband; that whatever may happen, Jonathan may 
Know that I loved him and honoured him more than I can say, and that 
my latest and truest thought will be always for him. 
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CHAPTER TWENTY-SEVEN 


MINA HARKER’S JOURNAL. 


1 November —All day long we have travelled, and at a good speed. The 
horses seem to know that they are being kindly treated, for they go 
willingly their full stage at best speed. We have now had so many changes 
and find the same thing so constantly that we are encouraged to think that 
the journey will be an easy one, Dr. Van Helsing is laconic; he tells the 
farmers that he is hurrying to Bistritz, and pays them well to make the 
exchange of horses. We get hot soup, or coffee, or tea: and off we go, Itis 
a lovely country; full of beauties of all imaginable kinds, and the people 
are brave, and strong, and simple, and seem full of nice qualities. They 
are very, very superstitious. In the first house where we stopped, when the 
‘oman who served us saw the scar on my forehead, she crossed herself 
and put out wo fingers towards me, to keep off the evil eye. I believe they 
went to the trouble of putting an extra amount of garlicinto our food; and. 
Tcan'tabide garlic, Ever since then I have taken care not to take off my hat 
or Veil, and so have escaped their suspicions. We are travelling fast, and as 
we have no driver with us to carry tales, we go ahead of scandal, but I 
daresay that fear of the evil eye will follow hard behind usall the way. The 
Professor seems tireless; all day he would not take any rest, though he 
made me sleep for a long spell. At sunset time he hypnotised me, and he 
says that 1 answered as usual “darkness, lapping water and creaking 
wood”; so our enemy is still on the river, Iam afraid to think of Jonathan, 
but somehow I have now no fear for him, or for myself. I write this whilst 
we wait in a farmhouse for the horses to be got ready. Dr. Van Helsing is 
sleeping: Poor dear, he looks very tired and old and grey, but his mouth is 
set as firmly as a conqueror’s; even in his sleep he is instinct with resolu- 
tion. When we have well started I must make him rest whilst I drive. I shall 
tell him that we have days before us, and we must not break down when 
most of all his strength will be needed. ... Allis ready; we are off shortly. 


2 November, morning —I was successful, and we took turns driving all 
night; now the day is on us, bright though cold. There is a strange 
heaviness in the air—I say heaviness for want ofa better word; I mean that 
it oppresses us both. It is very cold, and only our warm furs keep us 
comfortable. At dawn Van Helsing hypnotised me; he says I answered 
“darkness, creaking wood and roaring water,” so the river is changing as 
they ascend. 1 do hope that my darling will not run any chance of 
danger—more than need be; but we are in God's hands, 


2 November, night —All day long driving. The country gets wilder as we 
gp and the great spurs of the Carpathians, which at Veren seemed so far 
from us and so low on the horizon, now seem to gather round us and 
tower in front. We both seem in good spirits; I think we make an effort 


ag 
DRACULA 621 


each to cheer the other; in the doing so we cheer ourselves. Dr. Van 
Helsing says that by morning we shall reach the Borgo Pass. The houses 
are very few here now, and the Professor says that the last horse we got 
will have to go on with us, as we may not be able to change, He got two in 
addition to the two changed, so that now we have a rude four-in-hand, 
‘The dear horses are patient and good, and they give us no trouble. We are 
not worried with other travellers, and so even I can drive. We shall get to 
the Pass in daylight; we do not want to,arrive before. So we take it easy, 
and have each a long rest in turn. Oh, what will tomorrow bring to us? We 

to seek the place where my poor darling suffered so much. God grant 
that we may be guided aright, and that He will deign to watch over my 
husband and those dear to us both, and who are in such deadly peril, As 
for me, I am not worthy in His sight. Alas! Lam unclean to His eyes, and 
shall be until He may deign to let me stand forth in His sight as one of 
those who have not incurred His wrath. 


MEMORANDUM BY ABRAHAM VAN HELSING. 


4 November —This to my old and true friend John Seward, M.D., of 
Purfleet, London, in case I may not see him. It may explain. Itis morning, 
and 1 write by a fire which all the night I have kept alive—Madam Mina 
aiding me. It is cold, cold: so cold that the grey heavy sky is full of snow, 
which when it falls will settle for all winter as the ground is hardening to 
receive it. Itseems to have affected Madam Mina; she hasbeen so heavy of 
head all day that she was not like herself. She sleeps, and sleeps, and 
sleeps! She who is usual so alert, have done literally nothing all the day; 
she even have lost her appetite. She make no entry into her little diary, she 
who write so faithful at every pause. Something whisper to me that all is 
not well. However, to-night she is more vif. Her long sleep all day have 
refresh and restore her, for now she is all sweet and bright as ever. At 
sunset I try to hypnotise her, but alas! with no effect; the power has grown 
less and less with each day, and to-night it fail me altogether. Well, God's 
will be done—whatever it may be, and whithersoever it may lead! 

‘Now to the historical, for as Madam Mina write notin her stenography, 
T must, in my cumbrous old fashion, that so each day of us may not go 
unrecorded. 

‘We got to the Borgo Pass just after sunrise yesterday morning. When I 
saw the signs of the dawn I got ready for the hypnotism, We stopped our 
Carriage, and got down so that there might be no disturbance. 1 made a 
couch with furs, and Madam Mina, lying down, yield herself as usual, but 
more slow and more short time than ever, to the hypnotic sleep. As 
before, came the answer, “darkness and the swirling of water.” Then she 
woke, bright and radiant and we go on our way and soon reach the Pass. 
Atthis time and place, she become all on fire with zeal; some new guiding 

wer be in her manifested, for she point to a road and say— 

“This is the way.” 

“How know you it?" I ask. 

“Of course I know it,” she answer, and with a pause, ad 
Jonathan travelled it and wrote of his travel?" 

‘AL first I think somewhat strange, but soon I see that there be only one 
such by-road. It is used but little, and very different from the coach road 
from the Bukovina to Bistritz, which is more wide and hard, and more of 
use. 
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So we came down this road; when we meet other ways—notalways were 
we sure that they were roads at all, for they be neglect and light snow have 
fallen—the horses know and they only. I give rein to them, and they go on 
so patient, By-and-by we find all the things which Jonathan have note in 
that wonderful diary of him. Then we go on for long, long hours and 
hours. At the first, I tell Madam Mina to sleep; she try, and she succeed. 
She sleep all the time; till atthe last, I feel myself to suspicious grow, and 
attempt to wake her. But she sleep on, and I may not wake her though I 
try. Ido not wish to try too hard lest I harm her; for I know that she have 
suffer much, and sleep at times be all-in-all to her. I think I drowse myself, 
for all of sudden I feel guilt, as though I have done something; I find 
myself bolt up, with the reins in my hand, and the good horses go along 
jog, jog, just as ever. I look down and find Madam Mina still sleep, It is 
‘now not far off sunset time, and over the snow the light of the sun flow in 
big yellow flood, so that we throw great long shadow on where the 
‘mountain rise so steep. For we are going up, and up; and all is oh! so wild 
and rocky, as though it were the end of the world. 

‘Then I arouse Madam Mina. This time she wake with not much trou- 
ble, and then I try to put her to hypnotic sleep. But she sleep not, being as 
though I were not, Still I try and try, till all at once I find her and myself in 
dark; so I look round, and find that the sun have gone down. Madam 
Mina laugh, and I turn and look at her. She is now quite awake, and look 
so wellas I never saw her since that night at Carfax when we first enter the 
Count's house. I am amaze, and not at ease then; but she is so bright and 
tender and thoughtful for me that I forget all fear. I light a fire, for we 
have brought supply of wood with us, and she prepare food while I undo 
the horses and set them, tethered in shelter, to feed. Then when 1 return 
to the fire she have my supper ready. I go to help her; but she smile, and 
tell me that she have eat already—that she was so hungry that she would 
not wait. I like it not, and I have grave doubts; but 1 fear to affright her, 
and so Tam silent of it. She help me and I eat alone; and then we wrap in 
fur and lie beside the fire, and I tell her to sleep while | watch. But 
presently I forget all of watching; and when I sudden remember that 1 
watch, I find her lying quiet, but awake, and looking at me with so bright 
eyes, Once, twice more the same occur, and I get much sleep till before 
morning, When I wake I try to hypnotise her; but alas! though she shut 
her eyes obedient, she may not sleep. The sun rise up, and up, and up; 
and then sleep come to her too late, but so heavy that she will not wake. I 
have to lift her up, and place her sleeping in the carriage when I have 
harnessed the horses and made all ready. Madam still sleep, and she look 
in her sleep more healthy and more redder than before. And I ike it not. 
‘And I am afraid, afraid, afraid!—I am afraid of all things—even to think 
but I must go on my way. The stake we play for is life and death, or more 
than these, and we must not flinch, 


5 November, morning —Let me be accurate in everything, for though you 
and I have seen some strange things together, you may at the first think. 
that 1, Van Helsing, am mad—that the many horrors and the so long 
strain 'on nerves has at the last turn my brain. 

All yesterday we travel, ever getting closer to the mountains, and 
moving into a more and more wild and desert land. There are great, 
frowning precipices and much falling water, and Nature seem to have 
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held sometime her carnival. Madam Mina still sleep and sleep; and 
though I did have hunger and appeased it, 1 could not waken her—even 
for food. 1 began to fear that the fatal spell of the place was upon her, 
tainted as she is with that Vampire baptism. “Well,” said 1 to myself, “if it 
be that she sleepall the day, it shall also be that I do not sleep at night.” As 
Wwe travel on the rough road, fora road of an ancient and imperfect kind 
there was, [held down my head and slept. Again I waked with a sense of 
guilt and of time passed, and found Madam Mina still sleeping, and the 
sun low down, But all was indeed changed; the frowning mountains 
seemed further away, and we were near the top of a steep-rising hill, on 
summit of which was such a castle as Jonathan tell of in his diary, Atonce 1 
exulted and feared; for now, for good or ill, the end was near. 

T woke Madam Mina, and again tried to hypnotise her; but alas! un- 
availing till too late. Then, ere the great dark came upon us—for even 
after down-sun the heavens reflected the gone sun on the snow, and all 
was for a time in a great twilight— took out the horses and fed them in 
what shelter I could. Then I makea fire; and near it 1 make Madam Mina, 
now awake and more charming than ever, sit comfortable amid her rugs, 
T got ready food: but she would not eat, simply saying that she had not 
hunger. I did not press her, knowing her unavailingness. But I myself eat, 
for I must needs now be strong for all, Then, with the feat on me of what 
might be, I drew a ring so big for her comfort, round where Madam Mina 
sat; and over the ring 1 passed some of the Wafer, and I broke it fine so 
thatall was well guarded, She sat still all the time—sostill as one dead; and 
she grew whiter and ever whiter till the snow was not more pale: and no 
word she said. But when I drew near, she clung to me, and I could know 
that the poor soul shook her from head to feet with a tremor that was pain 
to feel, I said to her presently, when she had grown more quiet— 

“Will you not come over to the fire?” for I wished to make atest of what 
she could. She rose obedient, but when she have made astep she stopped, 
and stood as one stricken. 

“Why not go on?" I asked. She shook her head, and, coming back, sat 
down in her place, Then, looking at me with open eyes, as of one waked 
from sleep, she said simply:—'I cannot!” and remained silent, I rejoiced, 
for I knew that what she could not, none of those that we dreaded could. 
‘Though there might be danger to her body, yet her soul was safe! 

Presently the horses began to scream, and toreat their tethers till Leame 
to them and quieted them. When they did feel my hands on them, they 
whinnied low as in joy, and licked at my hands and were quiet for a time. 
Many times through the night did I come to them, tillit arrive to the cold 
hour when all nature is at lowest; and every time my coming was with 
quiet of them. In the cold hour the fire began to die, and 1 was about 
stepping forth to replenish it, for now the snow came in flying sweeps and 
with ita chill mist. Even in the dark there wasa light of some kind, as there 
ever is over snow; and it seemed as though the snow flurries and the 
wreaths of mist took shape as of women with trailing garments, All was in 
dead, grim silence only that the horses whinnied and cowered, as if in 
terror of the worst. I began to fear—horrible fears; but then came to me 
the sense of safety in that ring wherein I stood. I began, too, to think that 
my imaginings were of the night, and the gloom, and the unrest that I 
have gone through, and all the terrible anxiety, It was as though my 
memories of all Jonathan's horrid experience were befooling me; for the 
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snow flakes and the mist began to wheel and circle round, till [could getas 
though a shadowy glimpse of those women that would have kissed him, 
‘And then the horses cowered lower and lower, and moaned in terror as 
men do in pain. Even the madness of fright was not to them, so that they 
could break away. I feared for my dear Madam Mina when these weird 
figures drew near and circled round. [looked at her, but she sat calm, and 
smiled at me; when I would have stepped to the fire to replenish it, she 
‘caught me and held me back, and whispered, like a voice that one hears in 
a dream, so low it was:— 

“No! No! Do not go without. Here you are safe!” I turned to her, and 
looking in her eyes, said:— 

“But you? It is for you that I fear!” whereat she laughed—a laugh, low 
and unreal, and said:— 

“Fear for me! Why fear for me? None safer in all the world from them 
than Lam,” and as T wondered at the meaning of her words, a puff of wind 
made the flame leap up, and I see the red scar on her forehead. Then, 
alas! I knew. Did I not, 1 would soon have learned, for the wheeling 
figures of mist and snow came closer, but keeping ever without the Holy 
circle, Then they began to materialise till—if God have not take away my 
reason, for I saw it through my eyes—there were before me in actual flesh 
the same three women that Jonathan saw in the room, when they would 
have kissed his throat. I knew the swaying round forms, the bright hard 
eyes, the white teeth, the ruddy colour, the voluptuous lips. They smiled 
ever at poor dear Madam Mina; and as their laugh came through the 
silence of the night, they twined their arms and pointed to her, and said in 
those so sweet tingling tones that Jonathan said were of the intolerable 
sweetness of the water-glasses:— 

“Come, sister. Come to us, Come! Come!” In fear I turned to my poor 
Madam Mina, and my heart with gladness leapt like flame; for oh! the 
terror in her sweet eyes, the repulsion, the horror, told astory to my heart 
that was all of hope. God be thanked she was not, yet, of them. I seized 
some of the Wafer, advanced on them towards the fire. They drew back 
before me, and laughed their low horrid laugh. 1 fed the fire, and feared 
them not; for I knew that we were safe within our protections. They could 
not approach me, whilst so armed, nor Madam Mina whilst she remained 
within the ring, which she could not leave no more than they could enter, 
‘The horses had ceased to moan, and lay still on the ground; the snow fell 
on them softly, and they grew whiter. 1 knew that there was for the poor 
beasts no more of terror. 

And so we remained till the red of the dawn to fall through the 
snow-gloom. I was desolate and afraid, and full of woe and terror; but 
when that beautiful sun began to climb the horizon life was to me again. 
At the first coming of the dawn the horrid figures melted in the whirling 
mistand snow the wreaths of transparent loom moved away towards the 
castle and were lost, 

Instinctively, with the dawn coming, 1 turned to Madam Mina, intend- 
ing to hypnotise her; but she lay in a deep and sudden sleep, from which I 
could not wake her. I tried to hypnotise through her sleep, but she made 
no response, none at all; and the day broke, I fear yet to stir. I have made 
my fire and have seen the horses, they are all dead, To-day I have much to 
do here, and I keep waiting till the sun is up high; for there may be places 
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where I must go, where that sunlight, though snow and mist obscure it, 
will be to me a safety. 

I will strengthen me with breakfast, and then 1 will to my terrible work, 
‘Madam Mina still sleeps; and, God be thanked! she is calm in hersleep. .. 


JONATHAN HARKER JOURNAL, 

4 November, elening —The accident to the launch has been a terrible 
thing for us. Only for it we should have overtaken the boat long ago; and 
by now my dear Mina would have been free. I fear to think of her, off on 
the wolds near that horrible place. We have got horses, and we follow on 
the track, I note this whilst Godalming is getting ready. We have our arms 
‘The Szgany must look out if they mean fight. Oh, if only Morris and 
Seward were with us, We must only hope! If I write no more Good-by, 
Mina! God bless and keep you. 


DR. SEWARD'S DIARY 

5 November—With the dawn we saw the body of Szgany before us 
dashing away from the river with their leiter-wagon. They surrounded it 
in a cluster, and hurried along as though beset. The snow is falling lightly 
and there is a strange excitement in the air. It may be our own feelings, 
but the depression is strange. Far off 1 hear the howling of wolves; the 
snow brings them down from the mountains, and there are dangers to all 
of us, and from all sides, The horses are nearly ready, and we are soon off. 
We ride to death of some one. God alone knows who, or where, or what, 
or when, or how it may be. 


DR. VAN HELSING'S MEMORANDUM. 


5 November, afternoon —I am at least sane. Thank God for that mercy at 
all events, though the proving it has been dreadful. When I left Madam 
Mina sleeping within the Holy circle, 1 took my way to the castle. The 
blacksmith hammer which I took in the carriage from Veresti was useful; 
though the doors were all open I broke them off the rusty hinges, lest 
some ill-intent or illechance should close them, so that being entered 1 
might not get out. Jonathan's bitter experience served me here. By 
memory of his diary I found my way to the old chapel, for I knew that 
here my work lay. The air was oppressive; it seemed as if there was some 
sulphurous fume, which at times made me dizzy. Either there was a 
roaring in my cars or 1 heard afar off the howl of wolves. Then I 
be-thought me of my dear Madam Mina, and 1 was in terrible plight, The 
dilemma had me between his horns. 

Her, I had not dare to take into this place, but left safe from the 
Vampire in that Holy circle; and yet even there would be the wolf! 1 
resolve me that my work lay here, and that as to the wolves we must 
submit, if it were God's will. At any rate it was only death and freedom 
beyond. So did I choose for her. Had it but been for myself the choice had 
been easy, the maw of the wolf were better to rest in than the grave of the 
Vampire! So I make my choice to go on with my work. 

T knew that there were at least three graves to find—graves that are 
inhabit; so I search, and search, and 1 find one of them. She lay in her 
Vampire sleep, so full of life and voluptuous beauty that I shudder as 
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though I have come to do murder, Ah, I doubt not that in old time, when 
such things were, many a man who set forth to do such a task as mine, 
found at the last his heart fail him, and then his nerve. So he delay, and 
delay, and delay, till the mere beauty and the fascination of the wanton 
Un-Dead have hypnotise him; and he remain on and on, till sunset come, 
and the Vampire sleep be over. Then the beautiful eyes of the fair woman 
open and look love, and the voluptuous mouth present to a kiss—and 
man is weak, And there remain one more victim in the Vampire fold; one 
more to swell the grim and grisly ranks of the Un-Dead! 

‘There is some fascination, surely, when 1 am moved by the mere 
presence of such an one, even lying as she lay in a tomb fretted with age 
and heavy with the dust of centuries, though there be that horrid odour 
Such as the lairs of the Count have had. Yes, l was moved—I, Van Helsing, 
with all my purpose and with my motive for hate—I was moved to a 
yearning for delay which seemed to paralyse my faculties and to clog my 
very soul. It may have been that the need of natural sleep, and the strange 
oppression of the air were beginning to overcome me, Certain it was that I 
was lapsing into sleep, the open-eyed sleep of one who yields to a sweet 
fascination, when there came through the snow-stilled air a long, low wail, 
so full of woe and pity thatit woke me like the sound ofa clarion. For it was 
the voice of my dear Madam Mina that I heard. 

‘Then I braced myself again to my horrid task, and found by wrenching 
away tomb-tops one other of the sisters, the other dark one. I dared not 
pause to look on her as I had on her sister, lest once more I should begin to 
be enthrall; but I go on searching until, presently, I find in a high great 
tomb as if made to one much beloved that other fair sister which, like 
Jonathan, I had seen to gather herself out of the atoms of the mist. She 
‘was so fair to look on, so radiantly beautiful, so exquisitely voluptuous, 
that the very instinct of man in me, which calls some of my sex to love and 
to protect one of hers, made my head whirl with new emotion, But God be 
thanked, the soul-wail of my dear Madam Mina had not died out of my 
ears; and, before the spell could be wrought further upon me, I had 
nerved myself to my wild work. By this time I had searched all the tombs 
in the chapel, so far as I could tell; and as there had been only three of 
these Un-Dead phantoms around us in the night, I took it that there were 
no more of active Un-Dead existent. There was one great tomb more 
lordly than all the rest; huge it was, and nobly proportioned. On it was but 
one word: 


DRACULA 


This then was the Un-Dead home of the King-Vampire, to whom so 
many more were due. Its emptiness spoke eloquent to make certain what T 
knew. Before I began to restore these women to their dead selves through 
my awful work, I laid in Dracula's tomb some of the Wafer, and so 
banished him from it, Un-Dead, for ever. 

‘Then began my terrible task, and I dreaded it, Had it been but one, it 
had been easy, comparative. But three! To begin twice more after I had 
been through a deed of horror; for if it was terrible with the sweet Miss 
Lucy, what would it not be with these strange ones who had survived 
through centuries, and who had been strengthened by the passing of the 
years; who would, if they could, have fought for their foul lives. 
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Oh, my friend John, but it was butcher work; had I not been nerved by 
thoughts of other dead, and of the living over whom hung such a pall of 
fear, I could not have gone on. I tremble and tremble even yet, though till 
all was over, God be thanked, my nerve did stand, Had I not seen the 
repose in the first place, and the gladness that stole over it just ere the final 
dissolution came, as realisation that the soul had been won, I could not 
have gone further with my butchery. I could not have endured the horrid 
screeching as the stake drove home; the plunging of writhing form, and 
lips of bloody foam. I should have fled in terror and left my work undone. 
Butit is over! And the poor souls, 1 can pity them now and weep, as I think 
of them placid each in her full sleep of death for a short moment ere 
fading. For, friend John, hardly had my knife severed the head of each, 
before the whole body began to melt away and crumble into its native 
dust, as though the death that should have come centuries agone had at 
last assert himself and say at once and loud "I am here!” 

Before I left the castle I so fixed its entrances that never more can the 
Count enter there Un-Dead. 

When I stepped into the circle where Madam Mina slept, she woke 
from her sleep, and, seeing me, cried out in pain that T had endured too 

“Come!” she said, “come away from this awful place! Let us go to meet 
my husband who is, I know, coming towards us.” She was looking thin and 
pale and weak; but her eyes were pure and glowed with fervour. I was 
glad to see her paleness and her illness, for my mind was full of the fresh 
horror of that ruddy vampire sleep. 

‘And so with trust and hope, and yet full of fear, we go eastward to meet 
our friends—and him—whom Madam Mina tell me that she Anow are 
coming to meet us 
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6 November —It was late in the afternoon when the Professor and I took 
‘our way towards the east whence I knew Jonathan was coming. We did not 
go fast, though the way was steeply downhill, for we had to take hea 
Tugs and wraps with us; we dared not face the possibility of being left 
without warmth in the cold and the stiow. We had to take some of our 
provisions, too, for we were in a perfect desolation, and, so far as we could 
See through the snowfall, there was not even the sign of habitation, When 
we had gone about a mile, I was tired with the heavy walking and sat down 
to rest. Then we looked back and saw where the clear line of Dracula's 
castle cut the sky; for we were so deep under the hill whereon it was set 
that the angle of perspective of the Carpathian mountains was far below 
it. We saw it in all its grandeur, perched a thousand feet on the summit of 
a sheer precipice, and with seemingly a great gap between it and the steep 
of the adjacent mountain on any side. There was something wild and 
uncanny about the place. We could hear the distant howling of wolves. 
‘They were far off, but the sound, even though coming muffled through 
the deadening snowfall, was full of terror, I knew from the way Dr. Van 
Helsing was searching about that he was trying to seek some strategic 

int, where we would be less exposed in case of attack. The rough 
Foadway still led downwards; we could trace it through the drifted snow. 

In a little while the Professor signalled to me, so I got up and joined 
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him. He had found a wonderful spot, a sort of natural hollow in a rock, 
with an entrance like a doorway between two boulders. He took me by the 
hand and drew me in: “See!” he said, "here you will be in shelter; and if 
the wolves do come I can meet them one by one.” He brought in our furs, 
and made a snug nest for me, and got out some provisions and forced 
them upon me. But I could not eat; to even try to do so was repulsive to 
me, and, much as I would have liked to please him, I could not bring 
myself to the attempt. He looked very sad, but did not reproach me, 
‘Taking his field-glasses from the case, he stood on the top of the rock, and 
began to search the horizon. Suddenly he called out:— 

“Look! Madam Mina, look! look!” I sprang up and stood beside him on 
the rock; he handed me his glasses and pointed. The snow was now falling 
more heavily, and swirled about fiercely, for a high wind was beginning to 
blow. However, there were times when there were pauses between the 
snow flurries and I could seea long way round, From the height where we 
were it was possible to see a great distance; and far off, beyond the white 
waste of snow, I could see the river lying like a black ribbon in kinks and 
curls s it wound its way. Straight in front of us and not far off—in fact, so 
near that 1 wondered we had not noticed before—came a group of 
mounted men hurrying along. In the midst of them was a cart, a long 
leiter-wagon which swept from side to side, like a dog's tail wagging, with 
each stern inequality of the road. Outlined against the snow as they were, 
T could see from the men’s clothes that they were peasants or gypsies of 
some kind, 

‘On the cart was a great square chest. My heart leaped as I saw it, for 1 
felt that the end was coming, The evening was now drawing close, and 
well 1 knew that at sunset the Thing, which was all then imprisoned there, 
would take new freedom and could in any of many forms elude all 
pursuit. In fear I turned to the Professor; to my consternation, however, 
he was not there, An instant later, I saw him below me. Round the rock he 
had drawn a circle, such as we had found shelter in last night. When he 
had completed it he stood beside me again, saying — 

“Atleast you shall be safe here from him!" He took the glasses from me, 
and at the next lull of the snow swept the whole space below us. "See," he 
said, “they come quickly; they are flogging the horses, and galloping as 
hard as they can.” He paused and went on in a hollow voice 

“They are racing for the sunset. We may be too late. God's will be 
done!” Down came another blinding rush of driving snow, and the whole 
landscape was blotted out. It soon passed, however, and once more his 
glasses were fixed on the plain. Then came a sudden cry:— 

“Look! Look! Look! See, two horsemen follow fast, coming up from the 
south, It must be Quincey and John. Take the glass, Look before the snow 
blots it all out!” 1 took it and looked. The two men might be Dr. Seward 
and Mr. Morris. I knew atall events that neither of them was Jonathan. At 
the same time T knew that Jonathan was not far off; looking around I saw 
on the north side of the coming party two other men, riding at break-neck 
speed. One of them I knew was Jonathan, and the other I took, of course, 
to be Lord Godalming, They, too, were pursuing the party with the cart. 
When I told the Professor he shouted in glee like a schoolboy, and, after 
looking intently tilla snow fall made sight impossible, he laid his Winches- 
ter rifle ready for use against the boulder at the opening of our shelter. 
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“They are all converging,” he said. "When the time comes we shall have 
gypsies on all sides.” I got out my revolver ready to hand, for whilst we 
were speaking the howling of wolves came louder and closer. When the 
snow storm abated a moment we looked again. It was strange to see the 
snow falling in such heavy flakes close to us, and beyond, the sun shining 
more and more brightly as it sank down towards the far mountain tops. 
Sweeping the glass all around us I could see here and there dots moving 
singly and in twos and threes and larger numbers—the wolves were 
gathering for their prey. 

Every instant seemed an age whilst we waited. The wind came now in 
fierce bursts, and the snow was driven with fury as it swept upon us in 
circling eddies, at times we could not see an arm's length before us; but at 
others, as the hollow-sounding wind swept by us, it seemed to clear the 
air-space around us so that we could see afar. We had of late been so 
accustomed to watch for sunrise and sunset, that we knew with fair 
accuracy when it would be; and we knew that before long the sun would 
set. It was hard to believe that by our watches it was less than an hour that 
we waited in that rocky shelter before the various bodies began to con- 
verge close upon us. The wind came now with fiercer and more bitter 
‘sweeps, and more steadily from the north, It seemingly had driven the 
snow clouds from us, for, with only occasional bursts, the snow fell. We 
could distinguish clearly the individuals of each party, the pursued and 
the pursuers, Strangely enough those pursued did not seem to realise, or 
at least to care, that they were pursued; they seemed, however, to hasten 
with redoubled speed as the sun dropped lower and lower on the moun- 
tain tops. 

Closer and closer they drew. The Professor and 1 crouched down 
behind our rock, and held our weapons ready; I could see that he was 
determined that they should not pass. One and all were quite unaware of 

jur presence, 

All at once two voices shouted out to; “Halt!” One was my Jonathan's, 
raised in a high key of passion; the other Mr. Morris’ strong resolute tone 
of quiet command. The gypsies may not have known the language, but 
there was no mistaking the tone, in whatever tongue the words were 
spoken. Instinctively they reined in, and at the instant Lord Godalming 
and Jonathan dashed up at one side and Dr. Seward and Mr. Morris on 
the other. The leader of the gypsies, asplendid-looking fellow who sat his 
horse like a centaur, waved them back, and in a fierce voice gave to his 
‘companions some word to proceed. They lashed the horses which sprang 
forward; but the four men raised their Winchester rifles, and in an 
unmistakable way commanded them to stop. At the same moment Dr. 
Van Helsing and I rose behind the rock and pointed our weapons at 
them, Seeing that they were surrounded the men tightened their reins 
and drew up. The leader turned to them and gave a word at which every 
man of the gypsy party drew what Weapon he carried, knife or pistol, and 
held himself in readiness to attack. Issue was joined in an instant. 

‘The leader, with a quick movement of his rein, threw his horse out in 
front, and pointing first to the sun—now close down on the hill vops—and 
then to the castle, said something which I did not understand, For answer, 
all four men of our party threw themselves from their horses and dashed 
towards the cart. I should have felt terrible fear at seeing Jonathan in such 
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danger, but that the ardour of battle must have been upon me as well as 
the rest of them; 1 Felt no fear, but only a wild, surging desire to do 
something. Seeing the quick movement of our parties, the leader of the 
gypsies gave a command; his men instantly formed round the cart in a 
sort of undisciplined endeavour, each one shouldering and pushing the 
other in his eagerness to carry out the order. 

In the midst of this I could see that Jonathan on one side of the ring of 
men, and Quincey on the other, were forcing a way to the cart; it was 
evident that they were bent on finishing their task before the sun should 
set. Nothing seemed to stop or even to hinder them, Neither the levelled 
weapons nor the flashing knives of the gypsies in front, nor the howling of 
the wolves behind, appeared to even attract their attention. Jonathan's 
impetuosity, and the manifest singleness of his purpose, seemed to over- 
awe those in front of him; instinctively they cowered aside and let ii 

„In an instant he had jumped upon the cart, and, with a streng 
Which seemed incredible, raised the great box, and fung it over the wheel 
to the ground. In the meantime, Mr. Morris had had to use force to pass 
through his side of the ring of Szgany. All the time I had been breathlessly 
Watching Jonathan 1 had, with the tail of my eye, seen him pressing 
desperately forward, and had seen the knives of the gypsies flash as he 
won a way through them, and they cut at him. He had parried with his 
‘great bowie knife, and at first I thought that he too had come through in 
safety; but as he sprang beside Jonathan, who had by now jumped from 
the cart, I could see that with his left hand he was clutching at his side, and 
that the blood was spurting through his fingers. He did not delay notwith- 
standing this, for as Jonathan, with desperate energy, attacked one end of 
the chest, attempting to prize off the lid with his great Kukri knife, he 
attacked the other frantically with his bowie, Under the efforts of both 
men the lid began to yield; the nails drew with a quick screeching sound, 
and the top of the box was thrown back. 

By this time the gypsies, seeing themselves covered by the Winchesters, 
and at the mercy of Lord Godalming and Dr. Seward, had given in and 
made no further resistance. The sun was almost down on the mountain 
tops, and the shadows of the whole group fell upon the snow, I saw the 
Count ying within the box upon the earth, some of which the rude falling 
from the cart had scattered over him. He was deathly pale, just like a 
waxen image, and the red eyes glared with the horrible vindictive look 
which I knew too well. 

As I looked, the eyes saw the sinking sun, and the look of hate in them 
turned to triumph. 

But, on the instant, came the sweep and flash of Jonathan's great knife. 
Ishrieked as I saw it shear through the throat; whilst at the same moment 
Mr. Morris's bowie knife plunged into the heart. 

Tt was like a miracle; but before our very eyes, and almost in the 
drawing ofa breath, the whole body crumbled into dust and passed from 
our sight. 

I shall be glad as long as I live that even in that moment of final 
dissolution, there was in the face a look of peace, such as I never could 
have imagined might have rested there, 

‘The Castle of Dracula now stood out against the red sky, and every 
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stone of its broken battlements was articulated against the light of the 
setting sun. 

_The gypsies, taking us as in some way the cause of the extraordinary 
disappearance of the dead man, turned, without word, and rode away as 
if for their lives. Those who were unmounted jumped upon their leiter- 
wagon and shouted to the horsemen not to desert them. The wolves, 
‘which had withdrawn to a safe distance, followed in their wake, leaving us 
alone. Mr. Morris, who had sunk to the ground, leaned on his elbow, 
holding his hand pressed to his side; the blood still gushed through his 
fingers, [flew to him, for the Holy circle did not now keep me back; so did 
the two doctors. Jonathan knelt behind him and the wounded man laid 
back his head on his shoulder. With a sigh he took, with a feeble effort, my 
hand in that of his own which was unstained. He must have seen the 
anguish of my heart in my face, for he smiled at me and said:— 

“Lam only too happy to have been of any service! Oh, God!” he cried 
suddenly, struggling up to a sitting posture and pointing to me, “It was 
worth for this to die! Look! look!” 

“The sun was now right down upon the mountain top, and the red 
gleams fell upon my face, so that it was bathed in rosy light. With one 
impulse the men sank on their knees and a deep and earnest “Amen” 
broke from all as their eyes followed the pointing of his finger. The dying 
man spoke:— 

“Now God be thanked that all has not been in vain! See! the snow is not 
more stainless than her forehead! The curse has passed away! 

‘And, to our bitter grief, with a smile and in silence, he died, a gallant 
gentleman. 


Note 


Seven years ago we all went through the flames; and the happiness of 
some of us since then is, we think, well worth the pain we endured. Itis an 
‘added joy to Mina and to me that our boy's birthday is the same day as that 
‘on which Quincey Morris died. His mother holds, I know, the secret belief 
that some of our brave friend's spirit has passed into him. His bundle of 
names links all our little band of men together; but we call him Qu 

In the summer of this year we made a journey to Transylvania, anc 
went over the old ground which was, and is, to us so full of vivid and 
terrible memories. It was almost impossible to believe that the things 
which we had seen with our own eyes and heard with our own ears were 
living truths. Every trace of all that had been was blotted out, The castle 
stood as before, reared high above a waste of desolation. 

‘When we got home we were talking of the old time—which we could all 
Jock back on without despair, for Godalming and Seward are both happi- 
ly married. I took the papers from the safe where they had been ever since 
our return solong ago. We were struck with the fact, that in all the mass of 
material of which the record is composed, there is hardly one authentic 
document; nothing but a mass of typewriting, except the later notebooks 


of Mina and Seward and myself, and Van Hels 
could ary aik any onc cv did we wish to, oops es 
‘so wild a story. Van Helsi 


‘summed it all up as he said, with our boy 
his knee:— 


“We want no proofs; we ask none to believe us! This boy will some day 
know what a brave and gallant woman his mother is, Already he knows 
her sweetness and loving care; later on he will understand how some men 
so loved her, that they did dare much for her sake.” 

JONATHAN HARKER. 


THE TURN 
OF 
THE SCREW 


Henry James 


‘The story had held us, round the fire, sufficiently breathless, but except 
the obvious remark that it was gruesome, as, on Christmas Eve in an old 
house, a strange tale should essentially be, I remember no comment 
‘uttered tll somebody happened to say that it was the only case he had met 
in which such a visitation had fallen on a child. The case, I may mention, 
was that of an apparition in just such an old house as had gathered us for 
the occasion—an appearance, of a dreadful kind, toa little boy sleeping in 
the room with his mother and waking her up in the terror of it; waking 
her not to dissipate his dread and soothe him to sleep again, but to 
encounter also, herself, before she had shaken him, It was this observa- 
tion that drew from Douglas—not immediately, but later in the evening— 
a reply that had the interesting consequence to which I call attention. 
Someone else told a story not particularly effective, which Isaw he was not 
following, This I took fora sign that he had himself something to produce 
and that we should only have to wait. We waited in fact till wo nights later; 
butthat same evening, before we scattered, he brought out what was in his 
mind. 

"T quite agree—in regard to Griffin's ghost, or whatever it was—that its 
appearing first to the little boy, at so tender an age, adds a particular 
touch, But it’s not the first occurrence of its charming kind that I know to 
have involved a child. If the child gives the effect another turn of the 
screw, what do you say to two children —? 

“We say, of course,” somebody exclaimed, “that they give two turns!” 
Also that we want to hear about them.” 

I can see Douglas there before the fire, to which he had got up to 
present his back, looking down at his interlocutor with his hands in 

ts. “Nobody but me, till now, has ever heard. Its quite too horrible.” 
‘This, naturally, was declared by several voices to give the thing the utmost 
price, and our friend, with quiet art, prepared his triumph by turning his 
res over the rest of us and going on: “It's beyond everything. Nothing at 

I that I know touches it.: 

“For sheer terror?” I remember asking. 

He seemed to say it was not so simple as that; to be really at a loss how to 
‘qualify it. He passed his hand over his eyes, made a little wincing grimace. 
“For dreadful—dreadfulness!” 

“Oh, how delicious!” cried one of the women. 
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He took no notice of her; he looked at me, but as if, instead of me, he 
saw what he spoke of. “For general uncanny ugliness and horror and 


PA Well then,” I said, “just sit right down and begin.” 

He turned round to the fire, gave a kick to a log, watched it an instant 
‘Then as he faced us again: “I can't begin. I shall have to send to town, 
“There was a unanimous groan at this, and much reproach; after which, in 
his preoccupied way, he explained. “The story’s written. Its in a locked 
drawer—ithas not been out for years. I could write to my man and enclose 
the key; he could send down the packet as he finds it.” It was to me in 

articular that he appeared to propound this—appeared almost to appeal 
For aid not to hesitate. He had broken a thickness of ice, the formation of 
many a winter; had had his reasons for along silence. The others resented 
postponement, butt was just his scruples that charmed me. Tadjured him 
to write by the first post and to agree with us for an early hearing; then I 
asked him if the experience in question had been his own. To this his 
answer was prompt. “Oh, thank god, no!” 

“And is the record yours? You took the thing down?” 

“Nothing but the impression. 1 took that here"—he tapped his heart. 

ve never lost it.” 

“Then your manuscript— 
“Is in old, faded ink, and in the most beautiful hand.” He hung fire 

woman's. She has been dead these twenty years. She sent me the 
question before she died.” They were all listening now, and of 
course there was somebody to be arch, or at any rate to draw the infer- 
ence, But if he put the inference by without a smile it was also without 
irritation, “She was a most charming person, but she was ten years older 
than I. She was my sister’s governess,” he quietly said. "She was the most 
agreeable woman I've ever known in her position; she would have been 
worthy of whatever. It was long ago, and this episode was long before. I 
Was at Trinityyand 1 found her at home on my coming down the second 
summer. 1 was much there that year—it was a beautiful one; and we had, 
in her off-hours, some strolls and talks in the garden—talks in which she 
struck me as awfully clever and nice. Oh yes; don't grin: I liked her 
‘extremely and am glad to this day to think she liked me, too. If she hadn't 
she wouldn't have told me. She had never told anyone. It wasn't simply 
that she said so, but that I knew she hadn't, I was sure; I could see. You'll 
easily judge why when you hear.” 

“Because the thing had been such a scare? 

He continued to fix me. "You'll easily judge,” he repeated: “you will.” 

1 fixed him, too. “I see. She was in love.” 

He laughed for the first time. "You are acute, Yes, she was in love. That 
is, she had been. That came out—she couldn't tell her story without its 
coming out. I saw it, and she saw I saw it; but neither of us spoke of it. 1 
remember the time and the place—the corner of the lawn, the shade of 
the great beeches and the long, hot summer afternoon. It wasn'ta scene 
for a shudder; but oh—" He quitted the fire and dropped back into his 

“You'll receive the packet Thursday morning?” I inquired. 

“Probably not till the second post,” 

“Well then; after dinner—" 
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“You'll all meet me here?” He looked us round again. 
going?” It was almost the tone of hope. 

“Everybody will stay!" 

“I will—and J will!” cried the ladies whose departure had been fixed. 
Mrs, Griffin, however, expressed the need for a litle more light. "Who 
waz it se was in love with?” 

“The story will tell,” 1 took upon myself to reph 

“Oh, Lean wait for the sony" 

“The story won't tell,” said Douglas; “not in any literal, vulgar way.” 

“More's the pity, then. That’s the only way I ever understand.” 

“Won't you tell, Douglas?” somebody else inquired. 

He sprang to his feet again. “Yes—tomorrow. Now I must go to bed. 
Good night.” And quickly catching up a candlestick, he left us slightly 
bewildered. From our end of the great brown hall we heard hisstep on the 
stair; whereupon Mrs. Griffin spoke. “Well, if I don't know who she was is 
love with, I know who he was.” 

“She was ten years older,” said her husband, 

“Raison de plus—at that age! But it’s rather nice, his long reticence.” 

“Forty years!” Griffin put in. 

“With this outbreak at last.” 

“The outbreak,” I returned, “will make a tremendous occasion of 
Thursday night;” and everyone so agreed with me that, in the light of it 
we lost all attention for everything else. The last story, however incom- 
plete and like the mere opening of a serial, had been told; we handshook 
and “candlestuck,” as somebody said, and went to bed. 

Tknew the next day thata letter containing the key had, by the first post, 
gone off to his London apartments; but in spite of—or perhaps just on 
account of—the eventual diffusion of this knowledge we quite let him 
alone till after dinner, till such an hour of the evening, in fact, as might 
best accord with the kind of emotion on which our hopes were fixed. 
‘Then he became as communicative as we could desire and indeed gave us 
his best reason for being so, We had it from him again before the fire in 
the hall, as we had had our mild wonders of the previous night. It 
appeared that the narrative he had promised to read us really required 
for a proper intelligence a few words of prologue. Let me say here 
distinctly, to have done with it, that this narrative, from an exact transcript 
of my own made much later, is what I shall presently give, Poor Douglas, 
before his death—when it was in sight—committed to me the manuscript 
that reached him on the third of these days and that, on the same spot, 
with immense effect, he began to read to our hushed litle circle on the 
night of the fourth. The departing ladies who had said they would stay 
didn’t of course, thank heaven, stay: they departed, in consequence of 
arrangements made, in a rage of curiosity, as they professed, produced by 
the touches with which he had already worked us up. But that only made 
his litle final auditory more compact and select, kept it, round the hearth, 
subject to a common thrill $ 

‘The first of these touches conveyed that the written statement took up 
the tale at a point after it had, in a manner, begun. The fact to be in 

sion of was therefore that his old friend, the youngest of several 
daughters of a poor country parson, had, at the age of twenty, on taking 
Sn Tor thei frst time in the schoolroom, come up to London, in 
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trepidation, to answer in person an advertisement that had already placed 
her in brief correspondence with the advertiser. This person proved, on 
her presenting herself, for judgment, at a house in Harley Street, that 
impressed her as vast and imposing—this prospective patron proved a 
gentleman, a bachelor in the prime of life, such a figure as had never 
risen, save in a dream or an old novel, before a fluttered, anxious girl out 
of a Hampshire vicarage, One could easily fix his type: it never, happily, 
dies out, He was handsome and bold and pleasant, offhand and gay and 
kind. He struck her, inevitably, as gallant and splendid, but what took her 
most of all and gave her the courage she afterward showed was that he put 
the whole thing to her asa kind of favor, an obligation he should grateful- 
ly incur. She conceived him as rich, but as fearfully extravagant—saw him 
all in a glow af high fashion, of good looks, of expensive habits, of 
charming ways with women. He had for his own town residence a bi 
house filled with the spoils of travel and the trophies of the chase; but it 
‘was to his country home, an old family place in Essex, that he wished her 
immediately to proceed. 

He had been left, by the death of their parents in India, guardian to a 
small nephew and a small niece, children of a younger, military brother, 
‘whom he had lost two years before, These children were, by the strangest 
of chances for a man in his position—a lone man without the right sort of 
experience or a grain of patience—very heavily on his hands. It had all 
been a great worry and, on his own part doubtless, a series of blunders, 
but he immensely pitied the poor chicks and had done all he could; had in 

articular sent them down to his other house, the proper place for them 
Fring ofcourse the country, and kept them there, from the fist, with the 
best people he could find to look after them, parting even with his own 
servants to wait on them and going down himself, whenever he might, to 
see how they were doing. The awkward thing was that they had practically 
no other relations and that his own affairs took up all his time. He had put 
them in possession of Bly, which was healthy and secure, and had placed 
at the head of their little establishment—but below stairs only—an excel- 
lent woman, Mrs, Grose, whom he was sure his visitor would like and who 
had formerly been maid to his mother, She was now housekeeper and was 
also acting for the time as superintendent to the little girl, of whom, 
without children of her own, she was, by good luck, extremely fond. 
There were plenty of people to help, but of course the young lady who 
should go down as governess would be in supreme authority. She would 
also have, in holidays, to look after the small boy, who had been for a term 
atschool—young as he was to be sent, but what else could be done?—and 
‘who, as the holidays were about to begin, would be back from one day to 
the other. There had been for the two children at first a young lady whom 
they had had the misfortune to lose. She had done for them quite 
beautifully—she was a most respectable person—till her death, the great 
awkwardness of which had, precisely, left no alternative but the school for 
little Miles. Mrs. Grose, since then, in the way of manners and things, had 
doneas she could for Flora; and there were, further, a cook, a housemaid, 
a dairywoman, an old pony, an old groom, and an old gardener, all 
likewise thoroughly respectable. 

So far had Douglas presented his picture when someone puta question. 
“And what did the former governess die of?—of so much respectability?” 
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Our friend's answer was prompt. “That will come out, I don’t antici- 
Pate.” 

“Excuse me—! thought that was just what you are doing, 

“In her successors place,” I suggested, "I should have wished to earn if 
the office brought with it" 

“Necessary danger to life?” Douglas completed my thought. “She did 
wish to learn, and she did learn. You shall hear tomorrow what she 
learned. Meanwhile, of course, the prospect struck her as slightly grim. 
She was young, untried, nervous: it was a vision of serious duties and little 
company, of really great loneliness. She hesitated—took a couple of days 
to consult and consider. But the salary offered much exceeded her 
modest measure, and on a second interview she faced the music, she 
engaged.” And Douglas, with this, made a pause that, for the benefit of 
the company, moved me to throw in— 

“The moral of which was of course the sedu 
splendid young man. She succumbed to it.” 

He got up and, as he had done the night before, went tothe fire, gavea 
stirtoa log with his foot, then stood a moment with his back tous. “She saw 
him only twice.’ 

“Yes, but that's just the beauty of her passion.” 

A little to my surprise, on this, Douglas turned round to me. "It was the 
beauty of it: There were others,” he went on, “who hadn't succumbed. He 
told her frankly all his difficulty—that for several applicants the condi- 
tions had been prohibitive. They were, somehow, simply afraid. It sound- 
ed dull—it sounded strange; and all the more so because of his main 
condition.” 

"Which was—?" 

“That she should never trouble him—but never, never: neither appeal 
nor complain nor write about anything; only meet all questions herself, 
receive all moneys from his solicitor, take the whole thing over and let him 
alone. She promised to do this, and she mentioned to me that when, fora 
‘moment, disburdened, delighted, he held her hand, thanking her for the 
sacrifice, she already felt rewarded.” 

“But was that all her reward?” one of the ladies asked. 

“She never saw him again.” 

“Ohi” said the lady, which, as our friend immediately left us again, was 
the only other word of importance contributed to the subject till, the next 
night, by the corner of the hearth, in the best chair, he opened the faded 
Ted cover of a thin old-fashioned gilt-edged album. The whole thing took 
indeed more nights than one, but on the first occasion the same lady put 
another question, “What is your tile?” 

“I haven't one,” 

“Oh, I have!” I said. But Douglas, without heeding me, had begun to 
read with a fine clearness that was like a rendering to the ear of the beauty 
of his author's hand. 
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CHAPTER ONE 


I remember the whole beginning as a succession of flights and drops, a 
little seesaw of the right throbs and the wrong. After rising, in town, to 
meet his appeal, I had at all events a couple of very bad days—found 
myself doubtful again, felt indeed sure I had madea mistake. In thisstate 
of mind I spent the long hours of bumping, swinging coach that carried 
me to the stopping place at which I was to be met by a vehicle from the 
house. This convenience, 1 was told, had been ordered, and I found, 
toward the close of the June afternoon, a commodious fly in waiting for 
me. Driving at that hour, on a lovely day, through a country to which the 
summer sweetness seemed to offer me a friendly welcome, my fortitude 
mounted afresh and, as we turned into the avenue, encountered a re- 
prieve that was probably but a proof of the point to which it had sunk, I 
suppose I had expected, or had dreaded, something so melancholy that 
what greeted me was a good surprise. I remember as a most pleasant 
impression the broad, clear front, its open windows and fresh curtains 
and the pair of maids looking out; I remember the lawn and the bright 
flowers and the crunch of my wheels on the gravel and the clustered 
treetops over which the rooks circled and cawed in the golden sky. The 
scene had a greatness that made ita different affair from my own scant 
home, and there immediately appeared at the door, with a little girlin her 
hand, acivil person who dropped meas decenta curtsy as if I had been the 
mistress or a distinguished visitor. I had received in Harley Street a 
narrower notion of the place, and that, as I recalled it, made me think the 
proprietor still more of a gentleman, suggested that what I was to enjoy 
might be something beyond his promise, 

Thad no drop again till the next day, for 1 was carried triumphantly 
through the following hours by my introduction to the younger of my 
pupils, The litte girl who accompanied Mrs. Grose appeared to meon the 
spot a creature so charming as to make ita great fortune to have todo with 
her. She was the most beautiful child 1 had ever seen, and I afterward 
wondered that my employer had not told me more of her. I slept little that 
night—I was too much excited; and this astonished me, too, I recollect, 
remained with me, adding to my sense of the liberality with which I was 
treated. The large, impressive room, one of the best in the house, the 
great state bed, as | almost felt it, the full, figured draperies, the long 
glasses in which, for the first time, I could see myself from head to foot, all 
struck me—like the extraordinary charm of my small charge—as so many 
things thrown in. It was thrown in as well, from the first moment, that 1 
should get on with Mrs. Grose in a relation over which, on my way, in the 
coach, I fear 1 had rather brooded. The only thing indeed that in this 
early outlook might have made me shrink again was the clear circumst- 
ance of her being so glad to see me. I perceived within half an hour that 
she was so glad—stout, simple, plain, clean, wholesome woman—as to be 
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positively on her guard against showing it too much. I wondered even 
then a little why she should wish not to show it, and that, with reflection, 
ion, might of course have made me uneasy. 

ss in a connection 
with anything so beatific as the radiant image of my little girl, the vision of 
‘whose angelic beauty had probably more than anything else to do with the 
restlessness that, before morning, made me several times rise and wander 
about my room to take in the whole picture and prospect; to watch, from 
my open window, the faint summer dawn, to look at such portions of the 
rest of the house as I could catch, and to listen, while, in the fading dusk, 
the first birds began to twitter, for the possible recurrence of a sound or 
two, less natural and not without, but within, that I had fancied I heard. 
‘There had been a moment when I believed I recognized, faintand far, the 
cry of achild; there had been another when I found myself just conscious- 
ly starting as at the passage, before my door, of alight footstep. But these 
fancies were not marked enough not to be thrown off, and itis only in the 
light, or the gloom, I should rather say, of other and subsequent matters 
that they now come back to me. To watch, teach, “form” litle Flora would 
too evidently be the making of a happy and useful life. It had been agreed 
between us downstairs that after this first occasion I should have her as a 
matter of course at night, her small white bed being already arranged, to 
that end, in my room. What I had undertaken was the whole care of her, 
and she had remained, just this last time, with Mrs. Grose only asan effect 
of our consideration for my inevitable stangeness and her natural timid- 
ity. In spite of this timidity—which the child herself, in the oddest way in 
the world, had been perfectly frank and brave about, allowing it, without 
a sign of uncomfortable consciousness, with the deep, sweet serenity 
indeed of one of Raphael's holy infants, to be discussed, to be imputed to 
her, and to determine us—I felt quite sure she would presently like me. It 
was part of what I already liked Mrs. Grose herself for, the pleasure I 
could see her feel in my admiration and wonder as I sat at supper with 
four tall candles and with my pupil, in a high chair and a bib, brightly 
facing me, between them. over bread and milk, There were naturally 
things that in Flora's presence could pass between us only as prodigious 
and gratified looks, obscure and roundabout allusions. 

“And the little boy—does he look like her? Is he too so very remark- 
able?” 

‘One wouldn't flatter a child, "Oh, miss, most remarkable. If you think 
well of this one!"—and she stood there with a plate in her hand, beaming. 
at our companion, who looked from one of us to the other with placid 
heavenly eyes that contained nothing to check us. 

“Yes; if Í do—: 

“You will be carried away by the little gentleman!" 

“Well, that, I think, is what I came for—to be carried away. I'm afraid, 
however,” I remember feeling the impulse to add, “I'm rather easily 
carried away. I was carried away in London!” 

T can still see Mrs. Grose’s broad face as she took this in. 
Street?” 

“In Harley Street.” 

“Well, miss, you're not the first—and you won't be the last 

“Oh, I've no pretension,” I could laugh, “to being the only one. My 
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other pupil, at any rate, as I understand, comes back tomorrow?” 

“Not tomorrow—Friday, miss. He arrives, as you did, by the coach, 
under care of the guard, and is to be met by the same carriage.” 

I forthwith expressed that the proper as well as the pleasant and 
friendly thing would be therefore that on the arrival of the public con- 
veyance I should be in waiting for him with his little sister; an idea in 
which Mrs. Grose concurred so heartily that I somehow took her manner 
asa kind of comforting pledge—never falsified, thank heaven!—that we 
should on every question be quite at one. Oh, she was glad I was there! 

‘What I felt the next day was, I suppose, nothing that could be fairly 
called a reaction from the cheer of my arrival; it was probably at the most 
only a slight oppression produced by a fuller measure of the scale, as I 
walked round them, gazed up at them, took them in, of my new circumst- 
ances. They had, as it were, an extent and mass for which I had not been 
prepared and in the presence of which I found myself, freshly, alittle 
scared as well asa little proud. Lessons, in this agitation, certainly suffered. 
some delay; I reflected that my first duty was, by the gentlest arts I could 
contrive, to win the child into the sense of knowing me. I spent the day 
with her out-of-doors; I arranged with her, to her great satisfaction, thatit 
should be she, she only, who might show me the place. She showed it step 
by step and room by room and secret by secret, with droll, delightful, 
childish talk about it and with the result, in half an hour, of our becoming 
immense friends. Young as she was, I was struck, throughout our little 
tour, with her confidence and courage with the way, in empty chambers 
and dull corridors, on crooked staircases that made me pauseand even on 
the summit of an old machicolated square tower that made me dizzy, her 
‘morning music, her disposition to tell me so many more things than she 
asked, rang out and led me on. I have not seen Bly since the day I left it, 
and I daresay that to my older and more informed eyes it would now 
appear sufficiently contracted. But as my litle conductress, with her hair 
of gold and her frock of blue, danced before me round corners and 
ppattered down passages, I had the view ofa castle of romance inhabited by 
a rosy sprite, such a place as would somehow, for diversion of the young 
idea, take all color out of storybooks and fairytales. Wasn't it just a 
storybook over which I had fallen adoze and adream? No; it was a big, 
ugly, antique, but convenient house, embodying a few features of a 
building still older, half-replaced and half-utilized, in which I had the 
fancy of our being almost as lost as a handful of passengers in a great 
drifting ship. Well, I was, strangely, at the helm! 


CHAPTER Two 


This came home to me when, two days later, I drove over with Flora to 
meet, as Mrs. Grose said, the litle gentleman; and all the more for an 
incident that, presenting itself the second evening, had deeply discon- 
certed me. The first day had been, on the whole, as 1 have expressed, 
Teassuring; but was to see it wind up in keen apprehension. The postbag, 
that evening—it came late—contained a letter for me, which, however, in 
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the hand of my employer, I found to be composed but of a few words 
enclosing another, addressed to Msc witha seal still unbroken, This, 
Trecognize, is from the headmaster, and the headmaster's an awful bore. 
Read him, please; deal with him; but mind you don't report. Nota word. 
T'm off!” I broke the seal with a great effort—so great a one that I was a 
long time coming to it; took the unopened missive at last up to my room 
and only attacked it just before going to bed. I had better have let it wait úll 
‘morning, for it gave me a second sleepless night. With no counsel to take, 
the next day, I was full of distress; and it finally got so the better of me that 
I determined to open myself at least to Mrs. Grose. 

“What does it mean? The child's dismissed his school.” 

She gave mea look that I remarked at the moment; then, visibly, with a 
quick blankness, seemed to try to take it back. “But aren't they all—?" 

e yet Buel fae vicholue Milesmy never pobaek 

all; 
p T TIE E 

“They absolutely decline.” 

At this she raised her eyes, which she had turned from me; I saw them 
fill with good tears. "What has he done?” 

1 hesitated; then I judged best simply to hand her my letter—which, 
however, had the effect of making her, without taking it, simply put her 
hands behind her. She shook her head sadly. “Such things are not for me, 


My counselor couldn't read! I winced at my mistake, which Lattenuated 

as could, and opened my letter again to repeatitto her; then, faltering in 

theact and fldingitup once more, I putitback în my pocket, "Is he really 
= 

“The tears were still in her eyes: “Do the gentlemen say so? 

“They go into no particulars. They simply express their regret that it 
should be impossible to keep him. That can have only one meaning.” Mrs, 
Grose listened with dumb emotion: she forbore to ask me what this 
‘meaning might be; so that, presently, to put the thing with some coher- 
ence and with the mere aid of her presence to my own mind, I went on: 
“That he's an injury to the others 

‘At this, with one of the quick turns of simple folk, she suddenly flamed 
up. “Master Miles! Aim an injury?” 

"There was such a flood of good faith in it that, though I had notyetseen 
the child, my very fears made me jump to the absurdity of the idea. L 
found myself, to meet my friend the better, offering it, on the spot, 
sarcastically. “To his poor litte innocent mates!” 

“It’s too dreadful,” cried Mrs. Grose, "to say such cruel things! Why, 
he’s scarce ten years old.” 

“Yes, yes; it would be incredible.” < 

She was evidently grateful for such a profession. “See him, miss, first. 
Then believe it!” 1 felt forthwith a new impatience to see him; it was the 
beginning of a curiosity that, for all the next hours, was to deepen almost 
to pain. Mrs, Grose was aware, I could judge, of what she had produced in 
me, and she followed it up with assurance. “You might as well believe it of 
the litle lady. Bless her," she added the next moment—"look at her!” 

Í turned and saw that Flora, whom, ten minutes before, I had estab- 
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lished in the schoolroom with a sheet of white paper, a pencil, and a coy 
of nice “round o's,” now presented herself to view at the open door, SÌ 
expressed in her little way an extraordinary detachment from disagree- 
able duties, looking to me, however, with a great childish light that 
seemed to offer it as a mere result of the affection she had conceived for 
my person, which had rendered necessary that she should follow me. I 
needed nothing more than this to feel the full force of Mrs. Grose’s 
‘comparison, and, catching my pupil in my arms, covered her with kisses in 
which there was a sob of atonement, 

Nonetheless, the rest of the day I watched for further occasion to 
approach my colleague, especially as, toward evening, I began to fancy 
she rather sought to avoid me. I overtook her, I remember, on the 
staircase; we went down together, and at the bottom I detained her, 
holding her there with a hand on her arm. "I take what you said to meat 
noon as a declaration that you've never known him to be bad.” 

She threw back her head; she had clearly, by this time, and very 
honestly, adopted an attitude. “Oh, never known him—I don't pretend 
that!” 

T was upset again, “Then you have known him—: 

"Yes indeed, miss, thank God!” 

On reflection I accepted this. "You mean that a boy who never is —?" 

“Is no boy for me!” 

Theld her tighter. "You like them with the spirit to be naught 
keeping pace with her answer, “So do I!" I eagerly brought out, 
to the degree to contaminate—' 

“To contaminate?”—my big word left her at a loss, I explained it. “To 
corrupt.” 

She stared, taking my meaning in; but it produced in heran odd laugh. 
"Are you afraid he'll corrupt you?” She put the question with such a fine 
bold humor that, with a laugh, a litle silly doubtless, to match her own, 1 
gave way for the time to the apprehension of ridicule. 

But the next day, as the hour for my drive approached, I cropped up in 
another place. “What was the lady who was here before 

“The last governess? She was also young and pretty—almost as young 
and almost as pretty, miss, even as you,” 

“Ah, then, 1 hope her youth and her beauty helped her!" 1 recollect 
throwing off. “He seems to like us young and pretty!" 

“Oh, he did,” Mrs, Grose assented: “it was the way he liked everyone!” 
She had no sooner spoken indeed than she caught herself up. “I mean 
that’s his way—the master's 

I was struck. “But of whom did you speak first?” 

She looked blank, but she colored. "Why, of him.” 

“OF the master? 

“OF who else? 

‘There was so obviously no one else that the next moment I had lost my 
impression of her having accidentally said more than she meant; and 1 
merely asked what I wanted to know. "Did she see anything in the 

re 

“That wasn't right? She never told me." 

Thad a scruple, but I overcame it. “Was she careful—particular?” 
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Mrs. Grose appeared to try to be conscientious. “About some things— 
yes. 
“But not about all 


Again she considered, “Well, miss—she's gone. I won't tell tales." 

Tquite understand your feeling,” I hastened to reply; but I thought it, 
after an instant, not opposed to this concession to pursue: "Did she die 
here?” 

“No—she went off." 

1 don't know what there was in this bfevity of Mrs, Grose's that struck 
meas ambiguous. “Went off to die?" Mrs. Grose looked straight out of the 
window, but I felt that, hypothetically, I had a right to know what young 
persons engaged for Bly were expected to do. “She was taken ill, you 
mean, and went home?" 

“She was not taken ill, so far as appeared, in this house: She left it, atthe 
end of the year, to go home, as she said, for a short holiday, to which the 
time she had put in had certainly given her a right. We had then a young 
woman—a nursemaid who had stayed on and who was a good girl ani 
clever; and she took the children altogether for the interval. But our 
young lady never came back, and at the very moment I was expecting her 
Theard from the master that she was dead.” 

1 turned this over. “But of what?" 

“He never told mel But please; ris" said Mrs; Grose; “I mustgettomy 
work.” 


CHAPTER THREE 


Her thus turning her back on me was fortunately not, for my just 
preoccupations, a snub that could check the growth of our mutual esteem. 
We met, after I had brought home little Miles, more intimately than ever 
on the ground of my stupefaction, my general emotion: so monstrous was 
T then ready to pronounce it that such a child as had now been revealed to 
me should be under an interdict, Iwas a litle late on the scene, and I felt, 
as he stood wistfully looking out for me before the door of theinn at which 
the coach had put him down, that I had seen him, on the instant, without 
and within, in the great glow of freshness, the same positive fragrance of 
purity, in which I had, from the first moment, seen his little sister. He was 
incredibly beautiful, and Mrs. Grose had put her finger on it: everything 
buta sort of passion of tenderness for him was sweptaway by his presence. 
What I then and there took him to my heart for was something divine that 
L have never found to the same degree in any child—his indescribable 
little air of knowing nothing in the world but love. It would have been 
impossible to carry a bad name with a greater sweetness of innocence, and 
by the time 1 had got back to Bly with him I remained merely bewil- 
dered —so far, that is, as I was not outraged—by the sense of the horrible 
letter locked up in my room, in a drawer. As soon as I could compass a 
private word with Mrs. Grose I declared to her that it was grotesque 

‘She promptly understood me, “You mean the cruel charge—?" 
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“It doesn't live an instant, My dear woman, look at him!" 
She smiled at my pretention to have discovered his charm. "I assure 

you, miss, I do nothing else! What will you say, then?” she immediately 

added, i 

“In answer to the letter?” 1 had made up my mind. 

“And to his uncle?” 

1 was incisive. "Nothing. 

“And to the boy himself? 

1 was wonderful. "Nothing." 

She gave with her apron a great wipe to her mouth. “Then I'll stand by 
you. We'll see it out r 

“We'll see it out!” I ardently echoed, giving her my hand to make it a 

She held me there a moment, then whisked up herapron again with her 
detached hand. “Would you mind, miss, if I used the freedom—" 

“To kiss me? No!” I took the good creature in my arms and, after we 
had embraced like sisters, felt still more fortified and indignant. 

‘This, at all events, was for the time: a time so full that, as I recall the way 
it went, it reminds me of all the art I now need to make it a little distinct, 
What I look back at with amazement is the situation I accepted. I had 
undertaken, with my companion, to see it out, and I was under a charm, 
apparently, that could smooth away the extent and the far and difficult 
connections of such an effort, I was lifted aloft on a great wave of 
infatuation and pity. I found it simple, in my ignorance, my confusion, 
and perhaps my conceit, to assume that 1 could deal with a boy whose 
education for the world was all on the point of beginning. I am unable 
even to remember at this day what proposal I framed for the end of his 
holidays and the resumption of his studies. Lessons with me, indeed, that 
charming summer, we all had a theory that he was to have; but I now feel 
that, for weeks, the lessons must have been rather my own, I learned 
something—at first, certainly—that had not been one of the teachings of 
my small, smothered life; learned to be amused, and even amusing, and 
not to think for the morrow. It was the first time, in a manner, that I had 
known space and air and freedom, all the music of summer and all the 
mystery of nature, And then there was consideration—and consideration. 
was sweet. Oh, it was a trap—not designed, but deep—to my imagination, 
to my delicacy, perhaps to my vanity; to whatever, in me, was most 
excitable. The best way to picture it all is to say that I was off my guard. 
‘They gave me so litte trouble—they were of a gentleness so extraordin- 
ary. [used to speculate—but even this with a dim disconnectedness—as to 
how the rough future (for all futures are rough!) would handle them and 
might bruise them. They had the bloom of health and happiness; and yet, 
as if 1 had been in charge of a pair of little grandees, of princes of the 
blood, for whom everything, to be right, would have to be enclosed and 
protected, the only form that, in my Fancy, the afteryears could take for 
them was that of a romantic, a really royal extension of the garden and the 
park. It may be, of course, above all, that what suddenly broke into this 
gives the previous time a charm of stillness—that hush in which some- 
thing gathers or crouches. The change was actually ike the spring of a 

east. 

In the first weeks the days were long; they often, at their finest, gave me 
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what I used to call my own hour, the hour when, for my pupils, teatime 
and bedtime having come and gone, I had, before my final retirement, a 
small interval alone, Much as I liked my companions, this hour was the 
thing in the day I liked most; and I liked it best of all when, as the light 
faded—or rather, I should say, the day lingered and the last calls of the 
last birds sounded, in a flushed sky, from the old trees—I could take a 
turn into the grounds and enjoy, almost with a sense of property that 
amused and flattered me, the beauty and dignity of the place. It was a 
pleasure at these moments to feel myself tranquil and justified; doubtless, 
perhaps, also to reflect that by my discretion, my quiet good sense and 
general high propriety, I was giving pleaure—if he ever thought of 
it! to the person to whose pressure I had responded, What I was doing 
‘was what he had earnestly hoped and directly asked of me, and that I 
could, after all, do it proved even a greater joy than I had expected. I 
daresay I fancied myself, in short, a remarkable young woman and took 
comfort in the faith that this would more publicly appear. Well, I needed 
to be remarkable to offer a front to the remarkable things that presently 
gave their first sign. 

It was plump, one afternoon, in the middle of my very hour: the 
children were tucked away, and I had come out for my stroll. One of the 
thoughts that, as I don't in the least shrink now from noting, used to be 
with me in these wanderings was that it would be as charming as a 
charming story suddenly to meet someone. Someone would appear there 
at the turn of a path and would stand before me and smile and approve. I 
didn't ask more than that—I only asked that he should know; and the only 
way to be sure he knew would be to see it, and the kind light of it, in his 
handsome face. That was exactly present to me—by which I mean the face 
‘was—when, on the first of these occasions, at the end of along June day, I 
stopped short on emerging from one of the plantations and coming into 
View of the house. What arrested me on the spot—and with a shock much 
greater than any vision had allowed for—was the sense that my imagina- 
tion had, ina flash, turned real. He did stand there!—but high up, beyond 
the lawn and at the very top of the tower to which, on that first morning, 
little Flora had conducted me. This tower was one of a pait—square, 
incongruous, crenelated structures—that were distinguished, for some 
reason, though I could see little difference, as the new and the old. They 
flanked opposite ends of the house and were probably architectural 
absurdities, redeemed in a measure indeed by not being wholly disen- 

aged nor of a height too pretentious, dating, in their gingerbread anti- 
a from a romantic revival that was already a respectable past, 1 
admired them, had fancies about them, for we could all profitin a degree, 
especially when they loomed through the dusk, by the grandeur of their 
‘actual battlements; yet it was not at such an elevation that the figure I had 
30 often invoked seemed most in place. 

It produced in me, this figure, in the clear twilight, I remember, two 
distinct gasps of emotion, which were sharply, the shock of my first and 
that of my second surprise. My second was a violent perception of the 
mistake of my first: the man who met my eyes was not the person I had 
precipitately supposed. There came to me thus a bewilderment of vision 
Bf which, after these years, there is no living view that I can hope to give. 
‘An unknown man in a lonely place isa permitted object of fear toa young 
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woman privately bred; and the figure that faced me was—a few more 
seconds assured me—as little anyone else I knew as it was the image that 
had been in my mind, I had not seen it in Harley Street—I had not seen it 
anywhere. The place, moreover, in the strangest way in the world, had, on 
the instant, and by the very fact of its appearance, become a solitude. To 
me at least, making my statement here with a deliberation with which 1 
have never made it, the whole feeling of the moment returns, It was as if, 
while I took in—what I did take in—all the rest of the scene had been 
stricken with death. I can hear again, as I write, the intense hush in which 
the sounds of evening dropped. The rooks stopped cawing in the golden 
sky, and the friendly hour lost, for the minute, all its voice, But there was 
no other change in nature, unless indeed it were a change that I saw with a 
stanger sharpness. The gold was still in the sky, the clearness in the air, 
and the man who looked at me over the battlements was as definite as a 
picture ina frame. That's how I thought, with extraordinary quickness, of 
each person that he might have been and that he was not. We were 
confronted across our distance quite long enough for me to ask myself 
with intensity who then he was and to feel, as an effect of my inability to 
say, a wonder that in a few instants more became intense. 

‘The great question, or one of these, is, afterward, I know, with regard 
to certain matters, the question of how long they have lasted. Well, this 
matter of mine, think what you will of it, lasted while I caught at a dozen 
possibilites, none of which made a difference for the better, that I could 
see, in there having been in the house—and for how long, above all—a 
person of whom I was in ignorance. It lasted while I just bridled a little 
with the sense that my office demanded that there should be no such 
ignorance and no such person. It lasted while this visitant, at all events— 
and there was a touch of the stange freedom, as I remember, in the sign of 
familiarity of his wearing no hat—seemed to fix me, from his position, 
with just the question, just the scrutiny through the fading light, that his 
‘own presence provoked. We were too far apart to call to each other, but 
there was a moment at which, at shorter range, some challenge between 
us, breaking the hush, would have been the right result of our straight 
mutual stare, He was in one of the angles, the one away from the house, 
very erect, as it struck me, and with both hands on the ledge. So T saw him 
as I see the letters I form on this page: then, exactly, after a minute, as ifto 
add to the spectacle, he slowly changed his place—passed, looking at me 
hard all the while, to the opposite corner of the platform, Yes, I had the 
sharpest sense that during this transit he never took his eyes from me, and 
Lean see at this moment the way his hand, as he went, passed from one of 
the crenelations to the next. He stopped at the other corner, but less long, 
and even ashe tuned away sill markedly fixed me. He turned away: that 
was all 1 knew. 
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CHAPTER Four 


ion, for more, for I was rooted 
as deeply as I was shaken. Was there a “secret” at Bly—a mystery of 
Udolpho or an insane, an unmentionable relative kept in unsuspected 
confinement? I can’t say how long I turned it over, or how long, in a 
confusion of curiosity and dread, Í remained where I had had my col- 
lision; 1 only recall that when I re-entered the house darkness had quite 
closed in. Agitation, in the interval, certainly had held me and driven me, 
for I must, in circling about the place, have walked three miles; but I was 
to be, later on, so much more overwhelmed that this mere dawn of alarm 
‘was a comparatively human chill. the most singular part of it, in fact— 
singular as the rest had been—was the part I became, in the hall, aware of 
in meeting Mrs. Grose. This picture comes back to me in the general 
train—the impression, as I received it on my return, of the wide white 
panelled space, bright in the lamplight and with its portraits and red 
Carpet, and of the good surprised look of my friend, which immediately 
told me she had missed me. It came to me straightway, under her contact, 
that, with plainheartiness, mere relieved anxiety at my appearance, she 
knew nothing whatever that could bear upon the incident I had there 
ready for her. I had not suspected in advance that her comfortable face 
‘would pull me up, and I somehow measured the importance of what I had 
seen by my thus finding myself hesitate to mention it. Scarce anything in 
the whole history seems to me so odd as this fact that my real beginning of 
fear was one, as I may say, with the instinct of sparing my companion. On 
the spot, accordingly, in the pleasant hall and with her eyes on me, I, fort 
reason that I couldn't then have phrased, achieved an inward resolu- 
tion—offered a vague pretext for my lateness and, with the plea of the 
beauty of the night and of the heavy dew and wet feet, went as soon as 
possible to my room. 

Here it was another affair; here, for many days after, it was a queer 
affair enough, There were hours, from day to day—or atleast there were 
moments, snatched even from clear duties—when I had to shut myself up 
to think, It was not so much yet that I was more nervous than I could bear 
to be as that I was remarkably afraid of becoming so; for the truth 1 had 
now to turn over was, simply and clearly, the truth that I could arriveat no 
account whatever of the visitor with whom I had been so inexplicably and 
yet, as it seemed to me, so intimately concerned. It took li 
that I could sound without forms of inquiry and without exciting remark 
any domestic complication, The shock I had suffered must have shar- 
pened all my senses; I feltsure, at theend of three daysand as the result of 
mere closer attention, that I had not been practiced upon by the servants 
nor made the object of any “game.” Of whatever it was that I knew, 
nothing was known around me. There was but one sane inference: 
someone had taken a liberty rather gross. That was what, repeatedly, I 
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dipped into my room and locked the door to say to myself. We had been, 
collectively, subject to an intrusion; some unscrupulous traveler, curious 
in old houses, had made his way in unobserved, enjoyed the prospect 
from the best point of view, and then stolen out as he came. If he had 
given me such a bold hard stare, that was but a part of his indiscretion, 
‘The good thing, after all, was that we should surely see no more of him. 

‘This was not so good a thing, I admit, as not to leave me to judge that 
what, essentially, made nothing else much signify was simply my charm- 
ing work. My charming work was just my life with Miles and Flora, and 
through nothing could I so like it as through feeling that I could throw 
myself into it in trouble, The attraction of my small charges was a constant 
joy, leading me to wonder afresh at the vanity of my original fears, the 
distaste I had begun by entertaining forthe probable gray prose of my 
office. There was to be no gray prose, it appeared, and no long grind; so 
how could work not be charming that presented itself as daily beauty? It 
was all the romance of the nursery and the poetry of the schoolroom, I 
don’t mean by this, of course, that we studied only fiction and verse: 1 
‘mean I can express no otherwise the sort of interest my companions 
inspired. How can I describe that except by saying that instead of growing 
used to them—and it’s a marvel for a governess: I call the sisterhood to 
witness!—I made constant fresh discoveries. There was one direction, 
assuredly, in which these discoveries stopped: deep obscurity continued 
to cover the region of the boy’s conduct at school. It had been promptly 

iven me, I have noted, to face that mystery without a pang, Perhaps even 
it would be nearer the truth to say that—without a word—he himself had 
cleared it up. He had made the whole charge absurd, My conclusion 
bloomed there with the real rose flush of his innocence: he was only too 
fine and fair for the little horrid, unclean school world, and he had paid a 
price for it. I reflected acutely that the sense of such differences, such 
superiorities of quality, always, on the part of the majority—which could 
include even stupid, sordid headmasters—turns infallibly to the vindic- 
tive, 

Both the children had a gentleness (it was their only fault, and it never 
made Miles a muff) that kept them—how shall 1 express it?—almost. 
impersonal and certainly quite unpunishable. They were like the cherubs 
of the anecdote, who had—morally, at any rate—nothing to whack! 1 
remember feeling with Miles in especial as if he had had, as it were, no 
history. We expect of a small child a scant one, but there was in this 
‘beautiful ttle boy something extraordinarily sensitive, yet extraordinari- 
ly happy, that more than in any creature of his age I have seen, struck me 
as beginning anew each day. He had never for a second suffered. I took 
this asa direct disproof of his having really been chastised, If he had been 
wicked he would have “caught” it, and I should have caught it by the 
rebound—I should have found the trace. I found nothing at all, and he 
‘was therefore an angel. He never spoke of his school, never mentioned a 
comrade or a master; and I, for my part, was quite too much disgusted to 
allude to them. Of course I was under the spell, and the wonderful partis 
that, even at the time, I perfectly knew I was, But I gave myself up to it; it 
was an antidote to any pain, and I had more pains than one. 1 was in 
receipt in these days of disturbing letters from home, where things were 
not going well, But with my children, what things in the world mattered? 
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‘That was the question I used to put to my scrappy retirements. 1 was 
dazzled by their loveliness.” ar eS 
There was a Sunday—to get on—when it rained with such force and for 
so many hours that there could be no procession to church; in conse- 
juence of which, as the day declined. 1 had arranged with Mrs. Grose 
that, should the evening show improvement, we would attend together 
the late service. The rain happily stopped, and I prepared for our walk, 
which, through the park and by the good road to the village, would bea 
‘matter of twenty minutes. Coming downstairs to meet my colleague in the 
hall, I remembered a pair of gloves that had required three stitches and 
that had received them—with a publicity perhaps not edifying—while I 
sat with the children at their tea, served on Sundays, by exception, in that 
cold, clean temple of mahogany and brass, the “grown-up” dining room. 
‘The gloves had been dropped there, and I turned in to recover them. The 
day was gray enough, but the afternoon light still lingered, and it enabled 
me, on crossing the threshold, not only to recognize, on a chair near the 
wide window, then closed, the articles I wanted, but to become aware ofa 
srson on the other side of the window and looking straight in, One step 
into the room had sufficed; my vision was instantaneous; it was all there. 
The person looking straight in was the person who had already appeared 
to me. He appeared thus again with I won't say greater distinctness, for 
that was impossible, but with a nearness that represented a forward stride 
in our intercourse and made me, as I met him, catch my breath and turn 
cold. He was the same—he was the same, and seen, this time, as he had 
been seen before, from the waist up, the window, though the dining room 
was on the ground floor, not going down tothe terrace on which he stood. 
His face was close to the glass, yet the effect of his better view wa 
strangely, only to show me how intense the former had been. He re- 
mained but a few seconds—long enough to convince me he also saw and 
recognized; but it was as if I had been looking at him for years and had 
known him always. Something, however, happened this time that had not 
happened before; his stare into my face, through the glass and across the 
room, was as deep and hard as then, but it quitted me for a moment 
during which 1 could still watch it, see it fix successively several other 
things. On the spot there came to me the added shock of a certitude thatit 
was not for me he had come there. He had come for someone else. 
‘The flash of this knowledge—for it was knowledge in the midst of 
dread—produced in me the most extraordinary effect, started, as I stood 
there, asudden vibration of duty and courage. I say courage because I was 
beyond all doubt already far gone. I bounded straight out of the door 
again, reached that of the house, got, in an instant, upon the drive, and 
ing along the terrace as fast as I could rush, turned a corner and came 
full in sight. But it was in sight of nothing now—my visitor had vanished. 1 
stopped, I almost dropped, with the real relief of this; but I took in the 
whole scene—I gave him time to reappear. I call it time, but how long was 
1? I can't speak to the purpose today of the duration of these things. That 
kind of measure must have left me: they couldn't have lasted as they 
‘actually appeared to me to last, The terrace and the whole place, the lawn 
and the garden beyond it, all I could see of the park, were empty with a 
great emptiness, There were shrubberies and big trees, but I remember 
the clear assurance I felt that none of them concealed him. He was there 
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‘or was not there: not there if I didn't see him. 1 got hold of this; then, 
instinctively, instead of returning as I had come, went to the window. It 
was confusedly present to me that I ought to place myself where he had 
stood. I did so; I applied my face to the pane and looked, as he had looked, 
into the room. As if, at this moment, to show me exactly what his range 
had been, Mrs, Grose, as I had done for himself just before, came in from 
the hall. With this I had the full image ofa repeiition of what had already 
occurred. She saw me as I had seen my own visitant; she pulled up short as 
Thad done; I gave her something of the shock that I had received. She 
turned white, and this made me ask myself if had blanched as much. She 
stared, in short, and retreated on just my lines, and I knew she had then 
passed out and come round to me and that I should presently meet her. I 
Temained where I was, and while I waited I thought of more things than 
one. But there’s only one I take space to mention. I wondered why she 
should be scared. 


CHAPTER Five 


Oh, she let me know as soon as, round the corner of the house, she 
loomed again into view. “What in the name of goodness is the mat- 
ter—?” She was now flushed and out of breath. 

1 said nothing till she came quite near. “With me?” I must have made a 
wonderful face. “Do I show it 

“You're as white as a sheet. You look awful.” 

I considered; I could meet on this, without scruple, any innocence. My 
need to respect the bloom of Mrs. Grose's had dropped, without a rustle, 
from my shoulders, and if I wavered for the instant it was not with what T 
kept back. 1 put out my hand to her and she took it; I held her hard a little, 
liking to feel her close to me. There was a kind of support in the shy heave 
of her surprise. “You came for me for church, of course, but I can't go.” 

“Has anything happened?” 

“Yes, You must know now. Did I look very queer?" 

“Through this window? Dreadful!” 

1 said, "I've been frightened." Mrs. Grose’s eyes expressed 
plainly that she had no wish to be, yet also that she knew too well her place 
hot to be ready to share with me any marked inconvenience. Oh, it was 
quite settled that she must share! “Just what you saw from the dining room 
a minute ago was the effect of that. What / saw—just before—was much 
worse.” 

Her hand tightened. "What was it 

“An extraordinary man. Looking i 

“What extraordinary man?” 

“I haven't the least idea.’ 

Mrs, Grose gazed round us in vain, “Then where is he gone?” 

“I know still Tess.” 


She could only look at me harder. “Do you mean he's a stranger?" 
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“Oh, very much!” 

“Yet you didn't tell me?” 

“No—for reasons. But now that you've guessed— 

Mrs. Grose's round eyes encountered this change. “Ah, I haven't 

guessed!” she said very simply, "How can I if you don't imagine?” 

“I don't in the very least.” 

“You've seen him nowhere but on the tower?” 

“And on this spot just now.” 

Mrs. Grose looked round again. “What was he doing on the tower? 

“Only standing there and looking down at me.” 

She though a minute. "Was he a gentleman?” 

p Seina f ais need 10 think, “Na She gazed inr deeper onder. 
“No” 
“Then nobody about the place? Nobody from the village?” 

“Nobody—nobody. 1 didn’t tell you, but I made sure.” 

She breathed a vague relief: this was, oddly, so much to the good. It 
only went indeed a little way. "But if he isn't a gentleman—" 

“What is he? He's a horror.” 

“A horror?” 

“He's—God help me if I know what he is!” 

Mrs. Grose looked round once more; she fixed her eyes on the duskier 
distance, then pulling herself together, turned to me with abrupt incon- 
sequence, "It’s time we should be at church.” 

“Oh, I'm not fit for church!” 

“Won't it do you good?” 

“Te won't do them——" I nodded at the house. 

“The children?” 

T can't leave them now.” 
‘You're afraid —?" 

1 spoke boldly. “I'm afraid of him." 

Mrs. Grose’ large face showed me, at this, for the first time, the faraway 
faint glimmer of a consciousness more acute: 1 somehow made out in it 
the delayed dawn of an idea I myself had not given her and that wasas yet 
quite obscure to me. It comes back to me that | thought instantly of this as 
Something 1 could get from her; and 1 felt it to be connected with the 
desire she presently showed to know more. "When was it—on the tower?” 

“About the middle of the month, At this same hour.” 

“Almost at dark,” said Mrs. Grose. 

“Oh, no, not nearly. I saw him as I see you.” 

“Then how did he get in?" 

“And how did he get out?” I laughed. “I had no opportunity to ask him! 
This evening, you see,” I pursued, “he has not been able to get in.” 

“He only peeps?” 

“I hope it will be confined to that!” She had now let go my hands she 
turned away a little, T waited an instant; then 1 brought out: “Go to 
church. Goodbye. 1 must watch.” 

Slowly she faced me again. “Do you fear for them?” 

We met in another long look, "Don't you?” Instead of answering she 
came nearer to the window and, for a minute, applied her face to the 

Jass. “You see how he could see,” I meanwhile went on. 

‘She didn't move. “How long was he here?” 
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“Till I came out. I came to meet him. 

‘Mrs, Grose at last turned round, and there was still more in her face. "7 
couldn't have come out.” 

“Neither could I!” I laughed again. “But I did come. I have my duty.” 

“So have I mine,” she replied; after which she added: "What is he like?” 

“Tye been dying to tell you. But he's like nobod) 

“Nobody?” she echoed. 

“He has no hat.” Then seeing in her face that she already, in this, with a 
deeper dismay, found a touch of picture, I quickly added stroke to stroke. 
“He has red hair, very red, close-curling, and a pale face, long in shape, 
with straight, good features and little, rather queer whiskers that are as 
redas his hair. His eyebrows are, somehow, darker; they look particularly 
arched and as if they might move a good deal. His eyes are sharp, 
strange—awfully; but I only know clearly that they're rather small and 
very fixed. His mouth's wide, and his lips are thin, and except for his little 
‘whiskers he’s quite clean-shaven. He gives me a sort of sense of looking 
like an actor, 

“An actor!” It was impossible to resemble one less, at least, than Mrs, 
Grose at that moment 

“Tve never seen one, but so I suppose them. He's tall, active, erect,” I 
continued, “but never—no, never!—a gentleman.’ 

My companion's face had blanched as I went on; her round eyes started 
and her mild mouth gaped. “A gentleman?” she gasped, confounded, 
stupefied: “a gentleman he?” 

“You know him then’ 

She visibly tried to hold herself. “But he js handsome?” 

1 saw the way to help her. “Remarkably!” 

“And dressed —?" 

“In somebody's clothes. They're smart, but they're not his own." 

She broke into a breathless affirmative groan: “They're the master's!” 

1 caught it up. “You do know him?" 


She faltered but a second, " she cried. 
“Quint?” 
“Peter Quint—his own man, his valet, when he was here!” 


“When the master was?” 

Gaping still, but meeting me, she pieced itall together, “He never wore 
his hat, but he did wear—well, there were waistcoats missed. They were 
both here—last year. Then the master went, and Quint was alone,” 

1 followed, but halting a little. “Alone?” 

“Alone with us.” Then, as from a deeper depth, “In charge," she added. 

“And what became of him?" 

She hung fire so long that I was still more mystified, "He went, too," she 
brought out at last, 

“Went where?" 
aidie e*PFesion, at this, became extraordinary. “God knows where! He 

lied.” 

Died?” 1 almost shrieked. 

ie seemed fairly to square herself, plant herself more firmly to 
the wonder of it. “Yes, Mr, Quint is dead.” he kine 
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CHAPTER SIX 


Tt took of course more than that particular passage to place us together 
in presence of what we had now to live with as we could—my dreadful 
liability to impressions of the order so vividly exemplified, and my com- 
panion’s knowledge, henceforth—a knowledge half consternation and 
half compassion—of that liability. There had been, this evening, after the 
revelation that left me, for an hour, so prostrate—there had been, for 
either of us, no attendance on any service but a little service of tears and 
vows, of prayers and promises, a climax to the series of mutual challenges 
and pledges that had straightway ensued on our retreating together to the 
schoolroom and shutting ourselves up there to have everything out. The 
result of our having everything out was simply to reduce our situation to 
the last rigor of its elements, She herself had seen nothing, not the shadow 
of a shadow, and nobody in the house but the governess was in the 
governess's plight; yet she accepted without directly impugning my sanity 
the truth as I gave it to her, and ended by showing me, on this ground, an 
awestricken tenderness, an expression of the sense of my more than 
{questionable privilege, of which the very breath has remained with me as 
that of the sweetest of human charities, 

What was settled between us, accordingly, that night, was that we 
thought we might bear things together; and I was not even sure that, in 
spite of her exemption, it was she who had the best of the burden, I knew 
Atthis hour, I think, as well as I knew later, what I was capable of meeting 
to shelter my pupils; butit took me some time to be wholly sure of what my 
honest ally was prepared for to keep terms with so compromising a 
contract. I was queer company enough—quite as queer as the company I 
received; but as I trace over what we went through 1 see how much 
Common ground we must have found in the one idea that, by good 
fortune, could steady us. It was the idea, the second movement, that led me 
straight out, as I may say, of the inner chamber of my dread. I could take 
the air in the court, at least, and there Mrs, Grose could join me. Perfectly 
can I recall now the particular way strength came to me before we 
Separated for the night, We had gone over and over every feature of what 
Thad seen. 

“He was looking for someone else, you say—somcone who was not 
you?” 
VOe was looking for little Miles.” A portentous clearness now possessed 
me. “That's whom he was looking for.” 

“But how do you know?" 

“I know, I know, I know!” My exaltation grew. “And you know, my 
dear!” 

She didn’t deny this, but I required, 1 felt, not even so much telling as 
that, She resumed in a moment, at any rate: "What if he should see him?” 

“Tittle Miles? That's what he wants!” 
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She looked immensely scared again. “The child?” À 

“Heaven forbid! The man, He wants to appear to them.” That he might 
wasan awful conception, and yet, somehow, I could keep itat bay; which, 
moreover, as we lingered there, was what I succeeded in practically 
proving. I had an absolute certainty that I should see again what I had 
already seen, but something within me said that by offering myself brave- 
ly as the sole subject of such experience, by accepting, by inviting, by 
surmounting it all, I should serve as an expiatory victim and guard the 
tranquility of my companions, The children, in especial, 1 should thus 
fence about and absolutely save. I recall one of the last things I said that 
night to Mrs. Grose, A 

“It does strike me that my pupils have never mentioned—" 

She looked at me hard as I musingly pulled up. “His having been here 
and the time they were with him?” 

“The time they were with him, and his name, his presence, his history, 
in any way.” 

‘Oh, the litle lady doesn’t remember. She never heard or knew," 
"The circumstances of his death?” T thought with some intensity 
‘Pethaps not. But Miles would remember—Miles would know." 

“Ah, don't try him!” broke from Mrs, Grose. 

1 returned her the look she had given me, “Don't be afraid.” 1 con- 
tinued to think. “It is rather odd," 

“That he has never spoken of him?” 

“Never by the least allusion. And you tell me they were igreat friends'2” 

"Oh, it wasn't him!” Mrs. Grose with emphasis declared. “It was Quint’s 
‘own fancy. To play with him, I mean—to spoil him.” She paused a 
moment; then she added: “Quint was much too free.” 

This gave me, straight from my vision of his face—such a face!—a 
sudden sickness of disgust. "Too free with my boy?" 

“Too free with everyone!” 

1 forbore, for the moment, to analyze this description further than by 
the reflection that a part of it applied to several of the members of the 
houschold, of the half-dozen maids and men who were still of our small 
colony. But there was everything, for our apprehension, in the lucky fact 
that no discomfortable legend, no perturbation of scullions, had ever, 
‘within anyone's memory attached to the kind old place. It had neither bad 
name nor ill fame, and Mrs. Grose, most apparently, only desired to cling 
to me and to quake in silence, I even put her, the very last thing of all, to 
the test, It was when, at midnight, she had her hand on the schoolroom 
door to take leave, “I have it from you then—for it's of great importance— 
that he was definitely and admittedly bad?" 

“Oh, not admittedly. / knew it—but the master didn't" 

“And you never told him? 

“Well, he didn't like tale-bearing—he hated complaints, He was terribly 
short with anything of that kind, and if people were all right to him——" 

“He wouldn't be bothered with more?” This squared well enough with 
my impression of him: he was not a trouble-loving gentleman, nor so very 
particular perhaps about some of the company he kept, All the same, 1 
pressed my interlocutress. “I promise you 7 would have told!" 

She felt my discrimination. “I daresay I was wrong, But, really, 1 was 
afraid.” 
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“Afraid of what” 

“OF things that man could do. Quint was so clever—he was so deep." 

L took this in stil more than, probably, Ishowed, “You weren't afraid of 
anything else? Not of his effec?” 

“His effect?” she repeated with a face of anguish and waiting while I 
faltered, 

“On innocent litle precious lives. They were in your charge.” 

“No, they were not in mine!” she roundly and distressfully returned. 
“The master believed in him and placed him here because he was sup- 
posed not to be well and the country air so good for him. So he had 
everything to say, Yes"—she let me have it—“even about them. 

“Them—that creature?” I had to smother a kind of howl. 
could bear it!” 

“No. I couldn't—and I can't now!" And the poor woman burst into 
tears. 

‘A rigid control, from the next day, was, as I have said, to follow them; 
yet how often and how passionately, for a week, we came back together to 
the subject! Much as we had discussed it that Sunday night, 1 was, in the 
immediate later hours in especial—for it may be imagined whether I 
slept—stll haunted with the shadow of something she had not told me. I 
myself had kept back nothing, but there was a word Mrs, Grose had kept 
back, I was sure, moreover, by morning, that this was not from a failure of 
frankness, but because on every side there were fears. It seems to me 
indeed, in retrospect, that by the time the morrow’s sun was high 1 had 
restlessly read into the fact before us almost all the meaning they were to 
receive from subsequent and more cruel occurrences, What they gave me 
above all was just the sinister figure of the living man—the dead one 
would keep awhile!—and of the months he had continuously passed at 
Bly, which, added up, made a formidable stretch, The limit of this evil 
time had arrived only when, on the dawn of a winter's morning, Peter 
Quint was found, by a laborer going to early work, stone dead on the road 
from the village: a catastrophe explained—superficially at least—by a 
visible wound to his head; such a wound as might have been produced— 
and as, on the final evidence, had been—by a fatal slip, in the dark and 
after leaving the public house, on the steepish icy slope, a wrong path 
altogether, at the bottom of which he lay, The icy slope, the turn mistaken 
at night and in liquor, accounted for much—practically, in the end and 
After the inquest and boundless chatter, for everything; but there had 
been matters in his life—strange passages and perils, secret disorders, 
vices more than suspected—that would have accounted for a good deal 
more, 

T scarce know how to put my story into words that shall be a credible 
picture of my state of mind; but I was in these days literally able to find a 
Joy in the extraordinary fight of heroism the occasion demanded of me. I 
how saw that I had been asked for a service admirable and difficult; and 
there would bea greatness in letting itbe seen—oh, in the right quarter! — 
that I could succeed where many another girl might have failed, It was an 
immense help to me—I confess I rather applaud myself as I look back!— 
that I saw my service so strongly and so simply, 1 was there to protect and 
defend the little creatures in the world the most bereaved and the most 
lovable, the appeal of whose helplessness had suddenly become only too 
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explicit, a deep, constant ache of one's own committed heart. We were cut 
Off really, together; we were united in our danger. They had nothing but 
me, and I—well, 1 had them, It was in short a magnificent chance, This 
chance presented itself to me in an image richly material, I was a screen— 
Twas to stand before them, The more I saw, the less they would. I began to 
watch them in a stifled suspense, a disguised excitement that might well, 
had it continued too long, have turned to something like madness. What 
saved me, as I now see, was that it turned to something else altogether. It 
didn't last as suspense—it was superseded by horrible proofs. Proofs, I 
say, yes—from the moment 1 really took hold 

This moment dated from an afternoon hour that I happened to spend 
in the grounds with the younger of my pupils alone. We had left Miles 
indoors. on the red cushion ofa deep window seat he had wished to finish 
abook, and I had been glad to encourage a purpose so laudable in a young 
man whose only defect was an occasional excess of the restless. His sister, 
on the contrary, had been alert to come out, and I strolled with her halfan 
hour, seeking the shade, for the sun was still high and the day exceptional- 
ly warm. I was aware afresh, with her, as we went, of how, like her brother, 
she contrived—it was the charming thing in both children—to let me 
alone without appearing to drop me and to accompany me without 
Appearing to surround. They were never importunate and yet never 
listless. My attention to them all really went to seeing them amuse them- 
selves immensely without me: this was a spectacle they seemed actively to 
prepare and that engaged meas an active admirer. | walked in a world of 
their invention—they had no occasion whatever to draw upon mine; so 
that my time was taken only with being, for them, some remarkable 
person or thing that the game of the moment required and that was 
merely, thanks to my superior, my exalted stamp, a happy and highly 
distinguished sinecure. I forget what 1 was on the present occasion; I only 
remember that I was something very important and very quiet and that 
Flora was playing very hard. We were on the edge of the lake, and, as we 
had lately begun geography, the lake was the Sea of Azof, 

Suddenly, in these circumstances, 1 became aware that, on the other 
side of the Sea of Azof, we had an interested spectator. The way this 
knowledge gathered in me was the strangest thing in the world—the 
strangest, that is, except the very much stranger in which it quickly 
merged itself. I had sat down witha piece of work—for I was something or 
other that could sit—on the old stone bench which overlooked the ponds 
and in this position T began to take in with certitude, and yet without 
direct vision, the presence, at a distance, of a third person, The old trees, 
the thick shrubbery, made a great and pleasant shade, but it was all 
suffused with the brightness of the hot, still hour. There was no ambiguity 
in anything; none whatever, at least, in the conviction I from one moment 
to another found myself forming as to what I should see straight before 
me and across the lake as a consequence of raising my eyes. They were 
attached at this juncture to the stitching in which Iwas engaged, and I can 
feel once more the spasm of my effort not to move them till T should so 
have steadied myself as to be able to make up my mind what to do. There 
was an alien object in view—a figure whose right of presence I instant 
passionately questioned. I recollect counting over perfectly the possi 
ties, reminding myself that nothing was more natural, for instance, than, 
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the appearance of one of the men about the place, or even of a messenger, 
a postman, or a tradesman's boy, from the village. That reminder had as 
He effect on my practical certitude as T was conscious—atill even without 
looking—of its having upon the character and attitude of our visitor. 
Nothing was more natural than that these things should be the other 
things that they absolutely were not. 

Of the positive identity of the apparition I would assure myself as soon 
as the small clock of my courage should have ticked out the right second; 
meanwhile, with an effort that was already sharp enough, I transferred 
my eyes straight to little Flora, who, at the moment, was about ten yards 
away. My heart had stood still for an instant with the wonderand terror of 
the question whether she too would see; and I held my breath while 1 
waited for what a cry from her, what some sudden innocent sign either of 
interest or of alarm, would tell me. 1 waited, but nothing came; then, in 
the first place—and there is something more dire in this, I feel, than in 
anything I have to relate—1 was determined by a sense that, within a 
minute, all sounds from her had previously dropped; and, in the second, 
by the circumstance that, also within the minute, she had, in her play, 
turned her back to the water. This was her attitude when I at last looked at 
her—looked with the confirmed conviction that we were still, together, 
under direct personal notice. She had picked up a small flat piece of 
wood, which happened to have in it a litte hole that had evidently 
suggested to her the idea of sticking in another fragment that might 
figure as a mast and make the thing a boat. This second morsel, as 1 
watched her, she was very markedly and intently attempting to tighten in 
its place. My apprehension of what she was doing sustained me so that 
after some seconds I felt I was ready for more. Then I again shifted my 
eyes—I faced what I had to face, 


SEVEN 


1 got hold of Mrs. Grose as soon after this as I could; and I can give no 
intelligible account of how I fought out the interval. Yet I still hear myself 
cryas | fairly threw myself into her arms: “They know—it’s too monstrous: 

y know, they know!” 
‘And what on earth—?" I felt her incredulity as she held me. 
‘Why, all that we know—and heaven knows what else besides!" Then, as 
she released me, I made it out to her, made it out perhaps only now with 
full coherency even to myself, "Two hours ago, in the garden"—I could 
scarce articulate—"Flora sau!” 

“Mrs. Grose took it as she might have taken a blow in the stomach. "She 
has told you?" she panted. 

“Not a word—that's the horror. She kept it to herself! The child of 
eight, that child!” Unutterable still, for me, was the stupefaction of it. 

Mrs, Grose, of course, could only gape the wider. “Then how do you 
know?” 

| was there—I saw with my eyes: saw that she was perfectly aware.” 

“Do you mean aware of him?" 
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“No—of her.” I was consciousas Ispoke that I looked prodigious things, 
for I got the slow reflection of them in my companion’s face, “Another 
person—this time; but a figure of quite as unmistakable horror and evil: a 
woman in black, pale and dreadful—with such an air also, and such a 
face|—on the other side of the lake. I was there with the child—quiet for 
the hour; and in the midst of it she came.” 

"Came how—from where?” 

“From where they come from! She just appeared and stood there—but 
not so near.” 

“And without coming nearer?" 

“Oh, for the effect and the feeling, she might have been as close as you!” 

My friend, with an odd impulse, fell back a step. "Was she someone 

you've never seen?” 
A Yes! But someone the child hes! Someone you have Thea, 10 ahaw 
how T had thought it all out: "My predecessor—the one who died.” 
Miss Jessel?” 
iss Jessel. You don't believe me?” I pressed. 
She turned right and left in her distress. “How can you be sure?” 

‘This drew from me, in the state of my nerves, a flash of impatience, 
“Then ask Flora—she's sure!” But I had not sooner spoken than I caught 
myself up. "No, for God's sake, don't! She'll say she isn't—she'l lie!” 

Mrs. Grose was not too bewildered instinctively to protest. "Ah, how can 
you?" 

“Because I'm clear, Flora doesn't want me to know,” 

“I's only then to spare you." 

“No, no—there are depths, depths! The more 1 go over it, the more 1 
see init, and the more I see init, the more I fear. I don't know what I don't 
see—what I don't fear!” 

Mrs, Grose tried to keep up with me. “You mean you're afraid of seeing, 
her again? 
na Oh no; thats nothing—now!" Then 1 explained. 

But my companion only looked wan. “I don't understand you." 

“Why, it’s that the child may keep it up—and that the child assuredly 
will—without my knowing it.” 

At the image of this possibility Mrs. Grose for a moment collapsed, yet 
presently to pull herself together again, as if from the positive force of the 
sense of what, should we yield an inch, there would really be to give way 
to. “Dear, dear—we must keep our heads! And after all, if she doesn't 

She even tried a grim joke. “Perhaps she likes it!" 
Likes such things— a scrap of an infant 
“Isn't it just a proof of her blessed innocence?” my friend bravely 
inquired. 

She brought me, for the instant, almost round. “Oh, we must clutch at 
‘that—we must cling to it! If it isn't a proof of what you say, it’s a proof 
of—God knows what! For the woman's. a horror of horrors.” 

Mrs. Grose, at this, fixed her eyes a minute on the ground; then at last 
raising them, “Tell me how you know," she said. 

Then you admit it's what she was?” I cried. 
ell me how you know,” my friend simply repeated, 
Know? By seeing her! By the way she looked.” 


It’s of not seeing 
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“At you, do you mean—s0 wickedly?” 

“Dear me, no—I could have borne that. She gave me never a glance. 
She only fixed the child.” 

Mrs. Grose tried to see it, “Fixed her? 

“Ah, with such awful eyes!” 

She stared at mine asif they might really have resembled them. “Do you 
mean of dislike?” 

“God help us, no. Of something much worse.” 

“Worse than dislike?"—this left her indeed at a loss. 

“With a determination—indescribable, With a kind of fury of inten- 
tion.” 

T made her turn pale. “Intention?” 

“To get hold of her.” Mrs, Grose—her eyes just lingering on mine— 
gave a shudder and walked to the window; and while she stood there 
looking out I completed my statement. “That's what Flora knows.” 

“After a little she turned round. “The person was in black you say? 

In mourning—rather poor, almost shabby. But—yes—with extraor- 
dinary beauty.” I now recognized to what 1 had at last, stroke by stroke, 
brought the victim of my confidence, for she quite visibly weighed this. 
“Oh, handsome—very, very,” 1 insisted; “wonderfully handsome. But 
infamous.” 

She slowly came back to me. “Miss Jessel—was infamous.” She once 
more took my hand in both her own, holding it as tight as if to fortify me 
against the increase of alarm I might draw from this disclosure. “They 
were both infamous,” she finally said. 

So, for a little, we faced it once more together; and I found absolutely a 
degree of help in seeing it now sostraight. "I appreciate,” T said, “the great 
decency of your not having hitherto spoken} but the time has certainly 
Come to give me the whole thing.” She appeared to assent to this, but still 
only in silence; seeing which I went on: "I must have it now. Of what did 
she die? Come, there was something between them.” 

“There was everything.” 

“In spite of the difference 

“Oh, of their rank, their condition”—she brought it woefully out. “She 
was a lady.” 

T turned it over: 1 again saw. "Yes—she was a lady,” 

*And he so dreadfully below,” said Mrs. Grose. 

1 felt that I doubtless needn't press too hard, in such company, on the 
place of a servant in the scale: but there was nothing to prevent an 
Acceptance of my companion’s own measure of my predecessor's abase- 
ment There was a way to deal with that, and I dealt; the more readily for 
my full vision—on the evidence—of our employer's late clever, good- 
fooking “own” man; impudent, assured, spoiled, depraved. “The fellow 
was a hound. 

‘Mes. Grose considered as if it were perhaps a little a case for a sense of 
shades. “I've never seen one like him. He did what he wished." 

“With her?” 

“With them all.” 

twas as if now in my friend's own eyes Miss Jessel had again appeared, 
1 seemed at any rate, for an instant, to see their evocation of her as 
distinclly as I had seen her by the pond; and I brought out with decisio 
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“It must have been also what she wished!” 3 

Mrs. Grose's face signified that it had been indeed, but she said at the 
same time: "Poor woman—she paid for it!” 

“Then you do know what she died of?" 1 asked. 

“No—I know nothing. I wanted not to know; I was glad enough I 
didn't; and I thanked heaven she was well out of this!” 

“Yet you had, then, your idea—" 

“Of her real reason for leaving? Oh, yes—as to that. She couldn't have 
stayed. Fancy ithere—fora governess! And afterward I imagined—and I 
still imagine, And what I imagine is dreadful.” 

“Not so dreadful as what / do,” 1 replied; on which I must have shown 
her—as I was indeed but too conscious—a front of miserable defeat, It 
‘brought out again all her compassion for me, and atthe renewed touch of 
her kindness my power to resist broke down. 1 burst, as I had, the other 
time, made her burst, into tears; she took me to her motherly breast, and 
‘my lamentation overflowed. “I don't do it!” I sobbed in despair; “I don't 
save or shield them! Ir’s far worse than I dreamed—they're lost!” 


CHAPTER EIGHT 


What 1 had said to Mrs. Grose was true enough: there were in the 
matter I had put before her depths and possibilities that I lacked resolu- 
tion to sound; so that when we met once more in the wonder of it we were 
ofa common mind about the duty of resistance to extravagant fancies. We 
were to keep our heads if we should keep nothing else—difficult indeed 
as that might be in the face of what, in our prodigious experience, was 
least to be questioned. Late that night, while the house slept, we had 
another talk in my room, when she went all the way with meas to its being 
beyond doubt that I had seen exactly what I had seen. To hold her 
perfectly in the pinch of that, I found I had only to ask her how, if I had 
“made it up,” I came to be able to give, of each of the persons appearing to 
me, a picture disclosing, to the last detail, their special marksa portrait 
on the exhibition of which she had instantly recognized and named them, 

She wished of course—small blame to her!—to sink the whole subject; and 
1 was quick toassure her that my own interestin it had now violently taken 
the form of a search for the way to escape from it, I encountered her on 
the ground of a probability that with recurrence—for recurrence we took 
for granted-—I should get used to my danger, distinctly professing that 
my personal exposure had suddenly become the least of my discomforts, 
Ic was my new suspicion that was intolerable; and yet even to this com: 
plication the later hours of the day had brought a little ease, 

On leaving her, after my first outbreak, I had of course returned to my 
pupils, associating the right remedy for my dismay with that sense of their 
charm which I had already found to be a thing I could positively cultivate 
and which had never failed me yet. I had simply, in other words, plunged 
afresh into Flora’s special society and there become aware—it wasalmest a 
luxury!—that she could put her little conscious hand straight upon the 
spot that ached. She had looked at me in sweet speculation and then had 
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accused me to my face of having “cried.” 1 had supposed I had brushed 
away the ugly signs: but T could fiterally—for the time, at all events— 
rejoice, under this fathomless charity, that they had not entirely di 
appeared. To gaze into the depths of blue of the child’s eyes and pro- 
ounce their loveliness a trick of premature cunning was to be guilty of a 
cynicism in preference to which I naturally preferred to abjure my judg- 
ment and, so far as might be, my agitation. I couldn't abjure for merely 
wanting to, but I could repeat to Mrs. Grose—as I did there, over and 
over, in the small hours—that with their voices in the air, their pressure on 
‘one’s heart, and their fragrant faces against one’s cheek, everything fell to 
the ground but their incapacity and their beauty, It was a pity that, 
somehow, to settle this once for all, I had equally to re-enumerate the 
signs of subtlety that, in the afternoon, by the lake, had made a miracle of 
my show of self-possession, It was a pity to be obliged to reinvestigate the 
certitude of the moment itself and repeat how it had come to me as a 
revelation that the inconceivable communion 1 then surprised was a 
‘matter, for either party, of habit. It was a pity that I should have had to 
quaver out again the reasons for my not having, in my delusion, so much 
as questioned that the little girl saw our visitant even as I actually saw Mrs. 
Grose herself, and that she wanted, by just so much as she did thus see, to 
make me suppose she didn't, and at the same time, without showing 
anything, arrive at a guess as to whether I myself did! It was a pity that T 
needed once more to describe the portentous little activity by which she 
Sought to divert myattention—the perceptible increase of movement, the 
greater intensity of play, the singing, the gabbling of nonsense, and the 
invitation to rom; 

Yetif I had not indulged, to prove there was nothing init, in this review, 
1 should have missed the two or three dim elements of comfort that still 
remained to me. I should not for instance have been able to asseverate to 
my friend that I was certain—which was so much to the good—that J at 
Teast had not betrayed myself: 1 should not have been prompted, by stress 
of need, by desperation of mind—I scarce know what to call it—to invoke 
such further aid to intelligence as might spring from pushing my col- 
Teague fairly to the wall, She had told me, bit by bit, under pressure, a 
great deal; but a small shifty spot on the wrong side of ital still sometimes 
Brushed my brow like the wing of a bat; and 1 remember how on this 
oceasion—for the sleeping house and the concentration alike of our 
danger and our watch seemed to help—I felt the importance of giving the 
fast jerk to the curtain, “I don't believe anything so horrible,” I recollect 
saying: “no, let us put it definitely, my dear, that I don't, But if I did, you 
know. there's a thing I should require now, just without sparing you the 
Teast bit more—oh, not a scrap, come!—to get out of you. What was it you 
had in mind when, in our distress, before Miles came back, over the letter 
from his school, you said, under my insistence, that you didn't pretend for 
him that he had not literally ever been ‘bad? He has nat literally ‘ever,’ in 
these weeks that | myself have lived with him and so closely watched him; 
he has been an imperturbable little prodigy of delightful, lovable good- 
ness, Therefore you might perfectly have made the claim for him if you 
fad not, as it happened, seen an exception to take. What was your 
‘exception, and to what passage in your personal observation of him did 
you refer?” 
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It was a dreadfully austere inquiry, but levity was not our note, and, at 
any rate, before the gray dawn admonished us to separate I had got my 
answer. What my friend had had in mind proved to be immensely to the 
purpose. It was neither more nor less than the circumstance that for a 
period of several months Quint and the boy had been perpetually 
together. It wasin fact the very appropriate truth that she had ventured to 
criticize the propriety, to hint at the incongruity, of so close an alliance, 
and even to goso far on the subject as a frank overture to Miss Jessel. Miss 
Jessel had, with a most strange manner, requested her to mind her 
business, and the good woman had, on this, directly approached little 
Miles. What she had said to him, since I pressed, was that she liked to see 
young gentlemen not forget their station. 

1 pressed again, of course, at this. “You reminded him that Quint was 
only a base menial?” 

“As you might say! And it was his answer, for one thing, that was bad.” 

“And for another thing?” I waited. “He repeated your words to Qui 

“No, not that, It's just what he wouldn't!" she could still impress upon 
me. “I was sure, at any rate,” she added, “that he didn't. But he denied 
certain occasions." 

‘What occasions?’ 

“When they had been about together quite as if Quint were his tutor— 
and a very grand one—and Miss Jessel only for the little lady. When he 
had gone off with the fellow, I mean, and spent hours with him,” 

“He then prevaricated about it—he said he hadn't?" 

Her assent was clear enough to cause me to add ina moment: "I see, He 
lied.” 

“Oh!” Mrs. Grose mumbled, This wasa suggest 
which indeed she backed up by a further remark." 
Jessel didn’t mind. She didn't forbid him." 

1 considered. “Did he put that to you as justification?" 

At this she dropped again. “No, he never spoke of it.” 

“Never mentioned her in connection with Quint?” 

She saw, visibly flushing, where I was coming out, “Well, he didn’t show 
anything. He denied,” she repeated; “he denied,’ 

Lord, how I pressed her now! “So that you could see he knew what was 
between the two wretches?” 

“I don't know—I don’t know!" the poor woman groaned, 

“You do know, you dear thing,” I replied; “only you haven't my dread- 
ful boldness of mind, and you keep back, out of timidity and modesty and 
delicacy, even the impression that, in the past, when you had, without my 
aid, to flounder about in silence, most of all made you miserable. But 1 
shall get it out of you yet! There was something in the boy that suggested 
to you,” I continued, “that he covered and concealed their relation.’ 

“Oh, he couldn't prevent" 

‘our learning the truth? I daresay! But, heavens,” I fell, with vehe- 
mence, athinking, “what it shows that they must, to that extent, have 
succeeded in making of him!" 

“Ah, nothing that’s not nice now!" Mrs. Grose lugubriously pleaded. 
don’t wonder you looked queer,” I persisted, “when I mentioned to 
you the letter from his school 1” 

“I doubt if I looked as queer as you!" she retorted with homely force. 


thatit didn't matter; 
‘ou see, afterall, Miss 


an niall 


-” 


‘THE TURN OF THE SCREW 665 


“And if he was so bad thenas that comes to, how is he such an angel now?" 

“Yes, indeed—and if he wasa fiend at school! How, how, how? Well," 1 
said in my torment, “you must put it to me again, but I shall not be able to 
tell yau for some days. Only, putit to me again!" I cried ina way that made 
my friend stare, “There are directions in which I must not for the present 
let myself go.” Meanwhile I returned to her first example—the one to 
which she had just previously referred—of the boy's happy capacity for 
an occasional slip, "If Quint—on your remonstrance atthe time you speak 
‘of—was a base menial, one of the things Miles said to you, I find myself 
guessing, was that you were another.” Again her admission was so ade- 
quate that I continued: "And you forgave him that?" 

“Wouldn't you?” 

‘Oh, yes!” And we exchanged there, in the stillness, a sound of the 
oddest amusement, Then I went on: "At all events, while he was with the 
man—" 

“Miss Flora was with the woman. It suited them all!" 

It suited me, too, I felt, only too well; by which T mean that it suited 
‘exactly the particularly deadly view I was in the very act of forbidding 
myself to entertain, But I so far succeeded in checking the expression of 
this view that I will throw, just here, no further light on it than may be 
offered by the mention of my final observation to Mrs, Grose, "His having 
lied and been impudent are, I confess, less engaging specimens than I had 
hoped to have from you of the outbreak in him of the little natural man. 
Still,” I mused, “They must do, for they make me feel more than ever that 
T must watch.” 

Temade me blush, the next minute, to see in my friend!’s face how much 
more unreservedly she had forgiven him than her anecdote struck me as 
presenting to my own tenderness an occasion for doing. This came out 
When, at the schoolroom door, she quitted me. "Surely you don't accuse 
Deca 

"OF carrying on an intercourse that he conceals from me? Ah, remem- 
ber that, until further evidence, I now accuse nobody.” Then, before 
shutting her out to go, by another passage, to her own place, “I must just 
wait,” I wound up. 


CHAPTER NINE 


1 waited and waited, and the days, as they elapsed, took something from 
my consternation. A very few of them, in fact, passing, in constant sight of 
my pupils, without a fresh incident, sufficed to give to grievous fancies 
and even to odious memories kind of brush of the sponge. I have spoken 
Of the surrender to their extraordinary childish grace as a thing I could 
Sctively cultivate, and it may be imagined if 1 neglected now to address 
myself to this source for whatever it would yield, Stranger than I can 
express, certainly, was the effort to struggle against my new lights; it 
would doubtless have been, however, a greater tension still had it not been 
fo frequently successful. I used to wonder how my litle charges could 
help guessing that 1 thought strange things about them; and the circum- 
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stance that these things only made them more interesting was not by itself 
a direct aid to keeping them in the dark. I trembled lest they should see 
that they were so immensely more interesting. Putting things at the worst, 
at all events, as in meditation 1 so often did, any clouding of their 
innocence could only be—blameless and foredoomed as they were—a 
reason the more for taking risks. There were moments when, by an 
irresistible impulse, I found myself catching them up and pressing them 
to my heart, As soon as 1 had done so I used to say to myself: "What will 
they think of that? Doesn’tit betray too much?” It would have been easy to 
get into a sad, wild tangle about how much I might betray; but the real 
account, I feel, of the hours of peace that I could still enjoy was that the 
immediate charm of my companions wasa beguilement still effective even 
under the shadow of the possibility that it was studied. For if it occurred to 
me that I might occasionally excite suspicion by the little outbreaks of my 
sharper passion for them, so too I remember wondering if I mightn'tseea 
queerness in the traceable increase of their own demonstrations. 

‘They were at this period extravagantly and preternaturally fond of me; 
which, after all, I could reflect, was no more than a graceful response in 
children perpetually bowed over and hugged, The homage of which they 
were so lavish succeeded, in truth, for my nerves, quite as well as if I never 
Appeared to myself, as I may say, literally to catch them ata purpose in it. 
They had never, I think, wanted to do so many things for their poor 
protectress; 1 mean—though they got their lessons better and better, 
‘which was naturally what would please her most—in the way of diverting, 
entertaining, surprising her; reading her passages, telling her stories, 
acting her charades, pouncing out at her, in disguises, as animals and 
historical characters, and above all astonishing her by the "pieces" they 
had secretly got by heart and could interminably recite. I should never get 
to the bottom—were I to let myself go even now—of the prodigious 

rivate commentary, all under still more private correction, with which, 
în these days, I overscored their full hours. They had shown me from the 
first a facility for everything, a general faculty which, taking a fresh start, 
achieved remarkable flights. They got their little tasks as if they loved 
them, and indulged, from the mere exuberance of the gift, in the most 
‘unimposed little miracles of memory. They not only popped out at me as 
tigers and as Romans, but as Shakespeareans, astronomers, and naviga- 
tors. This was so singularly the case that it had presumably much to do 
with the fact as to which, at the present day, I am at a loss for a different 
explanation: 1 allude to my unnatural composure on the subject of 
another school for Miles. What I remember is that I was content not, for 
the time, to open the question, and that contentment must have sprung 
from the sense of his perpetually striking show of cleverness. He was too 
clever for a bad governess, for a parson's daughter, to spoil; and the 
strangest if not the brightest thread in the pensive embroidery I just spoke 
of was the impression I might have got, if 1 had dared to work it out, that 
he was under some influence operating in his small intellectual life asa 
tremendous incitement 

Ifit was easy to reflect, however, that such a boy could postpone school, 
it was at least as marked that for such a boy to have been "kicked out” by a 
schoolmaster was a mystification without end, Let me add that in their 
company now—and I was careful almost never ta be out of it—I could 
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follow no scent very far. We lived in a cloud of music and love and success 
and private theatricals, The musical sense in each of the children was of 
the quickest, but the elder in especial had a marvelous knack of catching 
and repeating. The schoolroom piano broke into all gruesome fancies; 
and when that failed there were confabulations in corners, with a sequel 
‘of one of them going out in the highest spirits in order to “come in” as 
something new. I had had brothers myself, and it was no revelation to me 
that litle girls could be slavish idolaters of little boys. What surpassed 
everything was that there was a little boy in the world who could have for 
the inferior age, sex, and intelligence so fine a consideration. They were 
extraordinarily at one, and to say that they never either quarreled or 
complained is to make the note of praise coarse for their quality of 
sweetness. Sometimes, indeed, when I dropped into coarseness, I 
srhaps came across traces of litle understandings between them by 
which one of them should keep me occupied while the other slipped away. 
There is a naive side, 1 suppose, in all diplomacy; but if my pupils 
yracticed upon me, it was surely with the minimum of grossness. It was all 
in the other quarter that, after a lull, the grossness broke out. 

1 find that I really hang back; but I must take my plunge. In going on 
with the record of what was hideous at Bly, I not only challenge the most 
liberal faith—for which I little care; but—and this is another matter—I 
renew what I myself suffered, Fagain push my way through it to the end. 
‘There came suddenly an hour after which, as Took back, the affair seems 
tome to have been all pure suffering; but I have at least reached the heart 
fit, and the straightest road out is doubtless to advance. One evening— 
with nothing to lead up or to prepare it— felt the cold touch of the 
impression that had breathed on me the night of my arrival and which, 
much lighter then, as I have mentioned, I should probably have made 
little of in memory had my subsequent sojourn been less agitated. I had 
not gone to bed; I sat reading by a couple of candles, There was a roomful 
of old books at Bly—last-century fiction, some of it, which, to the extent of 
‘a distinctly deprecated renown, but never to so much as that of a stray 
specimen, had reached the sequestered home and appealed to the un- 
avowed curiosity of my youth. I remember that the book I had in my hand 
was Fielding’s Amelia; also that 1 was wholly awake. I recall further both a 
general conviction that it was horribly late and a particular objection to 
fooking at my watch. I figure, finally, that the white curtain draping, in 
the fashion of those days, the head of Flora's little bed, shrouded, as Thad 
assured myself long before, the perfection of childish rest. I recollect in 
Short that, though I was deeply interested in my author, I found myself, at 
the turn ofa page and with his spell all scattered, looking straight up from 
him and hard at the door of my room. There was a moment during which 
Tlistened, reminded of the faint sense I had had, the first night, of there 
being something undefinably astir in the house, and noted the soft breath 
of the open casement just move the half-drawn blind, Then, with all the 
marks of a deliberation that must have seemed magnificent had there 
Been anyone to admire it, I laid down my book, rose to my feet, and, 
taking a candle, went straight out of the room and, from the passage, on 
Which my light made little impression, noiselessly closed and locked the 
door. 

Tean say now neither what determined nor what guided me, but I went 
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straight along the lobby, holding my candle high, till 1 came within sight of 
the tall window that presided over the great turn of the staircase: At this 
point I precipitately found myself aware of three things. They were 
practically simultancous, yet they had flashes of succession. My candle, 
under a bold flourish, went out, and I perceived, by the uncovered 
window, that the yielding dusk of earliest morning rendered it unneces- 
sary. Without it, the next instant, I saw that there was someone on the 
stair. I speak of sequences, but 1 required no lapse of seconds to stiffen 
myself for a third encounter with Quint. The apparition had reached the 
landing halfway up and was therefore on the spot nearest the window, 
where at sight of me, it stopped short and fixed me exactly as it had fixed 
me from the tower and from the garden. He knew me as well as I knew 
him; nd so, in the cold, faint twilight, with a glimmer inthe high glassand 
another on the polish of the oak stair below, we faced each other in our 
common intensity. He was absolutely, on this occasion, a living, detest- 
able, dangerous presence. But that was not the wonder of wonders; 1 
reserve this distinction for quite another circumstance: the circumstance 
that dread had unmistakably quitted me and that there was nothing in me 
there that didn't meet and measure him. 

Thad plenty of anguish after that extraordinary moment, but 1 had, 
thank God, no terror. And he knew I had not—I found myselfat the end 
of an instant magnificently aware of this."1 felt, in a fierce rigor of 
confidence, that if I stood my ground a minute I should cease—for the 
time, at least—to have him to reckon with; and during the minute, 
accordingly, the thing was as human and hideous as a real interview: 
hideous just because it was human, as human as to have met alone, in the 
small hours, in a sleeping house, some enemy, some adventurer, some 
criminal, It was the dead silence of our long gaze at such close quarters 
that gave the whole horror, huge as it was, its only note of the unnatural, 
If Thad meta murderer in sucha place and atsuchan hour, we stillat least 
‘would have spoken, Something would have passed, in life, between us; if 
nothing had passed, one of us would have moved. The moment was so 
prolonged that it would have taken but little more to make me doubt if 
even 7 were in life. I can’t express what followed it save by saying that the 

nce itself—which was indeed in a manner an attestation of my 
strength—became the element into which I saw the figure disappear; in 
which I definitely saw it turn as | might have seen the low wretch to which 
it had once belonged turn on receipt of an order, and pass, with my eyes 
on the villainous back that no hunch could have more disfigured, straight 
down the staircase and into the darkness in which the next bend was lost, 


CHAPTER TEN 


I remained awhile at the top of the stair, but with the effect presently of 
understanding that when my visitor had gone, he had gone: then I 
returned to my room, The foremost thing 1 saw there by the light of the 
candle I had left burning was that Flora's little bed was empty; and on this 
I caught my breath with all the terror that, five minutes before, Thad been 
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able to resist, I dashed at the place in which I had left her lying and over 
‘which (for the small silk counterpane and the sheets were disarranged) 
the white curtains had been deceivingly pulled forward; then my step, to 
my Unutterable relief, produced an answering sound: I perceived an 
agitation of the window blind, and the child, ducking down, emerged 
rosily from the other side of it, She stood there in so much of her candor 
andsolitleafhernightgown, with her pink bare feet and the golden glow 
of her curls. She looked intensely grave, and I had never had such a sense 
of losing an advantage acquired (the thrill of which had just been so 
prodigious) as on my consciousness that she addressed me with a re- 
proach. “You naughty: where have you been?”—instead of challenging 
her own irregularity 1 found myself arraigned and explaining: She her- 
self explained, for that matter, with the loveliest, eagerest simplicity. She 
had known suddenly, as she lay there, that I was out of the room, and had 
jumped up to see what had become of me. I had dropped, with the joy of 
her reappearance, back into my chair—feeling then, and then only, a litle 
fait and she ad pattred straight over to me, drown herself upon my 
knee, given herself to be held with the flame of the candle full in the 
‘wonderful little face that was still flushed with sleep. I remember closing 
my eyes an instant, yieldingly, consciously, as before the excess of some- 
thing beautiful that shone out of the blue of her own. “You were looking 
for me out of the window?" I said, “You thought I might be walking in the 
grounds?” 

“Well, you know, I thought someone was’—she never blanched as she 
smiled out that at me. 

‘Oh, how I looked at her now! “And did you see anyone?” 

“Ah, no!" she returned, almost with the full privilege of childish incon- 
sequence, resentfully, though with a long sweetness in her little drawl of 
the negative, 

‘Atthat moment, in the state of my nerves, I absolutely believed she lied; 
and if I once more closed my eyes it was before the dazzle of the three or 
four possible ways in which 1 might take this up. One of these, for a 
‘moment, tempted me with such singular intensity that, to withstand it, I 
must have gripped my litle girl with a spasm that, wonderfully, she 
submitted to without a cry ora sign of fright. Why not break out at her on 
the spot and have it all over?—give it to her straight in her lovely litle 
lighted face? "You see, you see, you now that you do and that you already 
quite suspect I believe it; therefore, why not frankly confess it to me, so 
that we may at least live with it together and learn perhaps, in the 
strangeness of our fate, where we are and what it means?” This solicita- 
tion dropped, alas, asit came: if I could immediately have succumbed to it 
1 might have spared myself—well, youll see what. Instead of succumbing 
1 sprang again to my feet, looked at her bed, and took a helpless middle 
‘vay. "Why did you pull the curtain over the place to make me think you 
were still there?” 

Flora luminously considered; after which, with her little divine smile: 
“Because I don't like to frighten you!” 

“But if L had, by your idea, gone out—? 

She absolutely declined to be puzzled; she turned her eyes to the flame 
of the candle as if the question were as irrelevant, or at any rate as 
impersonal, as Mrs. Marcet or nine-times-nine. “Oh, but you know,” she 
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quite adequately answered, “that you might come back, you dear, and that 
you have!” And after a little, when she had got into bed, 1 had, for a long 
time, by almost sitting on her to hold her hand, to prove that I recognized 
the pertinence of my return. 

You may imagine the general complexion, from that moment, of my 
nights. I repeatedly sat up till 1 didn't know when; I selected moments 
when my roommate unmistakably slept, and, stealing out, took noiseless 
turns in the passage and even pushed as far as to where I had last met 
Quint. But I never met him there again; and I may as well say at once that 
Ton no other occasion saw him in the house. I just missed, on the staircase, 
on the other hand, a different adventure. Looking down it from the top I 
once recognized the presence of a woman seated on one of the lower steps 
with her back presented to me, her body half-bowed and her head, in an 
attitude of woe, in her hands. 1 had been there but an instant, however, 
when she vanished without looking round at me. I knew, nonetheless, 
exactly what dreadful face she had to show: and I wondered whether, if 
instead of being above I had been below, I should have had, for going up, 
the same nerve I had lately shown Quint. Well, there continued to be 
plenty of chance for nerve. On the eleventh night after my latest encoun- 
ter with that gentleman—they were all numbered now—T had an alarm 
that perilously skirted it and that indeed, from the particular quality of its 
unexpecteciness, proved quite my sharpest shock, It was precisely the first 
night during this series that, weary with watching, I had felt that I might 
again without laxity lay myself down at my old hour. I slept immediately 
and, as I afterward knew, till about one o'clock; but when I woke it was to 
sit straight up, as completely roused as if a hand had shook me. I had left a 
Tight burning, but it was now out, and I felt an instant certainty that Flora 
had extinguished it. This brought me to my feet and straight, in the 
darkness, to her bed, which I found she had left. A glance at the window 
enlightened me further, and the striking of a match completed the 
picture. 

The child had again got up—this time blowing out the taper, and had 
again, for some purpose of observation or response, squeezed in behind 
the blind and was peering out into the night. That she now saw—as she 
had not, I had satisfied myself, the previous time—was proved to me by 
the fact that she was disturbed neither by my reillumination nor by the 
haste I made to get into slippers and into a wrap, Hidden, protected, 
absorbed, she evidently rested on the sill—the casement opened for- 
ward—and gave herself up. There was a great still moon to help her, and 
this fact had counted in my quick decision, She was face to face with the 
‘apparition we had met at the lake, and could now communicate with it as 
she had not then been able to do, What I, on my side, had to care for was, 
without disturbing her, to reach, from the corridor, some other window 
in the same quarter. I got to the door without her hearing me; I got out of 
it, closed it, and listened, from the other side, for some sound from her. 
While I stood in the passage I had my eyes on her brother's door, which 
was but ten steps off and which, indescribably, produced in mea renewal 
of the strange impulse that I lately spoke of as my temptation. What if I 
should go straight in and march to his window?—what if, by risking to his 
boyish bewilderment a revelation of my motive, I should throw across the 
rest of the mystery the long halter of my boldness? 
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‘This thought held me sufficiently to make me cross to his threshold and 
pause again. 1 preternaturally listened; I figured to myself what might 
portentously be; I wondered if his bed were also empty and he too were 
secretly at watch. It wasa deep, soundless minute, at the end of which my 
impulse failed. He was quiet; he might be innocent; the risk was hideous; 
turned away. There was a figure in the grounds—a figure prowling for a 
sight, the visitor with whom Flora was engaged: but it was not the visitor 
most concerned with my boy. I hesitated afresh, but on other grounds and 
only a few seconds; then I had made my choice. There were empty rooms 
at Bly, and it was only a question of choosing the right one. The right one 
suddenly presented itself to me as the lower one—though high above the 
gardens—in the solid corner of the house that I have spoken of as the old 
tower, This was a large, square chamber, arranged with some state as a 
bedroom, the extravagant size of which made it so inconvenient that it 
had not for years, though kept by Mrs. Grose in exemplary order, been 
occupied. I had often admired it and 1 knew my way about in it; Thad 
only, after just faltering at the first chill gloom of its disuse, to pass across it 
and unboltas quietly as I could one of the shutters. Achieving this transit, 
Tuncoyered the glass without a sound and, applying my face to the pane, 
was able, the darkness without being much less than within, to see that I 
Commanded the right direction. Then I saw something more, The moon 
made the night extraordinarily penetrable and showed me on the lawn a 
person, diminished by distance, who stood there motionless and as if 
fascinated, looking up to where 1 had appeared—looking, that is, not so 
much straight at me as at something that was apparently above me. There 
was clearly another person above me—there was a person on the tower; 
but the presence on the lawn was not in the least what I had conceived and 
had confidently hurried to meet. The presence on the lawn—I felt sick as 
T made it out—was poor little Miles himself 


CHAPTER ELEVEN 


Je was not tll late next day that I spoke to Mrs; Grose; the rigor with 
which I kept my pupils in sight making it often difficult to meet her 
privately, and the more as we each felt the importance of not provoking— 
Bn the part of the servants quite as much as on that of the children—any 
Suspicion of a secret flurry or of a discussion of mysteries I drew a great 
Security in this particular from her mere smooth aspect. There was 
nothingin her fresh face to pass on to others my horrible confidences. She 
believed me, I was sure, absolutely: if she hadn't I don't know what would 
have become of me, for I couldn't have borne the business alone, But she 
wasa magnificent monument to the blessing ofa want of imagination, and 
If she could see in our litte charges nothing but their beauty and amiabil- 
ity, their happiness and cleverness, she had no direct communication with 
the sources of my trouble, If they had been at all visibly blighted or 
battered, she would doubtless have grown, on tracing it back, haggard 
enough to match them; as matters stood, however, I could feel her, when 
She surveyed them, with her large white arms folded and the habit of 
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serenity in all her look, thank the Lord's mercy that if they were ruined 
the pieces would still serve. Flights of fancy gave place, in her mind, toa 
steady fireside glow, and I had already begun to perceive how, with the 
development of the conviction that—as time went on without a public 
accident—our young things could, after all, look out for themselves, she 
addressed her greatest solicitude to the sad case presented by their in- 
structress, That, for myself, was a sound simplification: 1 could engage 
that, to the world, my face should tell no tales, but it would have been, in 
the conditions, an immense added strain to find myself anxious about 
hers. 

At the hour I now speak of she had joined me, under pressure, on the 
terrace, where, with the lapse of the season, the afternoon sun was now 
agreeable; and we sat there together while, before us, at a distance, but 
within call if we wished, the children strolled to and fro in one of their 
most manageable moods. They moved slowly, in unison, below us, over 
the lawn, the boy, as they went, reading aloud from a storybook and 
passing his arm round his sister to keep her quite in touch, Mrs. Grose 
‘watched them with positive placidity; then I caught the suppressed intel- 
lectual creak with which she conscientiously turned to take from mea view 
ofthe back of the tapestry. I had made her a receptacle of lurid things, but 
there was an odd recognition of my superiority—my accomplishments 
and my function—in her patience under my pain, She offered her mind 
to my disclosures as, had I wished to mix a witch's broth and proposed it 
with assurance, she would have held out a large clean saucepan. This had 
become thoroughly her attitude by the time that, in my recital of the 
events of the night, I reached the point of what Miles had said to me when, 
after seeing him, at such a monstrous hour, almost on the very spot where 
he happened now tobe, I had gone down to bring him in; choosing then, 
at the window, witha concentrated need of not alarming the house, rather 
that method than a signal more resonant. I had left her meanwhile in little 
doubt of my small hope of representing with success even to her actual 
sympathy my sense of the real splendor of the little inspiration with 
which, after I had got him into the house, the boy met my final articulate 
challenge. As soon as 1 appeared in the moonlight on the terrace, he had 
come to meas straight as possible; on which I had taken his hand withouta 
word and led him, through the dark spaces, up the staircase where Quint 
had so hungrily hovered for him, along the lobby where I had listened 
and trembled, and so to his forsaken room, 

Nota sound, on the way, had passed between us, and I had wondered— 
oh, how 1 had wondered!—if he were groping about in his little mind for 
something plausible and not too grotesque. It would tax his invention, 
certainly, and I felt, this time, over his real embarrassment, acurious thrill 
of triumph. It was a sharp trap for the inscrutable! He couldn't play any 
longer at innocence; so how the deuce would he get out of it? There beat 
in me indeed, with the passionate throb of this question, an equal dumb 
appeal as to how the deuce / should. I was confronted at last, as never yet, 
with all the risk attached even now to sounding my own horrid note: 1 
remember in fact that as we pushed into his little chamber, where the bed 
had not been slept in at all and the window, uncovered to the moonlight, 
made the place so clear that there was no need of striking a match—I 
remember how I suddenly dropped, sank upon the edge of the bed from 
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the force of the idea that he must know how he really, as they say, “had” 
me. He could do what he liked, with all his cleverness to help him, so long 
as should continue to defer to the old tradition of the criminality of those 
caretakers of the young who minister to superstitions and fears. He “had” 
me indeed, and in a cleft stick; for who would ever absolve me, who would 
consent that I should go unhung, if, by the faintest tremor of an overture, 
Lwere the first to introduce into our perfect intercourse an element so 
dire? No, no: it was useless to attempt to convey to Mrs. Grose, just as it 
scarcely less so to attempt to suggest here, how, in our short, stiff brush in 
the dark, he fairly shook me with admiration. I was of course thoroughly 
kind and merciful; never, never yet had 1 placed on his little shoulders 
hands of such tenderness as those with which, while I rested against the 
bed, I held him there well under fire. I had no alternative but, in form at 
least, to put it to him. 

“You must tell me now— 
What were you doing there?” 

T can still ee his wonderful smile, the whites of his beautiful eyes, and 
the uncovering of his little teeth shine to me in the dusk. “If Ttell you why, 
will you understand?” My heart, at this, leaped into my mouth. Would he 
tell me why? I found no sound on my lips to press it, and I was aware of 
replying only with a vague, repeated, grimacing nod. He was gentleness 
itself, and while I wagged my head at him he stood there more than ever a 
little fairy prince. It was his brightness indeed that gave me a respite. 
Would it be so great if he were really going to tell me? “Well,” he said at 
last, “just exactly in order that you should do this.” 

‘Do what?” 

“Think me—for a change—bad!” I shall never forget the sweetness and 
gaiety with which he brought out the word, nor how, on top of it, he bent 
Forward and kissed me. It was practically the end of everything. I met his 
kiss and I had to make, while I folded him for a minute in my arms, the 
‘most stupendous effort not to cry. He had given exactly the account of 
himself that permitted least of my going behind it, and it was only with the 
effect of confirming my acceptance of it that, as I presently glanced about 
the room, I could say— 

“Then you didn't undress at all?" 

He fairly glittered in the gloom. “Not at all. I sat up and read.” 

“And when did you go down?” 

“At midnight, When I'm bad I am bad!” 

I see, I see—it's charming. But how could you be sure I would know 


d all the truth, What did you go out for? 


‘Oh, Larranged that with Flora.” Hisanswers rang out with a readiness! 
“She was to get up and look out.” 
‘Which is what she did do.” It was I who fell into the trap! 

“So she disturbed you, and, to see what she was looking at, you also 
looked—you saw.” 

“While you," I concurred, “caught your death in the night air!” 

He literally bloomed so from this exploit that he could afford radiantly 
to assent, “How otherwise should 1 have been bad enough?” he asked. 
‘Then, after another embrace, the incident and our interview closed on 
my recognition of all the reserves of goodness that, for his joke, he had 
been able to draw upon. 
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CHAPTER TWELVE 


‘The particular impression 1 had received proved in the morning light, 1 
repeat, not quite successfully presentable to Mrs. Grose, though I rein- 
forced itwith the mention of still another remark that he had made before 
we separated. "It all lies in half a dozen words,” I said to her, “words that 
really settle the matter. "Think, you know, what I might do!’ He threw that 
off to show me how good he is. He knows down to the ground what he 
‘might’ do. That's what he gave them a taste of at school.” 

“Lord, you do change!” cried my friend. 

“I don't change—I simply make it out. The four, depend upon it, 
perpetually meet. Ifon either of these last nights you had been with either 
child, you would clearly have understood. The more I've watched and 
waited the more I've felt that if there were nothing else to make it sure it 
would be made so by the systematic silence of each, Never, by a slip of the 
tongue, have they so much as alluded to either of their old friends, any 
more than Miles has alluded to his expulsion. Oh, yes, we may sit here and. 
look at them, and they may show off to us there to their fill; but even while 
they pretend to be lost in their fairytale they're steeped in their vision of 
the dead restored. He's not reading to her,” L declared; “they're talking of 
them—they're talking horrors! Igo on, I know, as if 1 were crazy: and itsa 
wonder I'm not. What I've seen would have made you so; but it has only 
made me more lucid, made me get hold of still other things.” 

My lucidity must have seemed awful, but the charming creatures who 
‘were victims of it, passing and repassing in their interlocked sweetness, 
gave my colleague something to hold on by; and I felt how tight she held 
ās, without stirring in the breath of my passion, she covered them still with 
her eyes. “Of what other things have you got hold? 

“Why, of the very things that have delighted, fascinated, and yet, at 
bottom, as I now so strangely see, mystified and troubled me, Their mo 
than earthly beauty, their absolutely unnatural goodness. Its a game," I 
went on; “it's a policy and a fraud!” 

“On the part of little darlings — 

“As yet mere lovely babies? Yes, mad as that seems!” The very act of 
bringing it out really helped me to trace it—follow itall up and piece it all 
together. “They haven't been good—they've only been absent, It has been 
easy to live with them, because they're simply leading a life of their own. 
They're not mine—they're not ours. They're his and they're hers!” 

“Quint’s and that woman's 

“Quint’s and that woman's. They want to get to them.” 

Ok, how, at this, poor Mrs. Grose appeared to study them! “But for 
what? 

“For the love of all the evil that, in those dreadful days, the pair put into 
them. And to ply them with that evil still, to keep up the work of demons, 
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is what brings the others back," 

“Laws!” said my friend under her breath. The exclamation was homely, 
but it revealed a real acceptance of my further proof of what, in the bad 
time—for there had been a worse even than this!—must have occurred. 
‘There could have been no such justification for me as the plain assent of 
her experience to whatever depth of depravity I found credible in our 
brace of scoundrels. It was in obvious submission of memory that she 
brought out after a moment: “They were rascals! But what can they now 
do?" she pursued. 

"Do?" T echoed so loud that Miles and Flora, as they passed at their 
distance, paused an instant in their walk and looked at us. "Don't they do 
enough?” I demanded in a lower tone, while the children, having smiled 
and nodded and kissed hands to us, resumed their exhibition, We were 
held by ita minute; then I answered: "They can destroy them!" Atthis my 
companion did turn, but the inquiry she launched was a silent one, the 
effect of which was to make me more explicit. "They don’t know, as yet, 
quite how—but they're trying hard. They're seen only across, as it were, 
and beyond—in strange places and on high places, the top of towers, the 
roof of houses, the outside of windows, the further edge of pools; but 
there's a deep design, on either side, to shorten the distance and over- 
come the obstacle; and the success of the tempters is only a question of 
time, They've only to keep to their suggestions of danger.” 

“For the children to come?” 

“And perish in the attempt!” Mrs. Grose slowly got up, and I scrupu- 
ously added: “Unless, of course, we can prevent!” 

Standing there before me while 1 kept my seat, she visibly turned things 
over. “Their uncle must do the preventing. He must take them away.” 

“And who's to make him?" 

She had been scanning the distance, but she now dropped on me a 
foolish face, "You, miss.” 

"By writing to him that his house is poisoned and his little nephew and 
niece mad?” 

“But if the are, miss?” 

“And if Tam myself, you mean? That's charming news to be sent him by 
a governess whose prime undertaking was to give him no worry.” 

Mrs. Grose considered, following the children again. “Yes, he do hate 
worry. That was the great reason——" 

"Why those fiends took him in so long? No doubt, though his indiffer- 
ence must have been awful. As I'm nota fiend, atany rate, I shouldn't take 
him in.” 

"My companion, after an instant and for all answer, sat down again and 

ped my arm. “Make him at any rate come to you.” 

Tstared. “To me?" 1 had a sudden fear of what she might do. “ 

“He ought to be here—he ought to help.” 

I quickly rose, and 1 think I must have shown her a querer face than 
ever yet. "You see me asking him for a visit?" No, with her eyes on my face 
the evidently couldn't, Instead of it even—as a woman reads another— 
she could see what I myself saw: his derision, his amusement, his con- 
tempt for the breakdown of my resignation at being leftalone and for the 
fine machinery I had set in motion to attract his attention to my slighted 
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charms. She didn't know—no one knew—how proud I had been to serve 
him and to stick to our terms; yet she nonetheless took the measure, I 
think, of the warning I now gave her. "If you should so lose your head as 
to appeal to him for me—" 

She was really frightened. “Yes, miss?” 

“I would leave, on the spot, both him and you.” 


CHAPTER THIRTEEN 


It was all very well to join them, but speaking to them proved quite as 
much as ever an effort beyond my strength—offered, in close quarters, 
difficulties as insurmountable as before. This situation continued a 
month, and with new aggravations and particular notes, the note above 
all, sharper and sharper, of the small ironic consciousness on the part of 
my pupils. It was not, I am as sure today as I was sure then, my mere 
infernal imagination: it was absolutely traceable that they were aware of 
my predicament and that this strange relation made, in a manner, for a 
long time, the air in which we moved. 1 don't mean that they had their 
tongues in their cheeks or did anything vulgar, for that was not one of 
their dangers: 1 do mean, on the other hand, that the clement of the 
unnamed and untouched became, between us, greater than any other, 
and that so much avoidance could not have been so successfully effected 
without a great deal of tacit arrangement. It was as if, at moments, we 
were perpetually coming into sight of subjects before which we must stop 
short, turning suddenly out of alleys that we perceived to be blind, closing 
with a little bang that made us look at each other—for, like all bangs, it was 
something louder than we had intended—the doors we had indiscreetly 
‘opened. All roads lead to Rome, and there were times when it might have 
struck us that almost every branch of study or subject of conversation 
skirted forbidden ground. Forbidden ground was the question of the 
return of the dead in general and of whatever, in especial, might survive, 
in memory, of the friends lie children had lost. There were days when 1 
could have sworn that one of them had, with a small invisible nudge, said 
“She thinks she'll do it this time—but she won't!" To “do it" 
‘would have been to indulge for instance—and for once ina way—in some 
direct reference to the lady who had prepared them for my discipline. 
They had a delightful endless appetite for passages in my own history, to 
which I had again and again treated them; they were in possession of 
everything that had ever happened to me, had had, with every circum- 
stance the story of my smallest adventures and of those of my brothers 
and sisters and of the cat and the dog at home, as well as many particulars 
ofthe eccentric nature of my father, of the furniture and arrangement of 
our house, and of the conversation of the old women of our village. There 
were things enough, taking one with another, to chatter about, if one went 
very fast and knew by instinct when to go round. They pulled with an art 
of their own the strings of my invention and my memory; and nothing 
else perhaps, when I thought of such occasions afterward, gave me so the 
suspicion of being watched from under cover. It was in any case over my 
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life, my past, and my friends alone that we could take anything like our 
ease—a state of affairs that led them sometimes without the least perti- 
nence to break out into sociable reminders. I was invited—with no visible 
connection—to repeat afresh Goody Gosling’s celebrated mot or to con- 
firm the details already supplied as to the cleverness of the vicarage pony. 

Jr was partly at such junctures as these and partly at quite different ones 
that, with the turn my matters had now taken, my predicament, as I have 
called it, grew most sensible, The fact that the days passed for me without 
another encounter ought, it would have appeared, to have done some- 
thing toward soothing my nerves, Since the light brush, that second night 

je upper landing, of the presence of a woman at the foot of the stair, L 
had seen nothing, whether in or out of the house, that one had better not 
have seen. There was many a corner round which I expected to come 
‘upon Quint, and many a situation that, in a merely sinister way, would 
have favored the appearance of Miss Jessel, The summer had turned, the 
summer had gone; the autumn had dropped upon Bly and had blown out 
half our lights, The place, with its gray sky and withered garlands, its 
bared spaces and scattered dead leaves, was like a theater after the 
performance—all strewn with crumpled playbills. There were exactly 
States of the air, conditions of sound and of stillness, unspeakable im- 
pressions of the kind of ministering moment, that brought back to me, 
Jong enough to catch it, the feeling of the medium in which, that June 
evening out of doors, I had had my first sight of Quint, and in which; too, 
at those other instants, I had, after seeing him through the window, 
looked for him in vain in the circle of shrubbery. I recognized the signs, 
the portents—I recognized the moment, the spot. But they remained 
‘unaccompanied and empty, and I continued unmolested; if unmolested 
one could call a young woman whose sensibility had, in the most extraor- 
dinary fashion, not declined but deepened. I had said in my talk with Mrs. 
Grose on that horrid scene of Flora's by the lake—and had perplexed her 
by so saying—that it would from that moment distress me much more to 
Jose my power than to keep it, I had then expressed what was vividly in my 
‘mind: the truth that, whether the children really saw or not—since, thatis, 
it was not yet definitely proved—I greatly preferred, as a safeguard, the 
fullness of my own exposure. 1 was ready to know the very worst that was 
to be known. What I had then had an ugly glimpse of was that my eyes 
might be sealed just while theirs were most opened. Well, my eyes were 
sealed, it appeared, at present—a consummation for which it seemed 
blasphemous not to thank God. There was, alas, a difficulty about that: I 
would have thanked him with ail my soul had I not had in a proportionate 
measure this conviction of the secret of my pupils. 

How can I retrace today the strange steps of my obsession? There were 
times of our being together when I would have been ready to swear that, 
literally, in my presence, but with my direct sense of it closed, they had 
Visitors who were known and were welcome. Then it was that, had I not 
been deterred by the very chance that such an injury might prove greater 
than the injury to be averted, my exultation would have broken out. 
"They're here, they're here, you little wretches,” 1 would have cried, "and 
you can't deny it now!" The little wretches denied it with all the added 
Volume of their sociability and their tenderness, in just the crystal depths 
Of which—like the flash of a fish in a stream—the mockery of their 
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advantage peeped up. The shock, in truth, had sunk into me still deeper 
than I knew on the night when, looking out to see either Quint or Miss 
Jessel under the stars, 1 had beheld the boy over whose rest I watched and 
who had immediately brought in with him—had. straightway, there, 
turned it on me—the lovely upward look with which, from the battle- 
ments above me, the hideous apparition of Quint had played. If it was a 
question of a scare, my discovery on this occasion had scared me more 
than any other, and it was in the condition of nerves produced by it that I 
made my actual inductions, They harassed me so that sometimes, at odd 
‘moments, I shut myself up audibly to rehearse—it was at once a fantastic 
relief and a renewed despair—the manner in which I might come to the 
point. I approached it from one side and the other while, in my room, 1 
flung myself about, but I always broke down in the monstrous utterance 
of names. As they died away on my lips, I said to myself that I should 
indeed help them to represent something infamous if, by pronouncing 
them, 1 should violate as rare a little case of instinctive delicacy as any 
schoolroom, probably, had ever known. When I said to myself; “They have 
the manners to be silent, and you, trusted as you are, the baseness to 
speak!” 1 felt myself crimson and I covered my face with my hands. After 
these secret scenes I chattered more than ever, going on volubly enougah 
till one of our prodigious, palpable hushes occurred—I can call them 
nothing else—the strange, dizzy lift or swim (I try for terms!) into a 
stillness, a pause of all life, that had nothing to do with the more or less 
noise that at the moment we might be engaged in making and that I could 
hear through any deepened exhilaration or quickened recitation or loud- 
er strum of the piano. Then it was that the others, the outsiders, were 
there. Though they were not angels, they “passed,” as the French say, 
causing me, while they stayed, to tremble with the fear of their addressing 
to their younger victims some yet more infernal message or more vivid 
image than they had thought good enough for myself. 

‘What it was most impossible to get rid of was the cruel idea that, 
whatever 1 had seen, Miles and Flora saw more—things terrible and 
unguessable and that sprang from dreadful passages of intercourse in the 
past. Such things naturally left on the surface, for the time, a chill which 
Wwe vociferously denied that we felt; and we had, all three, with repetition, 
got into such splendid training that we went, each time, almost automati- 
cally, to mark the close of the incident, through the very same movements. 
Tt was striking of the children, at all events, to kiss me inveterately with a 
kind of wild irrelevance and never to fail—one or the other—of the 
precious question that had helped us through many a peril. “When do 
you think he will come? Don't you think we ought to write?"—there was 
nothing like that inquiry, we found by experience, for carrying off an 
awkwardness. "He" of course was their uncle in Harley Street; and we 
lived in much profusion of theory that he might at any moment arrive to 
mingle in our circle. It was impossible to have given less encouragement 
than he had done to such a doctrine, but if we had not had the doctrine to 
fall back upon we should have deprived each other of some of our finest 
exhibitions. He never wrote to them—that may have been selfish, but it 
wasa part of the flattery of his trust of me; for the way in which a man pays 
his highest tribute to a woman is apt to be but by the more festal celebra- 
tion of one of the sacred laws of his comfort; and I held that I carried out 
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the spirit of the pledge given not to appeal to him when I let my charges 
Understand that thek own lettera were but charming literary cxercies 
They were too beautiful to be posted; I kept them myself; I have them all 
to this hour. This was a rule indeed which only added to the satiric effect 
of my being plied with the supposition that he might at any moment be 
among us. It was exactly as if my charges knew how almost more awkward 
than anything else that might be for me, There appears to me, moreover, 
äs 1 look back, no note in all this more extraordinary than the mere fact 
that, in spite of my tension and of their triumph, I never lost patience with 
them. Adorable they must in truth have been, I now reflect, that I didn't 
in these days hate them! Would exasperation, however, if relief had 
longer been postponed, finally have betrayed me? It little matters, for 
relief arrived. I calit relief, though it was only the relief that a snap brings 
toa strain or the burst of a thunderstorm to a day of suffocation. It was at 
least change, and it came with a rush. 


CHAPTER FOURTEEN 


Walking to church a certain Sunday morning, I had little Miles at my 
side and his sister, in advance of us and at Mrs, Grose’, wellin sight. It was 
a crisp, clear day, the first of its order for some time; the night had 
brought a touch of frost, and the autumn air, bright and sharp, made the 
church bells almost gay. It was an odd accident of thought that I should 
have happened at such a moment to be particularly and very gratefully 
struck with the obedience of my little charges. Why did they never resent 
my inexorable, my perpetual society? Something or other had brought 
nearer home to me that I had all but pinned the boy to my shawl and that, 
in the way our companions were marshaled before me, I might have 
appeared to provide against some danger of rebellion. I was like a gaoler 
With an eye to possible surprises and escapes. But all this belonged— 
mean their magnificent little surrender—just to the special array of the 
facts that were most abysmal. Turned out for Sunday by his uncle's tailor, 
who had had a free hand and a notion of pretty waistcoats and of his 
rand little air, Miles's whole title to independence, the rights of his sex 
Gnd situation, were so stamped upon him that if he had suddenly struck 
for freedom 1 should have had nothing to say, I was by the strangest of 
‘chances wondering how I should meet him when the revolution unmis- 
takably occurred. Í call it a revolution because 1 now see how, with the 
word he spoke, the curtain rose on the last act of my dreadful drama, and 
the catastrophe was precipitated. “Look here, my dear, you know,” he 
charmingly said, "when in the world, please, am I going back to school?” 
“Transcribed here the speech sounds harmless enough, particularly as 
uttered in the sweet, high, casual pipe with which, at all interlocutors, but 
above all at his eternal governess, he threw off intonations as if he were 
tossing roses, There was something in them that always make one “catch,” 
and I caught, at any rate, now so effectually that I stopped as short as if 
one of the trees of the park had fallen across the road. There was 
something new, on the spot, between us, and he was perfectly aware that L 
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recognized it, though, to enable me to do so, he had no need tolook a whit 
less candid and charming than usual. I could feel in him how he already, 
from my at first finding nothing to reply, perceived the advantage he had 
gained. I was so slow to find anything that he had plenty of time, after a 
minute, to continure with his suggestive but inconclusive smile: “You 
know, my dear, that for a fellow to be with a lady always—" His “my 
dear” was constantly on his lips for me, and nothing could have expressed 
more the exact shade of the sentiment with which I desired to inspire my 
pupils than its fond familiarity. It was so respectfully easy. 
ut, oh, how I felt that at present I must pick my own phrases! I 

remember that, to gain time, I tried to laugh, and I seemed to see in the 

autiful face with which he watched me how ugly and queer I looked. 
nd always with the same lady?" F returned. 
He neither blanched nor winked. The whole thing was virtually out 
between us, "Ah, of course, she's jolly, perfect’ lady; but, after all, I'ma 
fellow, don’t you see? that's—well, getting on.” 

1 lingered there with him an instant ever so kindly. "Yes, you're getting 
on,” Oh, but I felt helpless! 

T have kept to this day the heartbreaking little idea of how he seemed to 
know that and to play with it. "And you can’t say I've not been awfully 
good, can you?" 

T laid my hand on his shoulder, for, though I felt how much better it 
would have been to walk on, I was not yet quite able. “No, I can't say that, 
Miles.” 

"Except just that one night, you know—!" 

“That one night?" I couldn't look as straight as he. 

‘Why, when I went down—went out of the house.” 
“Oh, yes. But I forget what you did it for.” 

“You forget?”—he spoke with the sweet extravagance of childish re- 
proach. “Why, it was to show you I could!" 

“Oh, yes, you could.” 

“And I can again.” 

1 felt that I might, perhaps, 
me, “Certainly, But you won't 

“No, not that again, It was nothing.” 

“Tt was nothing,” I said. “But we must go on.” 

He resumed our walk with me, passing his hand into my arm. “Then 
when am I going back?” 

I wore, in turning it over, my most responsible air. "Were you very 
happy at school?" 

He just considered, “Oh, I'm happy enough anywhere!" 

"Well, then,” 1 quavered, "if youre just as happy here — 

“Ah, but that isn't everything! Of course you know a loi—! 

“But you hint that you know almost as much?" I risked as he paused. 
Not half 1 want to!” Miles honestly professed. “But it isn't so much 
that.” 

“What is it, then?” 

“Well—I want to see more life." 

“I see; I see.” We had arrived within sight of the church and of various 
persons, including several of the household of Bly, on their way to it and 
clustered about the door to see us go in. I quickened our step; I wanted to 
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get there before the question between us opened up much further; 1 
reflected hungrily that, for more than an hour, he would have tobe silent; 
and I thought with envy of the comparative dusk of the pew and of the 
almost spiritual help of the hassock on which I might bend my knees. I 
seemed literally to be running a race with some confusion to which he was 
about to reduce me, but I felt that he had got in first when, before we had 
even entered the churchyard, he threw out— 

“T want my own sort!” 

Ir literally made me bound forward. “There are not many of your own 
sort, Miles!” I laughed. “Unless perhaps dear little Flora!” 

"You really compare me to a baby girl?” 

This found me singularly weak. “Don't you, then, love our sweet Flora?” 

“I I didn't—and you, too; if I didn't" he repeated as if retreating 
for a jump, yet leaving his thought so unfinished that, after we had come 
into the gate, another stop, which he imposed on me by the pressure of his 
arm, had become inevitable. Mrs. Grose and Flora had passed into the 
church, the other worshippers had followed, and we were, for the minute, 
alone among the old, thick graves. We had paused, on the path from the 
gate, by a low, oblong, tablelike tomb. 

"Yes, if you didn't?" 

He looked, while I waited, about at the graves. “Well, you know what!" 
But he didn't move, and he presently produced something that made me 
drop straight down on the stone slab, as if suddenly to rest. “Does my 
uncle think what you think?" 

I markedly rested. "How do you know what I think?” 

“Ah, well, of course I don't; for it strikes me you never tell me. But I 
mean does he know?” 

“Know what, Miles?" 

“Why, the way I'm going on.” 

T perceived quickly enough that! could make, tothisinguiry, no answer 
that would not involve something of a sacrifice of my employer. Yet it 
appeared tome that we were all, at Bly, sufficiently sacrificed to make that 
venial. “I don’t think your uncle much cares." 

Miles, on this, stood looking at me. “Then don’t you think he can be 
made to?" 

“In what way?” 

“Why, by his coming down.” 

“But who'll get him to come down?" ; 

“I will!” the boy said with extraordinary brightness and emphasis. He 
gave me another look charged with that expression and then marched off 
alone into church. 


CHAPTER FIFTEEN 


“The business was practically settled from the moment I never followed 
him, Iewas a pitiful surrender to agitation, but my being aware of this had 
somehow no power to restore me, I only sat there on my tomb and read 
into what my little friend had said to me the fullness of its meaning; by the 
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time I had grasped the whole of which I had also embraced, for absence, 
the pretext that I was ashamed to offer my pupils and the rest of the 
congregation such an example of delay. What I said to myself above all 
was that Miles had got something out of me and that the proof of it, for 
him, would be just this awkward collapse, He had got out of me that there 
was something I was much afraid of and that he should probably be able 
to make use of my fear to gain, for his own purpose, more freedom My 
fear was of having to deal with the intolerable question of the grounds of 
his dismissal from school, for that was really but the question of the 
horrors gathered behind, That his uncle should arrive to treat with me of 
these things was a solution that, strictly speaking, I ought now to have 
desired to bring on; but I could so litle face the ugliness and the pain of it 
that I simply procrastinated and lived from hand to mouth. The boy, to 
my deep discomposure, was immensely in the right, was in a position to 
say to me: "Either you clear up with my guardian the mystery of this 
interruption of my studies, or you cease to expect me to lead with you a 
life that's so unnatural for a boy.” What was so unnatural for the particu- 
lar boy I was concerned with was this sudden revelation ofa consciousness 
and a plan, 

‘That was what really overcame me, what prevented my going in. I 
walked round the church, hesitating, hovering; I reflected that 1 had 
already, with him, hurt myself beyond repair, Therefore I could patch up 
nothing, and it was too extreme an effort to squeeze beside him into the 
pew: he would be so much more sure than ever to pass his arm into mine 
and make me sit there for an hour in close, silent contact with his com- 
mentary on our talk. For the first minute since his arrival ] wanted to get 
away from him. As I paused beneath the high east window and listened to 
the soundes of worship, I was taken with an impulse that might master 
me, I felt, completely should 1 give it the least encouragement. 1 might 
easily put an end to my predicament by getting away altogether. Here was 
my chance; there was no one to stop me; I could give the whole thing 
up—turn my back and retreat. It was only a question of hurrying again, 
for a few preparations, to the house which the attendance at church of so 
‘many of the servants would practically have left unoccupied, No one, in 
short, could blame me if I should just drive desperately off. What wasit to 
‘getaway if | got away only till dinner? That would be in a couple of hours, 
at the end of which—I had the acute prevision—my litle pupils would 
play at innocent wonder about my nonappearance in their train. 

“What did you do, you naughty, bad thing? Why in the world, to worry 
usso—and take our thoughts off, too, don't you know?—did you desert us 
at the very door?” I couldn't meet such questions nor, as they asked them, 
their false little lovely eyes; yet it was all so exactly what I should have to 
meet that, as the prospect grew sharp to me, I at last let myself go. 

1 got, so far as the immediate moment was concerned, away; I came 
straight out of the churchyard and, thinking hard, retraced my steps 
through the park. It seemed to me that by the time I reached the house I 
had made up my mind I would fly. The Sunday stillness both of the 
approaches and of the interior, in which I met no one, fairly excited me 
with a sense of opportunity. Were I to get off quickly, this way, I should 
get off without a scene, without a word. My quickness would have to be 
remarkable, however, and the question of a conveyance was the great one 
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to settle. Tormented, in the hall, with difficulties and obstacles, I remem- 
ber sinking down at the foot of the staircase—suddenly collapsing there 
on the lowest step and then, with a revulsion, recalling that it was exactly 
where more than a month before, in the darkness of night and just so 
bowed with evil things, I had seen the specter of the most horrible of 
women, At this I was able to straighten myself; I went the rest of the way 
up; I made, in my bewilderment, for the schoolroom, where there were 
objects belonging to me that I should have to take, But I opened the door 
to find again, ina flash, my eyes unsealed.In the presence of what I saw I 
reeled straight back upon my resistance. 

Seated at my own table in clear noonday light I saw a person whom, 
without my previous experience, I should have taken at the first blush for 
some housemaid who might have stayed at home to look after the place 
and who, availing herself of rare relief from observation and of the 
schoolroom table and my pens, ink, and paper, had applied herself to the 
considerable effort of a letter to her sweetheart. There was an effortin the 
way that, while her arms rested on the table, her hands with evident 
‘weariness supported her head; but at the moment 1 took this in I had 
already become aware that, in spite of my entrance, her attitude strangely 
persisted. Then it was—with the very act of itsannouncing itself—thather 
identity flared up in a change of posture. She rose, notas if she had heard 
me, but with an indescribable grand melancholy of indifference and 
detachment, and, within a dozen feet of me, stood there as my vile 
predecessor. Dishonored and tragic, she was all before me; but even as I 
fixed and, for memory, secured it, the awful image passed away. Dark as 
midnight in her black dress, her haggard beauty and her unutterable woe, 
she had looked at me long enough to appear to say that her right to sitat 
my table was as good as mine to sit at hers. While these instants lasted, 
indeed, I had the extraordinary chill of feeling that it was I who was the 
intruder. It was as a wild protest against it that, actually addressing 
her—"You terrible, miserable woman!"—I heard myself break into a 
sound that, by the open door, rang through the long passage and the 
empty house. She looked at me as if she heard me, but I had recovered 
myself and cleared the air. There was nothing in the room the next 
minute but the sunshine and a sense that I must stay. 


CHAPTER SIXTEEN 


1 had so perfectly expected that the return of my pupils would be 
marked by a demonstration that I was freshly upset at having to take into 
account that they were dumb about my absence. Instead of gaily denounc- 
ing and caressing me, they made no allusion to my having failed them, 
‘and I was left, for the time, on perceiving that she too said nothing, to 
study Mrs. Grose’s odd face. I did this to such purpose that I made sure 
they had in some way bribed her to silence; a silence that, however, L 
would engage to break down on the first private opportunity. This oppor- 
tunity came before tea: I secured five minutes with her in the housekeep- 
er's room, where, in the twilight, amid a smell of lately baked bread, but 


his = 4 
ost HENRY JAMES 


with the place all swept and garnished, I found her sitting in pained 
placidity before the fire. So I see her still, so 1 see her best: facing the flame 
from her straight chair in the dusky, shining room, a large clean image of 
the “putaway"—of drawers closed and locked and rest without a remedy. 

“Oh, yes, they asked me to say nothing; and to please them—so long as 
they were there—of course I promised, But what had happened to you?” 

“I only went with you for the walk,” I said, "I had then to come back to 
meet a friend. 

She showed her surprise, “A friend—you?” 

“Oh, yes, 1 have a couple!” I laughed. “But did the children give you a 
reason?” 

“For not alluding to your leaving us? Yes; they said you would like it 
better, Do you like it better?” 

My face had made her rueful. “No, I likeit worse!” Butafteran instant L 
added: “Did they say why 1 should like it better’ 

“No; Master Miles only said, ‘We must do nothing but what she likes!" 

“I wish indeed he would! And what did Flora say?” 

“Miss Flora was too sweet. She said, ‘Oh, of course, of course! 
said the same.” 

T thought a moment. "You were too sweet, too—I c 
nonetheless, between Miles and me, it’s now all out.” 

‘All out?” My companion stared. “But what, miss?” 

"Everything. It doesn't matter, I've made up my mind. I came home, 
my dear,” I went on, “for a talk with Miss Jessel 

Thad by this time formed the habit of having Mrs. Grose literally well in 
hand in advance of my sounding that note; so that even now, as she 
bravely blinked under the signal of my word, I could keep her compara- 
tively firm. “A talk! Do you mean she spoke?” 

“It came to that. I found her, on my return, i 

“And what did she sa 
candor of her stupefaction, 

“That she suffers the torments+—!" 

It was this, ofa truth, that made her, as she filled out my picture, gape. 
“Do you mean,” she faltered, "—of the lost? 

“OF the lost. Of the damned. And that's why, to share them—" 1 
faltered myself with the horror of it 
But my companion, with les imagination, kept me up. “To share 
them— 

“She wants Flora.” Mrs. Grose might, as 1 gave it to her, fairly have 
fallen away from me had I not been prepared. I still held her there, to 
show I was. “As I've told you, however, it doesn't matter.” 

“Because you've made up your mind? But to what?" 

“To everything. 

“And what do you call everything?" 

“Why, sending for their uncle.” 

“Oh, miss, in pity do,” my friend broke out, 

“Ah, but I will, L will’ I see it's the only way. What's ‘out,'as I told you, 
with Miles is that if he thinks I'm afraid to—and has ideas of what he gains 
by that—he shall see he's mistaken. Yes, yes; his uncle shall have it here 
from me on the spot (and before.the boy himself, if necessary) that if Fm 
tobe reproached with having done nothing again about more school_—" 
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“Yes, miss —" my companion pressed me. 
‘Well, theres Rae eWt keaton 
iere were now clearly so many of these for my poor colleague that she 
was excusable for being vague. Bur—a whick? ý 

“Why, the letter from his old place 

“You'll show it to the master?” 

“L ought to have:done so on the instant.” 

“Oh, no!" said Mrs. Grose with decision. 

“Til put it before him,” I went on inexorably, “that I can’t undertake to 
work the question on behalf of a child who has been expelled—" 

“For we've never in the least known what!” Mrs. Grose declared. 

“For wickedness. For what else—when he's so clever and beautiful and 
perfect? Is he stupid? Is he untidy? Is he infirm? Is he ill-natured? He's 
exquisite—so it can be only that; and that would open up the whole thing. 
After all," 1 said, “it’s their uncle's fault, If he left here such people—!" 

"He didn't really in the least know them, The fault's mine.” She had 
turned quite pale. 

‘Well, you shan't suffer,” I answered. 

“The children shan't!” she emphatically returned. 

Pel se icicles looked a ent over: Fehen hatam Tio idli 
jim?” 

“You needn't tell him anything. /'U tell him.” 

1 measured this. “Do you mean you'll write—?” Remembering she 
couldn't, I caught myself up. “How do you communicate?” 

“T tell the bailiff. He writes.” 

“And should you like him to write our story?” 

My question had a sarcastic force that I had not fully intended, and it 
made her, after a moment, inconsequently break down. The tears were 
again in her eyes, “Ah, miss, you write!” 

“Well—tonight,” I at last answered; and on this we separated. 


CHAPTER SEVENTEEN 


Twent so far, in the evening, as to make a beginning, The weather had 
changed back, a great wind was abroad, and beneath the lamp, in my 
room, with Flora at peace beside me, I sat for a long time before a blank 
Sheet of paper and listened to the lash of the rain and the batter of the 

ists. Finally I went out, taking a candle; I crossed the passage and 
Stened a minute at Miles's door, What, under my endless obsession, I had 
been impelled to listen for was some betrayal of his not being at rest, and I 
presently caught one, but not in the form I had expected. His voice 
tinkled out. “I say, you there—come in.” It was a gaiety in the gloom! 

Twentin with my light and found him, in bed, very wide awake, but very 
much at his ease. “Well, what are you up to?” he asked with a grace of 
sociability in which it occurred to me that Mrs. Grose, had she been 
present, might have looked in vain for proof that anything was “out” 

T stood over him with my candle. “How did you know I was there?” 
“Why, of course I heard you. Did you fancy you made no noise? You're 
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like a troop of cavalry!” he beautifully laughed, 

“Then you weren't asleep?” 

“Not much! I lie awake and think.” 

Thad put my candle, designedly, a short way off, and then, as he held 
‘out his friendly old hand to me, had sat down on the edge of his bed. 
“What is it.” 1 asked, “that you think of?” 

“What in the world, my dear, but you?” 

“Ah, the pride I take in your appreciation doesn’t insist on that! Thad so 
far rather you slept.” 

“Well, I think also, you know, of this queer business of ours.” 

1 marked the coolness of his firm litle hand. “Of what queer business, 
Miles? 

“Why, the way you bring me up, And all the rest 

1 fairly held my breath a minute, and even from my glimmering taper 
there was light enough to show how. he smiled up at me from his pillow. 
“What do you mean by all the rest?” 

“Oh, you know, you know!” 

1 could say nothing for a minute, though I felt, as I held his hand and 
our eyes continued to meet, that my silence had all the air of admitting his 
charge and that nothing in the whole world of reality was perhaps at that 
‘moment so fabulous as our actual relation. “Certainly you shall go back to 
school,” I said, “if it be that that troubles you. But not to the old place—we 
must find another, a better. How could I know it did trouble you, this 

juestion, when you never told me so, never spoke of it at all?" His clear, 
listening face, framed in its smooth whiteness, made him for the minute as 
appealing as some wistful patient in a children’s hospital; and I would 
have given, as the resemblance came to me, all I possessed on earth really 
to be the nurse or the sister of charity who might have helped to cure him. 
Well, even as it was, I perhaps might help! “Do you know you've never 
said a word to me about your school—I mean the old one; never men- 
tioned it in any way?” 

He seemed to wonder; he smiled with the same loveliness, But he 
clearly gained time; he waited, he called for guidance. “Haven't 1?" It 
wasn't for me to help him—it was for the thing I had met!” 

Something in his tone and the expression of his face, as T got this from 
him, set my heart aching with such a pang as it had never yet known; so 
uunutterably touching was it to see his little brain puzzled and his little 
resources taxed to play, under the spell laid on him, a part of innocence 
and consistency, "No, never—from the hour you came back, You've never 
‘mentioned to me one of your masters, one of your comrades, nor the least 
little thing that ever happened to you at school. Never, little Miles—no, 
never—have you given mean inkling of anything that may have happened 
there, Therefore you can fancy how much min the dark. Until you came 
‘out, that way, this morning, you had, since the first hour I saw you, scarce 
even made a reference to anything in your previous life. You seemed so 
perfectly to accept the present.” It was extraordinary how my absolute 
conviction of his secret precocty (or whatever I might allthe poison ofan 
influence that I dared but half to phrase) made him, in spite of the faint 
breath of his inward trouble, appear as accessible as an older person— 
imposed him almost as an intellectual equal. “I thought you wanted to go 
on as you are,” 
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Itstruck me that at this he just faintly colored. He gave, at any rate, like 
a convalescent slightly fatigued, a languid shake of his head, “I don't—1 
don't. 1 want to get away.” 

"You're tired of Bly?” 

“Oh, no, I like Bly.” 

“Well, then— 

“Oh, you know what a boy wants!” 

1 felt that I didn't know so well as Miles, and 1 took temporary refuge. 
“You want to go to your uncle?” 

_Again, at this, with his sweet ironic face, he made a movement on the 
pillow. “Ab, you can't get off with that!” 

was silent a little, and it was I, now, I think, who changed color: 
dear, I don't want to get off!” 

“You can't, even if you do, You can't, you can't!"—he lay beautifully 
staring. “My uncle must come down, and you must completely settle 
things. 

“If we do,” 1 returned with some spi 
take you quite away.” 

“Well, don't you understand that that's exactly what I'm working for? 
You'll have to tell him—about the way you've let itall drop: you'll have to 
tell him a tremendous lot!” 

‘The exultation with which he uttered this helped me somehow, for the 
instant, to meet him rather more. "And how much will you, Miles, have to 
tell him? There are things he'll ask you!” 

He turned it over. "Very likely. But what things? 

“The things you've never told me. To make up his mind what todo with 
you. He can't send you back—" 

“Oh, 1 don't want to go back!” he broke in, “I want a new fiel 

He said it with admirable serenity, with positive unimpeachable gaiety; 
and doubtless it was that very note that most evoked for me the poignan- 
cy, the unnatural childish tragedy, of his probable reappearance at the 
end of three months with all this bravado and still more dishonor. It 
overwhelmed me now that I should never be able to bear that, and it made 
me let myself go. I threw myself upon him and in the tenderness of my 
pity 1 embraced him, "Dear little Miles, dear litle Miles —!" 

My face was close to his, and he let me kiss him, simply taking it with 
indulgent good humor, "Well, old lady? 

“Is there nothing—nothing at all that you want to tell me? 

He turned off a httle, facing round toward the wall and holding up his 
hand to look at as one had seen sick children look. “I've told you—I told 
you this morning.” 

‘Oh, { was sorry for him! “That you just want me not to worry you! 

He looked round at me now, asif in recognition of my understanding 
him: then ever so gently, “To let me alone,” he replied. 

‘There was even a singular little dignity in it, something that made me 
release him, yet, when I had slowly risen, linger beside him. God knows 1 
hever wished to harass him, but I felt that merely, at this, to turn my back 
on him was to abandon or, to put it more truly, to lose him. “I've just 
begun a letter to your uncle,” I said. 

“Well, then, finish it!” 

1 waited a minute. “What happened before?” 
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He gazed up at me again, “Before what?" 
“Before you came back. And before you went away.” 
For some time he was silent, but he continued to meet my eyes. “What 
happened?" 

i made me, the sound of the words, in which it seemed to me that 1 
caught for the very first time a small faint quaver of consenting conscious- 
ness—it made me drop on my knees beside the bed and seize once more 
the chance of possessing him. “Dear litle Miles, dear little Miles, if you 
knew how 1 want to help you! It's only that, it's nothing but that, and I'd 
rather die than give you a pain or do you a wrong—Id rather die than 
hurt a hair of you. Dear little Miles"—oh, I brought it out now even if I 
should go too far—"I just want you to help me to save you!” But I knew ina 
‘moment after this that I had gone too far. The answer to my appeal w 
instantaneous, but it came in the form of an extraordinary blast and chill, 
a gust of frozen air, and a shake of the room as great as if, in the wild wind, 
the casement had crashed in. The boy gave aloud, high shriek, which, lost 
in the rest of the shock of sound, might have seemed, indistinctly, though 
1 was so close to him, a note either of jubilation or of terror. I jumped to 
my feet again and was conscious of darkness. So for a moment we 
remained, while I stared about me and saw that the drawn curtains were 
‘unstirred and the window tight. “Why, the candle’s out!” I then cried. 

“It was 1 who blew it, dear!” said Miles. 


CHAPTER EIGHTEEN 


‘The next day, after lessons, Mrs, Grose found a moment to say to me 
quietly: “Have you written, miss?” 

“Yes—I've written.” But I didn’t add—for the hour—that my letter, 
sealed and directed, was still in my pocket. There would be time enough 
to send it before the messenger should go to the village. Meanwhile there 
had been, on the part of my pupils, no more brilliant, more exemplary 
morning, It was exactly as if they had both had at heart to gloss over any 
recent little friction, They performed the dizziest feats of arithmetic, 
soaring quite out of my feeble range, and perpetrated, in higher spirits 
than ever, geographical and historical jokes. It was conspicuous of course 
in Miles in particular that he appeared to wish to show how easily he could 
let me down. This child, to my memory, really lives in a setting of beauty 

ind misery that no words can translate; there was a distinction all his own 
in every impulse he revealed; never was a small natural creature, to the 
uninitiated eye all frankness and freedom, a more ingenious, a more 
extraordinary litde gentleman. I had perpetually to guard against the 
wonder of contemplation into which my initiated view betrayed me; to 
check the irrelevant gaze and discouraged sigh in which I constantly both 
attacked and renounced the enigma of what such a little gentleman could 
have done that deserved a penalty. Say that, by the dark prodigy I knew, 
the imagination oF all evil ad been opened up to him: all the justice within 
me ached for the proof that it could ever have flowered into an act, 

He had never, at any rate, been such a little gentleman as when, after 
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our early dinner on this dreadful day, he came round to meand asked if 1 
shouldn't like him, for half an hour, to play to me. David playing to Saul 
could never have shown a finer sense of the occasion. It was literally a 
charming exhibition of tact, of magnanimity, and quite tantamount to his 
saying outright: "The true knights we love to read about never push an 
advantage too far. I know what you mean now: you mean that—to be let 
alone yourself and not followed up—you'll cease to worry and spy upon 
me, won't keep me so close to you, will let me go and come. Well, 1 ‘come,’ 
you see—but I don't go! There'li be plenty of time for that. I do really 
delight in your society, and I only want to show you that I contended fora 
principle.” It may be imagined whether I resisted this appeal or failed to 
accompany him again, hand in hand, to the schoolroom. He sat down at 
the old piano and played as he had never played; and if there are those 
‘who think he had better have been kicking a football I can only say that I 
wholly agree with them, For at the end of a time that under his influence I 
had quite ceased to measure, I started up with a strange sense of having 
literally slept at my post, It was after luncheon, and by the schoolroom 
fire, and yet I hadn't really, in the least, slept: I had only done something 
much worse—I had forgotten, Where, all this time, was Flora? When I put 
the question to Miles, he played on a minute before answering and then 
could only say: "Why, my dear, how do  know?”—breaking moreover 
into a happy laugh which, immediately after, as if it were a vocal accom- 
paniment, he prolonged into incoherent, extravagant song. 

T went straight to my room, but his sister was not there; then, before 
going downstairs, I looked into several others, As she was nowhere about 
She would surely be with Mrs. Grose, whom, in the comfort of that theory, 
T accordingly proceeded in quest of. I found her where I had found her 
the evening before, but she met my quick challenge with blank, scared 
ignorance, She had only supposed that, after the repast, I had carried off 
Poth the children; as to which she was quite in her right, for it was the very 
first time I had allowed the little girl out of my sight without some special 
provision, Of course now indeed she might be with the maids, so that the 
Immediate thing was to look for her without an air of alarm. This we 
promptly arranged between us; but when, ten minutes later and in 
pursuance of our arrangement, we met in the hall, it was only to reporton 
Either side that after guarded inquiries we had altogether failed to trace 
her. For a minute there, apart from observation, we exchanged mute 
alarms, and I could feel with what high interest my friend returned meall 
those I had from the first given her. 

“Shell be above,” she presently said- 
searched.” 

“No; she’s ata distance.” I had made up my mind. “She has gone out.” 

Mrs, Grose stared, “Without a hat?” 

naturally alsolooked volumes, “Isn't that woman always without one?" 

“She's with her?" 

“She's with her!" 1 declared. "We must find them.” 

My hand was on my friend's arm, but she failed for the moment, 
confronted with such an account of the matter, to respond to my press- 
tre. She communed, on the contrary, on the spot, with her uneasiness 
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“Lord, miss!" My view, I was myself aware—and therefore I suppose 
my tone—had never yet reached so calm an assurance. 5 

Y The trick s played, 1 went on; "they ve successfully worked their plan. 
He found the most divine little way to keep me quiet while she went off. 

"Divine?" Mrs. Grose bewilderedly echoed. 

“Infernal, then!” 1 almost cheerfully rejoined. “He has provided for 
himself as well. But come!” á A 7 
She had helplessly gloomed atthe upper regions, “You leave him—? 

“So long with Quint? Yes—I don't mind that now.” 

She always ended, at these moments, by getting possession of my hand, 
and in this manner she could at present still stay me. But after gasping an 
instant at my sudden resignation, “Because of your letter?” she eagerly 
brought out. 

T quickly, by way of answer, felt for my letter, drew it forth, held it up, 
and then, freeing myself, went and laid it on the great hall table. “Luke 
will take it," Isaid as I came back. I reached the house door and opened it; 
T was already on the steps. 

My companion still demurred: the storm of the night and the early 
morning had dropped, but the afternoon was damp and gray, 1 came 
down to the drive while she stood in the doorway, “You go with nothing 
on?” 

“What do I care when the child has nothing? I can't wait to dress," 1 
cried, “and if you must do so, I leave you. Try meanwhile, yourself, 
upstairs.” 

“With them?” Oh, on this, the poor woman promptly joined me! 


CHAPTER NINETEEN 


We went straightto the lake, as it was called at Bly, and I daresay rightly 
called, though I reflect that it may in fact have been a sheet of water less 
remarkable than it appeared to my untraveled eyes. My acquaintance 
with sheets of water was small, and the pool of Bly, at all events on the few 
occasions of my consenting, under the protection of my pupils, to affront 
its surface in the old flat-bottomed boat moored there for our use, had 
impressed me both with its extent and its agitation, The usual place of 
embarkation was half a mile from the house, but I had an intimate 
conviction that, wherever Flora might be, she was not near home. She had 
not given me the slip for any small adventure, and, since the day of the 
very great one that I had shared with her by the pond, 1 had been aware, 
in our walks, of he quarter to which she most inclined. This was why I had 
now given to Mrs. Grose’s steps so marked a direction—a direction that 
made her, when she perceived it, oppose a resistance that showed me she 
was freshly mystified, "You're going to the water, Miss?—you think she's 

“She may be, though the depth is, I believe, nowhere very great, But 
what [judge most likely is that she's on the spot from which, the ether day, 
‘we saw together what I told you." 

“When she pretended not to see—?" 
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“With that astounding self-possession? I've always been sure she 
wanted to go back alone. And now her brother has managed it for her” 

“Mrs. Grose still stood where she had stopped. "You suppose they reall 
ogee PPE pose they really 

1 could meet this with a confidence! “They say things that, if we heard 
them, would simply appall us. 

“And if she is there —? 

“Ye?” 

“Then Miss Jessel is?" 

“Beyond a doubt, You shall see.” 

"Oh, thank you!” my friend cried, planted so firm that, taking it in, 1 
‘went straighton without her, By the time I reached the pool, however, she 
was close behind me, and 1 knew that, whatever, to her apprehension, 
might befall me, the exposure of my society struck her as her least danger. 
She exhaled a moan of relief as we at last came in sight of the greater part 
of the water without a sight of the child. There was no trace of Flora on 
that nearer side of the bank where my observation of her had been most 
startling, and none on the opposite edge, where, save for a margin of 
some twenty yards, a thick copse came down to the water. The pond, 
oblong in shape, had a width so scant compared to its length that, with its 
‘ends out of view, it might have been taken for a scant river. We looked at 
the empty expanse, and then 1 felt the suggestion of my friend's eyes, 1 
knew what she meant and I replied with a negative headshake, 

"No, no; wait! She has taken the boat,” 

My companion stared at the vacant mooring place and then again 
across the lake. "Then where is it?” 

"Our not seeing itis the strongest of proofs. She has used it to go over, 
and then has managed to hide i.” 

“AI alone—that child? 

“She's not alone, and at such times she’s not a child: she's an old, old 
woman.” I scanned all the visible shore while Mrs. Grose took again, into 
the queer element I offered her, one of her plunges of submission; then L 
pointed out that the boat might perfectly be in a small refuge formed by 
bne of the recesses of the pool, an indentation masked, for the hither side, 
by a projection of the bank and by a clump of trees growing close to the 
water. 

"But if the boat's there, where on earth's she?” my colleague anxiously 
asked. 

“That's exactly what we must learn.” And I started to walk further. 

‘By going all the way round?" 

“Certainly, far as it is. I will take us but ten minutes, but it's far enough 
to have made the child prefer not to walk. She went straight over.” 

“Laws! cried my friend again; the chain of my logic was ever too much 
for her. It dragged her at my heels even now, and when we had got 
halfway round—a devious, tiresome process, on ground much broken 
and by a path choked with overgrowth—I paused to give her breath. I 
Sustained her with a gratefularm, assuring her that she might hugely help 
me; and this started us afresh, so that in the course of but few minutes 
more we reached a point from which we found the boat to be where I had 
supposed it. It had been intentionally left as much as possible out of sight 
“andi was tied to one of the stakes of a fence that came, just there, down to 
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the brink and that had been an assistance to disembarking, I recognized, 
as I looked at the pair of short, thick oars, quite safely drawn up, the 
prodigious character of the feat for a little girl; but I had lived, by this 
time, too long among wonders and had panted to too many livelier 
‘measures. There was a gate in the fence, through which we passed, and 
that brought us, after a trifling interval, more into the open. Then, 
“There she is!" we both exclaimed at once. 

Flora, a short way off, stood before us on the grass and smiled as if her 
performance was now complete, The next thing she did, however, was to 
stoop straight down and pluck—quite as if it were all she was there for—a 
big, ugly spray of withered fern, I instantly became sure she had just come 
‘out of the copse. She waited for us, not herself taking a step, and I was 
conscious of the rare solemnity with which we presently approached her. 
She smiled and smiled, and we met; but it was all done in a silence by this 
time flagrantly ominous, Mrs. Grose was the first to break the spell: she 
threw herself on her knees and, drawing the child to her breast, clasped in. 
a long embrace the little tender, yielding body. While this dumb convul- 
sion lasted I could only watch it—which I did the more intently when I saw 
Flora's face peep at me over our companion’s shoulder. It was serious 
now—the flicker had left it; but it strengthened the pang with which I at 
that moment envied Mrs. Grose the simplicity of her relation. Stil, all this 
while, nothing more passed between us save that Flora had let her foolish. 
fern again drop to the ground. What she and I had virtually said to each 
other was that pretexts were useless now. When Mrs. Grose finally got up 
she kept the child's hand, so that the two were still before me; and the 
singular reticence of our communion was even more marked in the frank 
look she launched me. “I'l be hanged,” it said, "if /'U speak!” 

Tt was Flora who, gazing all over me in candid wonder, was the first. She 
was struck with our bareheaded aspect. “Why, where are your things?” 

“Where yours are, my dear!” I prompuy returned. 

She had already got back her gaiety, and appeared to take this as an 
answer quite sufficient. “And where's Miles?” she went on. 

‘There was something in the small valor of it that quite finished me: 
these three words from her were, in a flash like the glitter of a drawn 
blade, the jostle of the cup that my hand, for weeks and weeks, had held 
high and full to the brim and that now, even before speaking, I felt 
overflow in a deluge. “I'l tell you if you'll tell m— I heard myself say, 
then heard the tremor in which it broke. 

“Well, what?” 

Mrs. Grose’s suspense blazed at me, but it was too late now, and I 
brought the thing out handsomely. "Where, my pet, is Miss Jessel?" 
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CHAPTER TWENTY 


Just as in the churchyard with Miles, the whole thing was upon us, 
Much as I had made of the fact that this name had never once, between us, 
been sounded, the quick, smitten glare with which the child’s face now 
received it fairly likened my breach of the silence to the smash of a pane of 
glass. It added to the interposing cry, as if to stay the blow, that Mrs. 
Grose, at the same instant, uttered over my violence—the shriek of a 
creature scared, or rather wounded, which, in turn, within a few seconds, 
was completed by a gasp of my own. I seized my colleague's arm. “She's 
there, she’s there!” 

Miss Jessel stood before us on the opposite bank exactly as she had 
stood the other time, and I remember, strangely, as the first feeling now 
produced in me, my thrill of joy at having brought on a proof. She was 
there, and I was justified; she was there, and I was neither cruel nor mad. 
She was there for poor scared Mrs. Grose, but she was there most for 
Flora; and no moment of my monstrous time was perhaps so extraordin- 
ary as that in which I consciously threw out to her—with the sense that, 

Je and ravenous demon as she was, she would catch and understand 
{t—an inarticulate message of gratitude, She rose erect on the spot my 
friend and I had lately quitted, and there was not, in all the long reach of 
her desire, an inch of her evil that fell short. This first vividness of vision 
and emotion were things of a few seconds, during which Mrs. Grose’s 
dazed blink across to where I pointed struck me as a sovereign sign that 
‘she (oo at last saw, just as it carried my own eyes precipitately to the child. 
‘The revelation then of the manner in which Flora was affected startled 
me, in truth, far more than it would have done to find her also merely 
agitated, for direct dismay was of course not what I had expected. Pre- 
pared and on her guard as our pursuit had actually made her, she would 
Fepress every betrayal; and I was therefore shaken, on the spot, by my 
first glimpse of the particular one for which I had not allowed. To see her, 
without a convulsion of her small pink face, not even feign to glance in the 
direction of the prodigy I announced, but only, instead of that, turn at me 
fan expression of hard, still gravity, an expression absolutely new and 
Unprecedented and that appeared to read and accuse and judge me—this 
wat a stroke that somehow converted the litle girl herself into the very 
presence that could make me quail. I quailed even though my certitude 
That she thoroughly saw was never greater than at that instant, and in the 
immediate need to defend myself I called it passionately to witness. “She's 
there, you little unhappy thing—there, there, there, and you see her as well 
fas you see me!” I had said shortly before to Mrs. Grose that she was not at 
these times a child, but an old, old woman, and that description of her 
‘Could not have been more strikingly confirmed than in the way in which, 
for all answer to this, she simply showed me, without a concession, an 
‘admission, of her eyes, a countenance of deeper and deeper, of indeed 
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suddenly quite fixed, reprobation. I was by this time—if 1 can put the 
whole thing at all together—more appalled at what I may properly call 
her manner than at anything else, though it was simultaneously with this 
that I became aware of having Mrs. Grose also, and very formidably, to 
reckon with. My elder companion, the next moment, at any rate, blotted 
out everything but her own flushed face and her loud, shocked protest, a 
burst of high disapproval. “What a dreadful turn, to be sure, miss! Where 
on earth do you see anything?” 

1 could only grasp her more quickly yet, for even while she spoke the 
hideous plain presence stood undimmed and undaunted. It had already 
lasted a minute, and it lasted while 1 continued, seizing my colleague, 
quite thrusting her at itand presenting her to it, to insist with my pointing 
hand, “You don't see her exactly as we see?—you mean to say you don't 
now—now? She's as big as a blazing fire! Only look, dearest woman, 
look—! She looked, even as I did, and gave me, with her deep groan of 
negation, repulsion, compassion—the mixture with her pity of her relief 
at her exemption—a sense, touching to me even then, that she would have 
backed me up if she could. 1 might well have needed that, for with this 
hard blow of the proof that her eyes were hopelessly sealed I felt my own 
situation horribly crumble, 1 felt—I say—my livid predecessor press, 
from her position, on my defeat, and I was conscious, more than all, of 
What I should have from this instant to deal with in the astounding little 
attitude of Flora. Into this attitude Mrs. Grose immediately and violently 
entered, breaking, even while there pierced through my sense of ruin a 
prodigious private triumph, into breathless reassurance. 

“She isn't there, little lady, and nobody's there—and you never see 
nothing, my sweet! How can poor Miss Jessel—when poor Miss Jessel’s 
dead and buried? We know, don't we, love?"—and she appealed, blunder- 
ing in, to the child, "It's all a mere mistake and a worry and a joke—and 
we'll go home as fast as we can!” 

‘Our companion, on this, had responded with a strange, quick primness 
of propriety, and they were again, with Mrs. Grose on her feet, united, as 
it were, in pained opposition to me. Flora continued to fix me with her 
small mask of reprobation, and even at that minute 1 prayed God to 
forgive me for seeming to see that, as she stood there holding tight to our 
friend's dress, her incomparable childish beauty had suddenly failed, had 
quite vanished. I've said italready—she literally, she was hideously, hard; 
she had turned common and almost ugly. “I don't know what you mean. 1 
see nobody. I see nothing. I never have, I think you're cruel, I don't like 
you!” Then, after this deliverance, which might have been that of a 
vulgarly pert little girl in the street, whe hugged Mrs. Grose more closely 
and buried in her skirts the dreadful litle face, In this position she 
produced an almost furious wail. “Take me away, take me away—oh take 
me away from her!” 

“From me?" I panted. 

“From you—from you!” she cried. 

Even Mrs. Grose looked across at me dismayed, while I had nothing to 
do but communicate again with the figure that, on the opposite bank, 
without movement, as rigidly still as if catching, beyond the interval, our 
voices, was as vividly there for my disaster as it was not there for my 
service. The wretched child had spoken exactly as if she had got from 
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some outside source each of her stabbing little words, and I could there- 
fore in the full despair of all I had to accept, but sadly shake my head at 
her, “IF I had ever doubted, all my doubt would at present have gone. I've 
been living with the miserable truth, and now it has only too much closed 
round me. Of course I've lost you: I've interfered, and you've seen— 
under her dictation"—with which I faced, over the pool again, our infer- 
nal witness—"the easy and perfect way to meet it, I've done my best, but 
I've lost you, Goodbye.” For Mrs, Grose I had an imperative, an almost 
frantic "Go, go!” before which, in infinte distress, but mutely possessed of 
the litte girl and clearly convinced, in spite of her blindness, that some- 
thing awful had occurred and some collapse engulfed us, she retreated, 
by the way we had come, as fast as she could move, 

Of what first happened when 1 was left alone I had no subsequent 
memory. I only knew that at the end of, I suppose, a quarter of an hour, 
an odorous dampness and roughness, chilling and piercing my trouble, 
had made me understand that I must have thrown myself, on my face, on 
the ground and given way to a wildness of grief, I must have lain there 
long and cried and sobbed, for when I raised my head the day was almost 
done. I got up and looked a moment, through the twilight, at the gray 
pool and its blank, haunted edge, and then I took, back to the house, my 
Greary and difficult course. When I reached the gate in the fence the boat, 
to my surprise, was gone, so that I had a fresh reflection to make on 
Flora's extraordinary command of the situation. She passed that night, by 
the most tacit, and I should add, were not the word so grotesque a false 
note, the happiest of arrangements, with Mrs. Grose. Í saw neither of 
them on my return, but, on the other hand, as by an ambiguous com- 
pensation, I saw a great deal of Miles, I saw—I can use no other phrase— 
so much of him that it was as if it were more than it had ever been. No 
evening I had passed at Bly had the portentous quality ofthis one; in spite 
of which—and in spite also of the deeper depths of consternation that had 
opened beneath my feet—there was literally, in the ebbing actual, an 
extraordinarily sweet sadness. On reaching the house I had never so 
much as looked for the boy; I had simply gone straight to my room to 
change what I was wearing and to take in, at a glance, much material 
testimony to Flora's rupture, Her litle belongings had all been removed. 
When later, by the schoolroom fire, I was served with tea by the usual 
maid, Lindulged, on the article of my other pupil, in no inquiry whatever. 
He had his freedome now—he might have it to the end! Well, he did have 
in andit consisted—in partatleast—of his coming in at about eight o'clock 
and sitting down with me in silence. On the removal of the tea things I had 
blown out the candles and drawn my chair closer: I was conscious of a 
‘mortal coldness and felt as if I should never again be warm, So, when he 
appeared, Twas sitting in the glow with my thoughts, He paused a 
moment by the door as if to look at me; then—as if to share them—came 
to the other side of the hearth and sank into a chair, We sat there in 
absolute stillness; yet he wanted, I felt, to be with me. 


ne 
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CHAPTER TWENTY-ONE 


Before a new day, in my room, had fully broken, my eyes opened to 
Mrs. Grose, who had come 1o my bedside with worse news. Flora was $0 
markedly feverish that an illness was perhaps at hand; she had passed a 
night of extreme unrest, a night agitated above all by fears that had for 
their subject not in the least her former, but wholly her present, gover- 
ness. It was not against the possible re-entrance of Miss Jessel on the scene 
that she protested—it was conspicuously and passionately against mine. 1 
‘was promptly on my feet of course, and with an immense deal to ask; the 
more that my friend had discernibly now girded her loins to meet me once 
more. This I felt as soon as I had put to her the question of her sense of the 
child's sincerity as against my own, "She persists in denying to you that she 
‘saw, or has ever seen, anything?” 

My visitor's trouble, truly, was great. "Ah, miss, itisn't a matter on which 
Tean push her! Yet it isn't either, I mustsay,as if much needed to. It has 
made her every inch of her, quite old.’ 

“Oh, I see her perfectly from here: She resents, for all the world like 
some high little personage, the imputation on her truthfulness and, as it 
were, her respectability. Miss Jessel indeed—she!” Ah, she's ‘respectable, 
the chit! The impression she gave me there yesterday was, I assure you, 
the very strangest ofall; it was quite beyond any of the others, I did put my 
foot in it! She'll never speak to me again.” 

Hideous and obscure as it all was, it held Mrs. Grose briefly silent; then 
she granted my point with a frankness which, I made sure, had more 
behind it. “I think indeed, miss, she never will. She do have a grand 
manner about it!” 

“And that manner” 
with her now!" 

‘Oh, that manner, I could see in my visitor's face, and not a little else 
besides! "She asks me every three minutes if I think you're coming in.” 

“I see—I see.” I, t00, on my side, had so much more than worked it out, 
“Has she said to you since yesterday—except to repudiate her familiarity 
with anything so dreadful—a single other word about Miss Jessel?" 

“Not one, miss. And of course you know," my friend added, “I took it 
from her, by the lake, that, just then and thereat least, there was nobody,” 

“Rather! And, naturally, you take it from her still’ 

“I don't contradict her. What else can I do?" 

“Nothing in the world! You've the cleverest little person to deal with, 
They've made them—their two friends, I mean—stll cleverer even than 
nature did; for it was wondrous material to play on! Flora has now her 
grievance, and she'll work it to the end.” 

“Yes, miss; but to what end?" 

“Why, that of dealing with me to her uncle, She'll make me out to him 
the lowest creature—!" 


1 summed it up—‘is practically what's the matter 
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T winced at the fair show of the scene in Mrs, Grose’s face; she looked 
for a minute as if she sharply saw them together. "And him who thinks so 
well of you!” 

“He hasan odd way—it comes over me now,” I laughed, “—of proving 
it! But that doesn't matter. What Flora wants, of course, is to get rid of 
me.” 

‘My companion bravely concurred. “Never again to so much as look at 
you. 

'So that what you've come to me now for,” I asked, “is to speed me on 
my way?” Before she had time to reply, however, I had her in check. “I've 
abener idea—the result of my reflections, My going would seem the right 
thing, and on Sunday I was terribly near it. Yet that won't do. It's you who 
must go. You must take Flora.” 

My visitor, at this, did speculate, “But where in the world—? 

“Away from here, Away from them. Away, even most of all, now, from 
‘me, Straight to her uncle.” 

“Only to tell on you—?" 

“No, not ‘only'! To leave me, in addition, with my remedy.” 

‘She was still vague. “And what is your remed) 

“Your loyalty, to begin with, And then Miles’ 

She looked at me hard. "Do you think he—?" 

"Won't, if he has the chance, turn on me? Yes, I venture still to think it, 
At all events, I want to try. Get off with his sister as soon as possible and 
leave me with him alone.” I was amazed, myself, at the spirit I had still in 
reserve, and therefore perhaps a trifle the more disconcerted at the way 
in which, in spite of this fine example of it, she hesitated. “There's one 
thing, of course,” I went on: “they mustn't, before she goes, see each other 
for three seconds.” Then it came over me that, in spite of Flora's presum- 
able sequestration from the instant of her return from the pool, it might 
already be too late. “Do you mean,” I anxiously asked, "that they have 
mer 

'At this she quite flushed, “Ah, miss, I'm not such a fool as that! If I've 
been obliged to leave her three or four times, it has been each time with 
one of the maids, and at present, though she’s alone, she's locked in safe. 
‘And yet—and yet!” There were too many things. 

“And yet what?” 

“Well, are you so sure of the little gentleman?” 

“Tm not sure of anything but you, But I have, since last evening, a new 
hope. I think he wants to give mean opening, I do believe that—poor little 
exquisite wretch!—he wants to speak. Last evening, in the firelight and 
the silence, he sat with me for two hours as if it were just coming." 

‘Mrs. Grose looked hard, through the window, at the gray, gathering 
day, "And did it come?" 

“No, though I waited and waited, L confess it didn't and it was without a 
breach of the silence or so much as a faint allusion to his sister's condition 
and absence that we at least kissed for good night. All the same,” T 
Continued, “I can't if her uncle sees her, consent to his seeing her brother 
‘without my having given the boy—and most of all because things have got 
so bad—a little more time.” J 

My friend appeared on this ground more reluctant than I could quite 
understand. *What do you mean by more time?" 
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“Well, a day or two—really to bring it out, He'll then be on my side—of 
which you see the importance. If nothing comes, I shall only fail, and you 
will, at the worst, have helped me by doing, on your arrival in town, 
whatever you may have found possible.” So I put it before her, but she 
continued for a little so inscrutably embarrassed that I came again to her 
aid. “Unless, indeed,” 1 wound up, “you really want not to go.” 

T could see it, in her face, at last clear itself; she put out her hand to me 
as a pledge. “I'l go—I'll go. I'll go this morning,” 

1 wanted to be very just. "IF you should wish still to wait, I would engage 
she shouldn't see me.” 

“No, no: it's the place itself. She must leave it." She held me a moment 
with heavy eyes, then brought out the rest, "Your idea's the right one. 1 
myself, miss—" 

Well 

“I can't stay 

The look she gave me with it made me jump at possibilities, “You mean 
that, since yesterday, you have seen—?" 

She shook her head with dignity. “I've heard!" 

"Heard?" 

“From that child—horrors! There!” she sighed with tragic relief. “On. 
my honor, miss, she says things—!’ But at this evocation she broke 
down; she dropped, with a sudden sob, upon my sofa and, as I had seen 
her do before, gave way to all the grief of it. 

Tt was quite in another manner that I, for my part, let myself go. “Oh, 
thank God!” 

She sprang up again at this, drying her eyes with a groan. “Thank 
God?” 

“It so justifies me!” 

“Tt does that, mi 

1 couldn't have desired more emphasis, but 1 just hesitated, “She's so 
horrible: 

1 saw my colleague scarce knew how to put it. "Really shocking.” 

“And about me?" 

"About you, miss—since you must have it. It’s beyond everything, fora 
young lady; and I can't think wherever she must have picked up—" 

“The appalling language she applied to me? I can, then!” I broke in 
with a laugh that was doubtless significant enough. 

Tt only, in truth, left my friend still more grave. “Well, perhaps I ought 
to also—since I've heard some of it before! Yet I can't bear it," the poor 
woman went on while, with the same movement, she glanced, on my 
dressing table, at the face of my watch, "But I must go back.” 

1 kept her, however. “Ah, if you can't bear itl" 

“How can I stop with her, you mean? Why, just for that: to get her away. 
Far from this,” she pursued, “far from then——" 

She may be different? She may be free?” I seized her almost with joy. 
“Then, in spite of yesterday, you believe— 

In such doings?” Her simple description of them required, in the light 
of her expression, to be carried no further, and she gave me the whole 
thing as she had never done, “I believe.” 

Yes, it was a joy, and we were still shoulder to shoulder: if I might 
continue sure of that 1 should care but little what else happened. My 
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support in the presence of disaster would be the same asit had been in my 
early need of confidence, and if my friend would answer for my honesty, I 
would answer for all the rest. On the point of taking leave of her, 
nonetheless, I was to some extent embarrassed. "There's one thing, of 
course—it occurs to me—to remember, My letter, giving the alarm, will 
have reached town before you.” 

Tnow perceived still more how she had been beating about the bush and 
how weary at tastit had made her. "Your eter won't have got there, Your 

r never went.” 

“What then became of it?" 

“Goodness knows! Master Miles—" 

“Do you mean he took it?” 1 gasped. 

She hung fire, but she overcame her reluctance. “I mean that I saw 
yesterday, when I cam back with Miss Flora, that it wasn't where you had 
put it. Later in the evening I had the chance to question Luke, and he 
declared that he had neither noticed nor touched it.” We could only 
exchange, on this, one of our deeper mutual soundings, and it was M: 
Grose who first brought up the plumb with an almost elated "You see! 

“Yes, I see that if Miles took it instead he probably will have read it and 
destroyed 

“And don't you see anything else?" 

T faced her a moment with a sad smile. "It strikes me that by this time 
your eyes are open even wider than mine.” 

‘They proved to beso indeed, but she could still blush, almost, to show it. 
"I make out now what he must have done at school." And she gave, in her 
simple sharpness, an almost droll disillusioned nod. "He stole!” 

T turned it over—I tried to be more judicial. "Well— perhaps.” 

She looked as if she found me unexpectedly calm. “He stole letters!” 

She couldn't know my reasons fora calmness after all pretty shallow; so 
showed them off as I might. “I hope then it was to more purpose than in 
this case! The note, at any rate, that I put on the table yesterday,” 1 
pursued, “wil have given him so sant an advantage for it contained 
only the bare demand for an interview—that he is already much ashamed 
of having gone so far for so little, and that what he had on his mind last 
evening was precisely the need of confession.” I seemed to myself, for an 
instant, to have mastered it, to see it all. "Leave us, leave us"—I was 
already, at the door, hurrying her off. "I get it out of him. He'll meet 
me—he'll confess. If he confesses, he’s saved. And if he's saved —" 

“Then you are?" The dear woman kissed me on this, and I took her 
farewell, “T'I save you without him!" she cried as she went, 


CHAPTER TWENTY-TWO 


Yetit was when she had got off—and I missed her on the spot—that the 
great pinch really came. If Í had counted on what it would give me to find 
fisel alone with Miles, I speedily perceived, at least, that it would give 
me a measure. No hour of my stay in fact was so assailed with 
apprehensions as that of my coming down to learn that the carriage 
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‘containing Mrs. Grose and my younger pupil had already rolled out of 
the gates. Now I was, I said to myself, face to face with the elements, and 
for much of the rest of the day, while 1 fought my weakness, 1 could 
consider that 1 had been supremely rash. It was a tighter place still than I 
had yet turned round in; all the more that, for the first time, Teould see in 
the aspect of others a confused reflection of the crisis. What had hap- 
pened naturally caused them all to stare; there was too little of the 
explained, throw out whatever we might, in the suddenness of my col- 
league's act. The maids and the men looked blank; the effect of which on 
my nerves was an aggravation until | saw the necessity of making it a 
positive aid. It was precisely, in short, by just clutching the helm that I 
avoided total wreck; and I dare say that, to bear up at all, I became, that 
morning, very grand and very dry. 1 welcomed the consciousness that I 
was charged with much to do, and I caused it to be known as well that, left 
thusto myself, was quite remarkably firm, I wandered with that manner, 
for the next hour or two, all over the place and looked, 1 have no doubt, as 
if I were ready for any onset. So, for the benefit of whom it might concern, 
1 paraded with a sick heart. 

“The person it appeared least to concern proved to be, till dinner, little 
Miles himself, My perambutlations had given me, meanwhile, no glimpse 
of him, but they had tended to make more public the change taking place 
in our relation as a consequence of his having at the piano, the day before, 
Kept me, in Flora’s interest, so beguiled and befooled. The stamp of 
publicity had of course been fully given by her confinement and depar- 
ture, and the change itself was now ushered in by our nonobservance of 
the regular custom of the schoolroom. He had already disappeared when, 
on my way down, I pushed open his door, and I learned below that he had 
breakfasted—in the presence of a couple of the maids—with Mrs, Grose 
and his sister. He had then gone out, as he said, for a stroll; than which 
nothing, I reflected, could better have expressed his frank view of the 
abrupt transformation of my office, What he would now permit this office 
to consist of was yet to be settled: there was a queer relief, at all events—I 
mean for myself in especial—in the renouncement of one pretension. If 
so much had sprung to the surface, I scarce put it too strongly in saying 
that what had perhaps sprung highest was the absurdity of our prolong- 
ing the fiction that I had anything more to teach him. It sufficiently stuck 
‘out that, by tact little tricks in which even more than myself he carried out 
the care for my dignity, 1 had had to appeal to him to let me off straining 
to meet him on the ground of his true capacity. He had at any rate his 
freedom now; I was never to touch it again; as 1 had amply shown, 
moreover, when, on his joining me in the schoolroom the previous night, 
1 had uttered, on the subject of the interval just concluded, neither 
challenge nor hint. I had too much, from this moment, my other idea 
Yet when heat last arrived, the difficulty of applying them, the accumula- 
tions of my problem, were brought straight home to me by the beautiful 
lile presence on which what had occurred had as yet, for the eye, 
dropped neither stain nor shadow. 

To mark, for the house, the high state I cultivated 1 decreed that my 
meals with the boy should be served, as we called it, downstairs; so that L 
had been awaiting him in the ponderous pomp of the room outside of the 
window of which I had had from Mrs. Grose, that first scared Sunday, my 
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flash of something it would scarce have done to call light, Here at present 
1 felt afresh—for I had felt it again and again—how my equilibrium 
depended on the success of my rigid will, the will to shut my eyesas tightas 
possible to the truth that what I had to deal with was, revoltingly, against 
nature, I could only gèt on at all by taking “nature” into my confidence 
and my account, by treating my monstrous ordeal asa push in a direction 
‘unusual, of course, and unpleasant, but demanding, after all, for a fair 
front, only another turn of the screw of ordinary human virtue. No 
attempt, nonetheless, could well require more tact than just this attempt 
to supply, one’s self, all the nature. How could I put even a litte of that 
article into a suppression of reference to what had occurred? How, on the 
other hand, could I make reference without a new plunge into the 
hideous obscure? Well, a sort of answer, after a time, had come tome, and 
it was so far confirmed as that I was met, incontestably, by the quickened 
vision of what was rare in my little companion, It was indeed as if he had 
found even now—as he had so often found at lessons—still some other 
delicate way to ease me off. Wasn't there light in the fact which, as we 
shared our solitude, broke out with aspecious glitter it had never yet quite 
worn?—the fact that (opportunity aiding, precious opportunity which 
had now come) it would be preposterous, with a child so endowed, to 
forego the help one might wrest from absolute intelligence? What had his 
intelligence been given him for but to save him? Mightn't one, to reach his 
mind, risk the stretch of an angular arm over his character? It was as if, 
when we were face to face in the dining room, he had literally shown me 
the way. The roast mutton was on the table, and I had dispensed with 
attendance, Miles, before he sat down, stood a moment with his hands in 
his pockets and looked at the joint, on which he seemed on the point of 
passing some humorous judgment. But what he presently produced was: 
*L say, my dear, is she really very awfully ill?" 

“Little Flora? Not so bad but that she'll presently be better, London will 
set her up. Bly had ceased to agree with her. Come here and take your 
mutton.” 

He alertly obeyed me, carried the plate carefully to his seat, and, when 
he was established, went on. “Did Bly disagree with her so terribly sud- 
denly? 

“Not so suddently as you might think. One had seen it coming on." 

“Then why didn't you get her off before?” 

“Before what?" 
efore she became too ill to travel.” 

1 found myself prompt. “She's not too ill to travel: she only might have 
become so if she had stayed. This was just the moment to seize. The 
journey will dissipate the influence’—oh, 1 was grand!—"and carry it 
off.” 

“I see, I see”—Miles, for that matter, was grand, too. He settled to his 
repast with the charming little “table manner” that, from the day of his 
arrival, had relieved me of all grossness of admonition. Whatever he had 
been driven from school for, it was not for ugly feeding. He was irrep- 
roachable, as always, today; but he was unmistakably more conscious. He 
was discernibly trying to take for granted more things than he found, 
without assistance, quite easy; and he dropped into peaceful silence while 
he felt his situation. Our meal was of the briefest—mine a vain pretense, 
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and I had the things immediately removed. While this was done Miles 
Stood again with his hands in his little pockets and his back to me—stood 
and looked out of the wide window through which, that other day, I had 
seen what pulled me up. We continued silent while the maid was with 
'us—assilent, it whimsically occurred to me, as some young couple who, on 
their wedding journey, at the inn, feel shy in the presence of the waiter. 
He turned round only when the waiter had left us. “Well—so we're 
alone!” 


CHAPTER TWENTY-THREE 


“Oh, more or less.” 1 fancy my smile was pale, “Not absolutely. We 
shouldn't like that!” I went on, 

*No—I suppose we shouldn't. OF course we have the others.” 

“We have the others—we have indeed the others,” I concurred. 

“Yet even though we have them,” he returned, still with his hands in his 
pockets and planted there in front of me, “they don't much count, do 
they?" 

T made the best of it, but 1 fell wan. “It depends on what you call 
‘much’! 

“Yes"—with all accommodation—‘everything depends!” On this, 
however, he faced to the window again and presently reached it with his 
vague, restless, cogitating step. He remained there awhile, with his fore- 
head against the glass, in contemplation of the stupid shrubs I knew and 
the dull things of November. I had always my hypocrisy of “work,” behind 
‘which, now, I gained the sofa, Steadying myself with it there as I had 
repeatedly done at those moments of torment that I have described as the 
moments of my knowing the children to be given to something from 
which I was barred, I sufficiently obeyed my habit of being prepared for 
the worst. Butan extraordinary impression dropped on meas I extracted 
a meaning from the boy's embarrassed back—none other than the im- 
pression that I was not barred now. This inference grew in a few minutes 
to sharp intensity and seemed bound up with the direct perception that it 
was positively fe who was. The frames and squares of the great window 
werea kind of image, for him, of a kind of failure. I felt that I saw him, at 
any rate, shut in or shut out. He was admirable, but not comfortable: 1 
took it in with a throb of hope. Wasn't he looking, through the haunted 
pane, for something he couldn't see?—and wasn't it the first time in the 
whole business that he had known such a lapse? The first, the very first: I 
found it a spendid portent. It made him anxious, though he watched 
himself; he had been anxious all day and, even while in his usual sweet 
little manner he sat at table, had needed all his small strange genius to give 
ita gloss. When he at last turned round to meet me, it was almost as if this 
genius had succumbed. “Well, I think I'm glad Bly agrees with me!" 

“You would certainly seem to have seen, these twenty-four hours, a 
good deal more of it than for some time before. 1 hope,” I went on 

that you've been enjoying yourself." 
“Oh, yes, I've been ever so far; all round about—miles and miles away, 
I've never been so free.” 
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He had reallya manner of his own, and I could only try to keep up with 
him. “Well, do you like it?” pasa 

He stood there smiling; then at last he put into two words—"Do you?” — 
more discrimination than I had ever heard two words contain, Before 1 
had time to deal with that, however, he continued as if with the sense that 
this was an impertinence to be softened, "Nothing could be more charm- 
ing than the way you take it, for of course if we're alone together now it's 
Yot that are alone most But L hope,” he threw in, "ou dont partieulariy 
“Having to do with you?" 1 asked. "My dear child, how can 1 help 
minding? Though I've renounced all claim to your company—you're so 
beyond me—1 at least greatly enjoy it. Whar else should I stay on for?” 

He looked at me more directly, and the expression of his face, graver 
now, struck me as the most beautiful I had ever found in it. "You stay on 
just for dat?” 

“Certainly. I stay on as your friend and from the tremendous interest 1 
take in you till something can be done for you that may be more worth 
your while, That needn't surprise you.” My voice trembled so that I felt it 
Impossible to suppress the shake. “Don't you remember how I told you, 
when 1 came and sat on your bed the night of the storm, that there was 
nothing in the world I wouldn't do for you?" 

“Yes, yes!” He, on his side, more and more visibly nervous, had atone 0 
master, but he was so much more successful than 1 that, laughing out 
through his gravity, he could pretend we were pleasantly jesting. “Only 
that, T think. was t get me to do something for you!" 

Te was partly to get you todo something,” I conceded. 
you didn't do ie” 

"Oh, yes," he said with 
me to tell you something. 

“Thats i. Out, straight out. What you have on your mind, you know.” 

“Ah, then, is that what you've stayed over for 

He spoke with a gaiety through which I could still catch the finest little 
quiver al resentful passion; but can't begin to express theeffect upon me 
Gf an implication of surrender even so faint. It was as if what 1 had 
yearned for had come at ast only o astonish me. "Well, yes—1 may as well 
Krake a clean breast of it, It was precisely for that 

Te waited so long that | supposed it for the purpose of repudiating the 
assumption on which my action had been founded: but what he finally 
said was: "Do you mean now—here?” 

There couldn't be a better place or time,” He looked round him 
uneasily and I had the rare—oh, the queer!—impression of the very first 
dymnptorn I had seen in him of the approach of immediate fear. Itwasas if 
Pe Were suddenly afraid of me—which struck me indeed as perhaps the 
best thing to make him, Yet in the very pang of the effort I feltit vain totry 
Sernness, and I heard myself the next instant so gentle as to be almost 

molesque. "You want s0 to go out again?” 

Y Awtuliy!” He smiled at me heroically, and the touching litle bravery 
ofitwas enhanced by his actually flushing with pain, He had picked up his 
hat, which he had brought in, and stood twirling it in a way that gave me, 
ven as Twas just nearly reaching port, a perverse horror of what I was 
doing, To do tin am way wasan act of violence, for what did it consist of 
fut the obtrusion of the idea of grossness and guilt on a small helpless 
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creature who had been for me a revelation of the possibilities of beautiful 
intercourse? Wasn't it base to create for a being so exquisite a mere alien 
awkwardness? I suppose I now read into our situation a clearness it 
‘couldn't have had at the time, for I seem to see our poor eyes already 
lighted with some spark of a prevision of the anguish that was to come. So 
we circled about, with terrors and scruples, like fighters not daring to 
close, But it was for each other we feared! That kept us a little longer 
suspended and unbruised. “I'll tell you everything,” Miles said—"I mean 
T'U tell you anything you like. You'll stay on with me, and we shall both be 
all right, and I will tell you—I will, But not now.” 

“Why not now?” k 

My insistence turned him from me and kept him once more at his 
window ina silence during which, between us, you might have heard a pin 
drop. Then he was before me again with the air of a person for whor 
outside, someone who had frankly to be reckoned with was waiting. 
have to see Luke." 

1 had not yet reduced him to quite so vulgar a lie, an 1 felt prop- 
ortionately ashamed. But, horrible as it was, his lies made up my truth. I 
achieved thoughtfully a few loops of my knitting. “Well, then, go to Luke, 
and 1'l wait for what you promise. Only, in return for that, satisfy, before 
you leave me, one very much smaller request 

He looked as if he felt he had succeeded enough to be able still a litle to 
bargain, “Very much smaller-—# 

“Yes, a mere fraction of the whole. Tell me"—oh, my work preoccupied 
me, and I was offhand!—"if, yesterday afternoon, from the table in the 
hall, you took, you know, my letter.” 


CHAPTER TWENTY-FOUR 


My sense of how he received this suffered for a minute from something 
that I can describe only as a fierce split of my attention—a stroke that at 
first, as I sprang straight up, reduced me tothe mere blind movement of 
getting hold of him, drawing him close, and, while I just fell for support 
against the nearest piece of furniture, instinctively keeping him with his 
back to the window. The appearance was full upon us that 1 had already 
had to deal with here: Peter Quint had come into view like a sentinel 
before a prison, The next thing I saw was that, from outside, he had 
reached the window, and then I knew that, close to the glass and glaring in 
through it, he offered once more to the room his white face of damnation. 
Tt represents but grossly what took place within me a the sight to say that 
on the second my decision was made; yet I believe that no woman so 
overwhelmed ever in so short a time recovered her grasp of the act. It 
came to me in the very horror of the immediate presence that the act 
‘would be, seeing and facing what I saw and faced, to keep the boy himself 
unaware, The inspiration—I can call it by no other name—was that I felt 
how voluntarily, how transcendently, I might. It was like fighting with a 
demon for a human soul, and when I had fairly so appraised it I saw how 
the human soul—held out, in the tremor of my hands, at arm's length— 
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hada perfect dew of sweat on alovely childish forehead. The face that was 
close to mine was as white as the face against the glass, and out of it 
presently came a sound, not low nor weak, but as if from much further 
away, that I drank like a waft of fragrance, 

“Yes—T took it." 

At this, with a moan of joy, I enfolded, I drew him close; and while 1 
held him to my breast, where I could feel in the sudden fever of his little 
body the tremendous pulse of his heart, I kept my eyes on the thing at the 
window and saw it move and shift its posture. I have likened it to a 
sentinel, but its slow wheel, for a moment, was rather the prowl of a 
baffled beast. My present quickened courage, however, was such that, not 
too much toletit through, I had to shade, as it were, my flame. Meanwhile 
the glare of the face was again at the window, the scoundrel fixed asif to 
watch and wait. It was the very confidence that I might now defy him, as 
well as the positive certitude, by this time, of the child's unconsciousness, 
that made me go on, “What did you take it for?” 

“To see what you said about me.” 

“You opened the letter?” 

“I opened it.” 

My eyes were now, as T held him off little again, on Miles's own face,in 
which the collapse of mockery showed me how complete was the ravage of 
‘uneasiness, What was prodigious was that at last, by my success, his sense 
was sealed and his communication stopped: he knew that he was in 
presence, but knew not of what, and knew still less that [also was and that 
Idid know. And what did this strain of trouble matter when my eyes went 
back to the window only to see that the air was clear again and—by my 
personal triumph—the influence quenched? There was nothing there. 1 
felt that the cause was mine and that I should surely get all, "And you 
found nothing!"—I let my elation out. 

He gave the most mournful, thoughtful litle headshake. “Nothing.” 

“Nothing, nothing!” I almost shouted in my joy. 

“Nothing, nothing,” he sadly repeated. 

1 kissed his forehead; it was drenched. "So what have you done with it?” 

“I've burned it.” 

“Burned it?” It was now or never. “Is that what you did at school?” 

Oh, what this brought up! “At school?” 

“Did you take letters?—or other things?” n 

“Other things?” He appeared now to be thinking of something far off 
and that reached him only through the pressure of his anxiety: Yet it did 
reach him. “Did I steal?” 

T felt myself redden to the roots of my hair as well as wonder if it were 
more strange to put to a gentleman such a question or to see him take it 
with allowances that gave the very distance of his fll in the world. "Was it 
for that you mightn’t go back?" 5 

"The only thing he felt was rather a dreary little surprise. "Did you know 

jightn't go back?” 
“1 know everything.” 
He gave me at this the longest and strangest look, "Every 
“Everything. Therefore did you?" But I couldn't say it again. 
Miles could, very simply. "No. I didn't steal.” 
My face must have shown him I believed him utterly; yet my hands— 
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but it was for pure tenderness—shook him asif to ask him why, if it was all 
for nothing, he had condemned me to months of torment. "What then 
did you do?” à 

He looked in vague pain all round the top of the room and drew his 
breath, two or three times over, as if with difficulty. He might have been 
standing at the bottom of the sea and raising his eyes to some faint green 
twilight, "Well—I said things.” 

‘Only that?” 

“They thought it was enough!” 

"To turn you out for? ? 

Never, truly, had a person “turned out” shown so little to explain it as 
this little person! He appeared to weigh my question, but in a manner 
quite detached and almost helpless, “Well, I suppose 1 oughtn't.” 

“But to whom did you say them: 

He evidently tried to remember, but it dropped—he had lost it 
know!” 

He almost smiled at me in the desolation of his surrender, which was 
indeed practically, by this time, so complete that I ought to have left it 
there. But I was infatuated—I was blind with victory, though even then 
the very effect that was to have brought him so much nearer was already 
that of added separation, “Was it to everyone?” 1 asked, 

“No; it was only to—” But he gave a sick litle headshake, “I don't 
remember their names.” 

“Were they then so many?” 

“No—only a few. Those 1 liked,” 

‘Those he liked? I seemed to float not into clearness, but into a darker 
obscure, and within a minute there had come to me out of my very pity the 
appalling alarm of his being pethaps innocent. It was for the instant 
confounding and bottomless, for if he were innocent, what then on earth 
was I? Paralyzed, while it lasted, by the mere brush of the question, I let 
him go a litle, so that, with a deep-drawn sigh, he turned away from me 
again; which as he faced toward the clear window, I suffered, feeling that 
Thad nothing now there to keep him from. “And did they repeat what you 
said?" I went on after a moment. 

He was soon at some distance from me, still breathing hard and again 
with the air, though now without anger for it, of being confined against 
his will. Once more, as he had done before, he looked up at the dim day as 
if, of what had hitherto sustained him, nothing was left but an unspeak- 
able anxiety. “Oh, yes,” he nevertheless replied—‘they must have re- 
peated them, To those they liked,” he added. 

‘There was, somehow, less of itthan I had expected; but I turned itover. 

‘And these things came round—? 

“To the masters? Oh, yes!” he answered very simply. “But I didn't know 
they'd tell.” 

“The masters? They didn't—they've never told, ‘That's why I ask you.” 
cfg tured to me again his litle beautiful fevered face “Yes, it was too 

“Too bad?" 

“What I suppose I sometimes 
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throw off with homely force: “Stuff and nonsense!” But the next after 
that I must have sounded stern enough. "What were these things?” 

My sternness was all for his judge, his executioner; yet it made him 
averthimself again, and that movement made me, with a single bound and 
anirrepressible cry, spring straight upon him. For there again, against the 
glass, as if to blight his confession and stay his answer, was the hideous 
author of our woe—the white face of damnation. I felt a sick swim at the 
drop of my victory and all the return of my battle, so that the wildness of 
my veritable leap only served asa great betrayal. I saw him, from the midst 
‘of my act, meet it with a divination, and on the perception that even now 
he only guessed, and that the window was still to his awn eyes free, Iet the 
impulse lame up to convert the climax of his dismay into the very proof 
of his liberation. “No more, no more, no more” 1 shrieked, as ted t0 

inst me, to my visitant, 
Miles panted as he caught with his sealed eyes the direc- 
tion of my words. Then as his strange “she” staggered me and, with a 
gop T echoed it, “Miss Jessel Miss Jessel!" he with a sudden fury gaveme 
ick, 


I seized, stupefied, his supposition—some sequel to what we had done 
to Flora, but this made me only want to show him that it was better still 
than that. "It's not Miss Jessel! But it's at the window—straight before us. 
Its there—the coward horror, there for the last time!” 

‘At this, after a second in which his head made the movement of a 
baffled dog's on a scent and then gave a frantic little shake for air and 
light, he was at me in a white rage, bewildered, glaring vainly over the 
place and missing wholly, though it now, to my sense, filled the room like 
the taste of poison, the wide, overwhelming presence. “It's he?” 

T was so determined to have all my proof that I flashed into ice to 
challenge him, “Whom do you mean by ‘he’?” 

"Peter Quint—you devil!” His face gave again, round the room, its 
convulsed supplication, “Where?” 

They are in my ears still, his supreme surrender of the name and his 
tributeto my devotion. “What does he matter now, my own?—what will he 
‘ever matter? I have you," I launched at the beast, “but he has lost you 
forever!” Then, for the demonstration of my work, “There, there!” I said 
to Miles. 

But he had already jerked straight round, stared, glared again, and 
seen but the quiet day. With the stroke of the loss 1 was so proud of he 
uttered the cry of a creature hurled over an abyss, and the grasp with 
which I recovered him might have been that of catching him in his fall. 1 
caught him, yes, I held him—it may be imagined with what a passion; but 
atthe end of a minute I began to feel what it truly was that I held. We were 
t day, and his litle heart, dispossessed, had stopped. 
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